
Hollywood Kids 


Jackie Collins is one of the world’s most successfu 
authors, with sales of over one hundred and eight; 
million copies in over forty languages. Her string o 
number one bestsellers include Hollywood Wives , Holly 
wood Husbands, Lucky, Lady Boss and American Star. Sh< 
lives and works in Los Angeles. 



By Jackie Collins 


Tl.w World is Bull of Married Mon 
The Stud 
The Bitch 
Sinners 

The Love Killers 

The World is Full of Divorced Women 
Lovers and Gamblers 
Chances 

Hollywood Wives 
. Lucky 

Hollywood Husbands 
t Bock Star 
r idyBoss 
rican Star 






© Jackie Collins 1994 

This edition published 1994 by Macmillan London Limited 
an imprint of Macmillan General Books 

First in Rupa Paperback 1995 

Published 1995 by 
» Rupa Ec Co 

15 Bankim Chatterjec Street, Calcutta 700 073 
135 South Malaka, Allahabad 211 001 
P. G. Solanki Path, Lamington Road, Bombay 400 007 
7/16 Ansari Road, Daryaganj, New Delhi 110 002 

By arrangement with 
Macmillan Ltd, London 

This edition is for sale in India only 

All rights reserved. No reproduction, copy or transmission of this 
publication may be made without written permission. No paragraph o 
this publication may be reproduced, copied or transmitted save with 
written permission or in accordance with the provisions of the 
Copyright A« 1956 (as amended). Any person who docs any 
unauthorized act in relation to this publication may be liable to 
criminal prosecution and civil claims for damages. 

Rs 100 


Printed and bound in Great Britain by 
Cox & Wyman Ltd, Reading, Berkshire 



For my best friend - 
you know who you are. 
Love and friendship always. 




The Man emerged from prism mi Tuesday morning filled with a 
pent-up rag e he’d been keeping in check for seven years. 

He was thirty-six years old and looked it. Pale, w ith a thin 
face , narrow slate-grey eves and a prominent scar slashed across his 
right cheek - a souvenir of his incarceration. He was five feet eight 
inches tall and although once sUghffirTfmfhe’d had time to work 
on his body, and notv he had muscles of steel and remarkable upper 
body strength. 

In prison The Man had learned many things - the first being 
that defence was everything. If you couldn’t defend yotirself who 
would do it for you? 

No one. That’s who. 

Seven years was a long time to be caged away from the real 
world. 

Seven years was long enough to drive any sane person crazy. 

Unless, of course, you were crazy to begin with. And you never 
let on because the motherfuckers did not deserve to know the 
truth. 

The truth was his business. Only his. And woe betide anyone 
who tried to get it from him. 

Freedom was the unknown. It beckoned, tempting him to do 
things he’d only dreamed about during his years behind bars. 

First came the women. Faceless whores put on this earth to do 
his bidding. 

The Man used them mercilessly, paying them more money than 
they deserved to ’■ - r — •" 




Chapter One 

# 


‘What a movie!’ 

‘Quite unusual.’ 

Jordan, my pal, you’ve got another smash.’ 

The praise came fast and furious. Jordan Levitt and his 
.wife of six months, Kim, revelled in it as they stood at the 
massive front door of their Bel Air estate saying goodbye to 
their guests. 

Dinner and a private screening at the Levitts’ was a week ly 
event . Only tonight was more of an event than usual because 
Jordan, a veteran producer, had just screened his latest 
production. 

Kim squeezed her husband’s arm and gazed up at him 
adoringly. She was softly pretty with flowing light brown 
hair and winsome features. At twenty-two she was younger 
than his only daughter. ‘They loved it,’ she whispered excit- 
edly. ‘And so did I. Oh, Jordan, you’re so clever.’ 

Jordan smiled down at his new bride. He was a powerful 
looking man, over six feet tall with a shock of unruly grey 
hair, craggy features and a deeply lined tanned face. Soon he 
wouldTxTsixty-two — like- jZfint Eastwood , age suited him. 
‘You never know.,’ he said modestly. 

‘JT do,’ Kim replied, her eyes never leaving his. ‘It’s a sure 
fire hit.’ 

He put his arm around Kim, walking her back into the 
house. Tt doesn’t matter what this group thinks ,’ he said. 
The public makes their own decisions.’ 




That girl’s trouble, ’ Sharleen said, pursing newly plumped 
lips. ‘Jordan should do himself a favour and throw her 
out.’ 

‘Don’t be bitchy,’ Mac said mildly. ‘She’ll grow up.’ 

Shes twenty-four, for God’s sake. I had my own child 
when I was her ag e,’ Sharleen said, moving closer”and 
running her fingers lightly up his thigh. 

Mac prepared himself, he knew what was coming and it 
was the high point of his evening. Sharleen was into car sex 

and who was he to argue? It kept the heat in a four-year-old 
marriage. ' 


marriage. 

s r he touched him he was hard. Oh yeah 
Sharleen did it for him every dme, she was one tallnted 

female, and he didn’t mean her acting. 

. , , H ,f d mct her on the i° b so to speak. Directing Sharleen 

narrow hills tvith a mammoth h^do^T - 8 ^ dark 

Hoping they didn’t get stopped bv rh ’ t0 Concentrate - 

a c °np!c of would-be car-Xt X ^ C ° P$ “ or cven worse, 
excitement. * m skl masks - It all added to 

Sharleen bent her h a 

Penis, her lightning-fo* Ucking **“ ri p of his 
After he was suitably mmefL ***“ Way and that. 

'*** 

fe off ’ baby ’ 

‘Wclh . h > C Safd rCnSCly ’ thc Pressure building 
‘Do itr 

She slipped off tw -:n. • 


Sharleen had the best breasts in. Hollywood - untouched by 
plastic surgeon they were full and firm, topped with juicy 
hard nipples. 

‘Oh, Jesus'.’ Mac groaned, swervin g the car to the.side of 
the road. 

Sharleen enjoyed enslaving him. ‘Jesus has nothing to do 
with it,’ she murmured sweedy. 

☆ ☆ ☆ 

Wasn’t that Sharleen Wynn?’ the stud asked, barely able to 
keep the awe. out of his voice. 

Huh?’ Jordanna said vaguely, screeching to an abrupt 
stop at the top of the driveway. 

‘Sharleen Wynn,’ he repeated, looking like a reject drum- 
mer from a grungy roc k band with his long greasy hair, 
scruffy clothes and dime-store shades. 

Tm surprised you know who Sharleen Wynn is,’ Jordanna 
remarked, getting out of the car. 

‘Sure I know who she is,’ the stud said somewhat indig- 
nandy. ‘My dad had a copy of Playboy with her on the cover. 
Kept it by his bed for months.’ 

‘Lucky him.’ 

‘Nice tits.’ 

‘Never mind about hers, how about mine?’ Jordanna said 
boldly, pressing up against him. 

He took the hint and started to kiss her. Long hard kisses 
with plenty of tongue action. 

She decided this one had possibilities. ‘Come along,’ 
she said, pulling him on to the path leading to the guest 
house. 

‘Aren’t we goin’ inside?’ he asked, sounding disappointed. 
‘My apartment’s in back.’ She laughed, a brittle laugh. ‘Ids 
more fun back there. Trust me.’ 

Tf you say so,’ he said, grabbing her ass. 

t Th ei r be a good little boy and follow me all the way to an 
. incredible time.’ 

Tm right behind you.’ 
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'anted. Egocentric jerks. Me, me, me. My life. My look. My 
areer. 

She flung open die door to her apartment and die stud 
allowed her into chaos. So she wasn’t the tidiest person in 
le world. Big deal, she was hardly planning a two-page 
pread in House Beautifid. 

The stud was primed and ready to go, he didn’t care about 
er housekeeping skills. Grabbing her, he pressed himself up 
gainst her, kissed her twice and his rough hands began 
xploring under her T-shirt. 

The phone rang. Her machine picked up, and the sound 
f her recorded voice filled the air. Yo, don’t waste my time 
if you got something to say go for it now.’ 

The machine bleeped. Her father’s voice — Hello, skinny 
ird. You missed my movie. They liked it. Where were you?’ 

I was out trying to get laid, Daddy. And don’t call me skinny 
ird, you know I hate it, almost as much as I hate your latest wife. 
Ihrist! Is age making you s enile ? She’s the worst one yet. A 
honey, sweet-talking perfect little bitch on wheels. 

‘Hey—’ the stud began, going for the zipper on her jeans. 

She’d lost interest. It’s over,’ she said, slapping his hands 
way. 

He didn’t believe what he was hearing. ‘What’s over?’ he 
sked belligerendy. 

‘Our incredible time,’ she said, anxious to get rid of him. 

‘Now wait a minute—’ he began. 

She flung open the door. ‘Out,’ she said firmly. 

He blinked twice. Ya gotta be shittin’ me?’ 

T have a black belt in karate,’ she lied, flexing her muscles. 
Wanna put it to the test?’ 

He wasn’t taking any risks. ‘How’m I supposed to get 
Lome?’ he whined. 

You’ll find a way,’ she said, hustling him through the door. 

God, how she hated whin ers! Why couldn’t anybody 
tand up to her? There was only one man who’d managed 
hat feat and he was dead. 

Jamie, her darling brother. The only person who’d really 
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The trouble with men was that most of them had no balls 
Except her father. Jordan Levitt had balls enough for an army. 

Sometimes she thought about Jamie and Fran. Just as she 
sometimes thought about her mother, the exquisitely beauti- 
ful Lillianne who’d been dragged off to a mental institution 
when Jordanna was six. A few weeks later the fragile and 
famous Lillianne had slit her wrists and died a lonely, messy 
death. 

Daddy had mourned for a good three months before 
marrying the first of four other wives. Kim was number five. 
Why did he have to keep on getting married? What was 
wrong with staying single for a while? 

Jordanna sighed. The truth was, if he could do what he 
wanted, so could she. There was nothing and nobody to stop 
her. 

She considered phoning him back, then decided against it. 
She knew exacdy what he’d say. Arc you all right, skinny bird? 
Do you need money ? When are we going to see you? 

Her answers were always the same. Tes, Daddy. No, Daddy. 
Soon. 

He loved her. In his own way. 

She clung on to the knowledge that he did. Without it she 
had nothing. 


☆ ☆ 

A. 

Sharleen climaxed with a piercing shriek. Mac was surprised 
the occupants of the house they were parked outside of didn’t 
come running out to see what was going on. Would they get 
a surprise if they did. A half-naked movie star and a world- 
renowned director. What The Enquirer wouldn’t give for this 
picture! 

Sharleen began wriggling into her clothes while Mac 
resumed his position behind the steering-wheel. Soon they 
were on their way home to Pacific Palisades, where they 
shared a large house with Sharleen’s sixteen-year-old daughter 
and Mac’s seventeen-year-old twin sons from a pre vious 
marriage. " 


II 




compact mirror and began applying more lipstick. 1 suggest 
you find out.’ 

Beautiful and sexy as she was, sometimes Sharieen got on 
his nerves. ‘Sweetheart, 5 he said, trying hard not to let his 
aggravation show, ‘that 5 s exactly what I intend to do .’ 




big and black, he looked like a retired ball player who’d put 
on a pound or two. Michael found a pay phone and spoke to 
Amber, Quincy’s wife, who informed him her husband’s car 
had broken down on the freeway and there was no way he’d 
make the airport. 

T)on’t worry, I’ll take a cab,’ Michael said. 

‘Hurry up,’ Amber said. 

Oh yeah, like he was dying to hang around the airport. 

Outside he hailed a taxi, gave the Iranian driver the 
Robbins’ address, settled back, lit a cigarette and tried to 
relax. 

Who’d have thought Michael Scorsini would ever move 
to LA? Certainly not him. Certainly not his ex-wife, Rita - 
boy, was she in for a shock. 

Over the last she. months circumstances had changed his 
life considerably. One moment he was living in New York, 
doing his job, missing his kid, but getting along OK. The 
next he got himself shot - fiickitt/j shot - in a drug bust gone 
wrong. And for several days his life hovered on the brink 
because the bullet had lodge d dangerously close to his heart. 

Not close enough. They’d managed to remove it and he’d 
lived to tell the story. Rita hadn’t even called. 

As soon as he’d recovered he’d taken stock. He had a 
daughter he never got to spend time with because his ex had 
moved her to LA; a series of interchangeable girlfriends; and 
*.a family in Brooklyn he rarely saw, which was fortunate 
' because when they did get together all they managed to do 
was yell at each other. 

Michael Scorsini was thirty-eight years old and just about 
ready for a new life, so he’d requested a year’s leave of absence 
from the police department, figuring that would give him 
enoughtime to get his head together and decide whether he 
wanted to continue being a detective. Because of the shooting 
they’d allowed him the time. 

Quincy had been in LA almost three years. He’d started 
his own private investigation business, and was always bug- 
ging Michael to join him. 

He’d resisted, sure that New York was the only place to 
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The baby began_j:o cry while the toddler tugged •> 
impatiendy at her skirt. 

Michael stepped back and raised an eyebrow. Two of ’em. 
Amber. You couldn’t wait, huh?’ 

She blushed. ‘What can I tell you? My husband’s an animal 
and I love it!’ 

Yeah, yeah, he’s an animal all right,’ Michael agreed. 
Where is the asshole?’- 

She settled the baby in its crib, talking over her shoulder. 
Tie called. They’re towing his car.’ 

“Bet he’s thrilled,’ Michael said, making his way through 
the cluttered living room, nearly tripping over a large furry 
toy lying in the middle of the floor. 

Amber headed for the kitchen, her two-year-old trailing 
behind her. “You know our Quincy, Mister Impatient.’ 

Yeah, do I know Q!’ he said, following her. 

She placed the toddler in a high chair and turned to 
survey him. ‘Anyway, Michael, you look fantastic. I was 
expecting — ’ 

‘A wreck - right?’ 

“What with the shooting and all . . .’ she said, taking a jar 
of baby food from the fridge. 

He paced around the kitchen. Tm doing fine,’ he assured 
her. ‘In fact, now Fm here Fm doing great.’ 

‘Good,’ she said, spooning apple sauce into the child’s 
open mouth. “’Cause we want you to feel right at home.’ 

You know I will.’ 

Tm sorry we can only offer you the couch.’ 

Tve had some of my best times on couches.’ 

1 don’t want to hear about your sex life,’ she scolded, still 
smiling. 

Tley, right now it’s non-existent. I was hoping you had a 
girlfriend who looks exacdy like you.’ 

‘Sweet talker! But I love every word of it!’ 

“T only speak the truth.’ 

The good news is you can stay as long as you want. You 
know Quincy loves you like a brother.’ 




He fought back, breaking his stepfathers nose. After that 
Eddie left him alone. 

A few months later he’d made it into the Police Academy, 
which really burned Eddie, not to mention Sal, because they 
both considered ail cops the lowest form of life. Too bad. It 
had given him a feeling of strength and purpose, and after 
graduating with the highest score possible, he’d moved 
rapidly through the ranks, eventually - much to Eddie and 
Sal’s continuing disgust - becoming a highly respected 


detective. 

The memories of Eddie were too disturbing, even today 
Michael had trouble thinking about him. 

So why was he? The aggravation_wasn’t worth it. It was 
almost as bad as remembering Tiis real father, Dean, who’d 
lived in Florida for over twenty years with a new wife and 
family. 

Since Dean had walked out on them Michael had seen 
him twice - two uncomfortable short meetings arranged by 
him because he’d felt it important to attempt to get to know 
his real father. But it was not to be. Dean Scorsini had made 
it' abundantly clear he was not interested in the family he’d 
► left behind. He’d treated his son like a stranger, and after the 
^second meeting Michael had decided never to try again. 

Such was life. A father who didn’t care. A mother who 
wasn’t capable of doing so. And a stepfather who was a 
sadistiosonofabitch. He’d survived. Just about. 

C H° W about a beer?’ Amber suggested, wiping a dribble 
of apple sauce off her son’s chin. 


Tou got non-alcoholic?’ he asked, wishing he could grab 
a can of ice-cold Miller’s and demolish it in three great gulps. 
Ooopps, sorry, I forgot,’ she said quickly. ‘Quincy told 

me you re in that . . . uh . . . AA thing.’ 

s^eprogramme,’ he said drily. Twelve steps to peace and 

Amber didn’t understand what he v/as talking about. 
v ^ it The progr^^d 

h e ° ng u before he S ot ^ mse ff shot. It hadn’t saved 
his marriage — nothing could have done that, ' 




W*r in it drove him nuts. ‘How many pairs of shoes can you 
jar?’ he’d demand, completely exasperated. 

‘As many as I want,’ she’d reply, spoiling for a fight. 

Rita was a feisty one with her flaming red hair and a 
Tiper to match. She was also an outrageous flirt, and knew 
>w to press ever)' one of his buttons. It had worked in the 
rly days when he’d thought he was in love. 

Four years of marriage and she could have fucked the New 
ark Yankees for all he cared. 

When Bata left New York he’d been relieved, except that 

meant he couldn’t see Bella on weekends. At first he’d 
oken to his little girl every Sunday, but after he was shot, 
>mmunication broke down, and whenever he called all he 
at was an answering machine. 

He’d felt guilty, but, what the hell, he knew he’d make it 
a to her, he hadn’t deserted Bella like his father had deserted 
tn. He and Bella were going to spend a lot of time together, 
id if Rita didn’t like it, too bad, she’d simply have to accept 

He loved his daughter and he was determined to start 
eine a eood father. It was time. 




to cover, and in return she would receive a healthy pay- 
cheque for the next year. 

She’d thought about it for two weeks now. If she accepted 
Mason’s offer she wouldn’t have to worry about paying the 
bills for a while, and that would be a big relief. 

Call him, her inner voice urged. 

Tomorrow. 

Not tomorrow. Today. 

Taking a deep breath, she picked up the phone and 
innected with Style Wars' New York office. 

‘Mason?’ she said quickly, before she changed her mind. 
TC.C. My favourite scribe,’ Mason said, sounding pleased, 
[e was a white, heterosexual married man of forty-eight with 
strong urge to lure her into bed. So far she’d managed to 
eep their relationship on a purely professional level, but it 
wasn’t easy. Married m en were alwaysjhe .most persistent. 

Taking another deep breath^ she said, ‘OK, put me in 
:ont of the firing squacL’ 

‘What’s that?’ 

‘Mason, I’m all yours.’ 

He chuckled, ‘K.C.,1 couldn’t be happier.' I’ll arrange a 
irst class flight for you on American, and book us the 
Driental Suite at the St Regis. We’ll have a memorable 
veekend.’ 

She sighed. ‘Very amusing, Mason. You know exactly 
vhat I mean.’ 

You’re missing out,’ he said rueful ly. 

‘Send me an advance cheque before I’m evicted. And give 
me the name of my first victim so I have time to throw up 
Defore the big moment.’ . 

‘Welcome aboard.’ • ^ 

Til be saluting all the way to the bank.’ 

Decision made. No going back now, she was working for 
Style Wars - the thinking Hollywood executive’s guide to the 
real world, or what they imagined was the real world. Every 
month the Hollywood community devoured their subscrip- 
tion copy of the fashionable magazine - Hey, I read Style 
Wars, Pm a well-read person. - 
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sat in their small house in Connecticut for almost a year, 
trying to get past the overwhelming grief that enveloped her . 
At times she’d considered suicide, but she’d known Phil 
would regard it as a cowardly way out. He’d fully expect her 
to achieve all the things they’d planned to do together, and 
he knew she couldn’t let him down. So finally she d drawn 
>n every bit of strength she could muster and ventured out 
nto the world again, only to find that travelling by herself 
lid not hold the same fascination. It was difficult, dangerous 
md lonely. 

Eventually she’d decided to find a base somewhere - not 
the house in Connecticut because it held too many memories, 
but Los Angeles, so she’d be near her parents. Shortly after 
she moved to LA her mother got sick and died. Now it was 
her father’s turn. 

She did not regret her call to Mason. In fact, she was 
almost excited about the commitment of working for the 
same magazine for a year. The celebrity interviews were a 
minor irritation she’d have to deal with. It was the thought 
of the big story that got her juiceshowing. 

Phil would have a million and one ideas if he was around. 
But he wasn’t. Phil had checked out. Deserted her. Not his 
fault, but sometimes, late at night, when the reality crept up 
on her, she couldn’t help blaming him. 

Why did he have to go to Ireland? 

Why did he have to leave ? 


She’d never met a man who could measure up to Phil. 
Her closest girlfriend, Rosa Alvarez, assured her there were 
plenty of good ones around, but she had yet to find one. ever 
though she dated sporadically, hating every minute of forced 
conversation and the obligatory good-night pass. Tm too eld 
and too smart for this shit,’ she wearily informed Rosa. s~r 
had a bad habit of trying to fix her up: ■ ----- - 

Rosa, a Hispanic beauty of forty who held f- — „ 
position of co-anchor on a local TV station, was a 
woman- who refused to give up on her ’few- 
situation. 'You’re five years younger than me r— 
lectured sternly. T will not allow you to 
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Chap 1 


lobby Rush jogged evei y uoy. j. iC aiuse ar nve in tne 
noming, donned shorts and a T-shirt, put on his well-worn 
«ikes and set off. come rain or shine. Not that there was 
nuch ram in sunny California, most of the time it was too 
lot. Since moving back to LA from New York he’d had a 
lard time readjusting to the constant heat. 

At thirty-two Bobby was boyishly good-looking, with 
ongish dirty blond hair and river-blue eyes. He’d inherited 

tather. Thank God he hadn’t inherited his personality 
lec^usejeiry^wa^a tygma^r’^buily and an alcoholic ^ 
Now finally, after years of being regarded as nnrh • 
han one of Jerry’s sons Bobhv iL g ^. dedasnothjn gmorc 

A goddamn hid AnS of a Li \ ^ ° f Ws WVn ' 

is the star of. the familv and r n was being heralded 
fobby Rush’s fathedfr was ^ ^ rcfcrred t0 « 

i Hi Sj twoo I de, r 4b^'CS tt r Ph! 

leased. It was bad enough beiri hh A ^ Were not 
10w Aey had to contendt^ 1 !^ Jerr >’ *** sons, 


CTC " th °”Sh JCT ? «a *W0«f 

licit own. • -«==a=e, ae 



deep end of the pool and calmly watched him struggle for his 
life. 

His first day at school: Jerry had gone with him and had 
strutted around introducing himself to the teachers, signing 
autographs, making sure everyone knew whose son little 
Bobby was. 

His first prom date: Jerry had kissed the girl full on the 
lips, and starry-eyed, she’d done nothing but talk about how 
wonderful his father was all night 

His first fiancee: Jerry had screwed her regularly for two 
months before Bobby walked in on them one day. Jerry had 
just laughed. ‘She was a tramp,’ he’d said. Tucky you found 
out in time.’ 

After that Bobby knew life with his father was a war, and 
to win that war he had to become as wary and devious as any 
enemy. 

Jerry wanted him to attend college in California, but with 
the support of his long-suffering mother he’d made an escape 
to New York where he’d put in time at NYU for eighteen 
months before dropping out and trying for an acting career. 
His father did not approve and gave him no support. That 
was OK, he didn’t want any. He got a night-time job as a 
waiter, and a day-time job on a TV soap. It was good 
training. 

Two years later, when his mother died of cancer, he’d 
returned to LA. 


The day of the funeral Jerry had taken him aside, begging 
him to stay. Tm lonely,’ Jerry had said, displaying a never 
before seen vulnerability. Tour brothers are married, and this 
is a damn big house. Whyn’t you move back in, Bobby? Keep 
an old man company.’ 


Against his better judgement he’d done just that. Big 
mistake. Once he was safely back Jerry had turned into a 
monster again, putting the make on every one of his girl- 
friends, treating him like he was still a kid in grade school 

,V lt h® 3 ™® painfuUy obvious that cutting off his son’s balls 
, was one of Jerry’s favourite pastimes. 

When Darla had entered his father’s life, Bobby exited. 
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Jerry began to laugh in a nasty fashion. ‘Sorry, to her, you 

yotta be kidding.’ . 5 

For once in his life Bobby stood up to his father. T)o it, 

he said tightly. 

There was a heavy silence as everyone pretended not to 
watch the tense confrontation. 

‘C’mon, son, can’t /see she’s nothin’ but a tramp,’ Jerry 
said, slurring his words. Tou sure as hell know how to pick 
’em, Bobby. Gotta stopjettin’ your cock rule your fuckin’ 
heart. Be like me, get some class in your life.’ 

Something came over Bobby, an anger so dark and 
overwhelming he couldn’t control it. He hit Jerry straight on 
to his dumb ass. Then he grabbed Linda and got the hell out. 

The next week he took off for New York where he’d 
thrown himself into making his career happen. 

He’d soon realized nobody was killing themselves to give 
Jerry Rush’s son a job, but he was determined to make it, so 
he’d gotten together with a couple of friends from college, 
and they’d started developing properties with an eye to 
getting diem made as low-budget movies. 

They were a hard-driving team with an excellent commer- 
cial eye. His college room-mate, Gary Mann, line produced 
and handled the financial side. While Tyrone Houston, 
former college football hero, did the actual producing. Bobby 
starred in and executive produced, overseeing every detail. 

Fortunately it all came together and they enjoyed making 
it happen. Gary was Mister Charm with his easygoing 
manner, but underneath the warm personality lurked a 
calculator mind. Tyrone was Mister Handsome, black and 
athletic looking, he was an excellent producer who really got 
off on making killer deals. 

It was hard, gruelling, seventeen-hour-a-day work, but it 
sure paid off. Thanks to all their efforts they’d put together 
two movies on an almost non-existent budget, and when 

those films made money they were able to interest real 
investors and came u 

about a cop and a call 
Rush was a star with 


with Hard Tears , an erotic love story 
?rl- It scored big, and suddenly Bobby 
major development deal at Orpheus - 
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☆ 


The Man moved, into a room in a big, almost empty house mi 
Benedict Canyon. It belonged to his unde who lived back East, 
and allowed various relatives and friends to use it. In the forties it 
had been the home of a legendary blonde movie star who’d killed 
her lover with a butcher’s knife and when the deed was done, 
committed suicide by hanging herself from the raft ers in the huge 
glooiny living room. 

Eldessa, the old black maid who looked after the house, had told 
him the story the day he’d moved in. The Man had listened 
impatiently tothesenile. older one, and when she was finished he’d 
instructed her never to talk to him again, and that she was not - 
under any circumstances - to enter his room. 

To make absolutely sure, he’d summoned a locksmith and had 
special heavy-duty locks put mi his door. Nobody was allowed to 
invade his privacy. ' 

The Man settled in because it was convenient. His family 
didn’t want him back in New York, they’d made that quite clear. 
But they couldn’t cut him off completely - he was their blood, and 
as such they were obliged to take care of him. So he was given a 
room in the uncle’s house and a paltry allowance. 

Did they really imagine they were rid of him for ever? 

No tvay in hell. 

Bntjbr now it suited him. He had things to take care of before 
he dealt with his family. 

The Man had a list - a long list. And he knew exactly how he 
was going to dispose of everyone mi it. 
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Chap 1 


Homebase Central was the hottest club in LA. Situated on 
the edge of Silverlake, it was co -owned by Melinda Woodson, 
a sour-faced sometime actress, and Artue Isaak, a former child 
star turned coke dealer. The two of them were close friends 
of movie star Charlie Dollar, who’d put up the money to get 
the place started. Charlie had done it as an insurance policy 
so he could be assured of a fun place to hang out — plus his 
two friends were driving him nuts and he’d come to the 
conclusion it was about time he gave them something to do 
so they’d quit sitting around his house all day smoking grass, 
snorting coke and guzzling .his .booze. 

Charlie Dollar was hardly y our ave rage matinee idol . He 
was overweight with a comfortable gut, fifty-three years old 
and slightly balding. But when Charlie Dollar smiled die 
world lit up and every female around got itchy pants - for 
Charlie possessed a' particularly wild stoned charm that was 
irresistible to both men and women. It helped that every one 
of his movies was guaranteed a box-office smash, thanks to 
his quirky presence and off-beat performances. Charlie had a 
way of taking on a role and bending the character until it fit 
him to perfection. Some said that Charlie Dollar was a 
genius, others claimed it was just old Charlie up there on the 
screen jerking off over anyone who’d pay attention. 

Nobody knew the real story about Charlie, although there 
were many rumours. Prison, a drug bust, a difficult tour of 
duty in Vietnam. He’d burst upon the scene as a bumt-out 
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Sitrins: next to Cheryl wss- Gxvxut 1 uwva, tV 


dissolute son of Grant Lennon, a wlkvy attuveriw uvw 
icon. Grant, who worked as a junk'* ageut at JuKuuuoawI 


Artists Agents, considered himself the town cocksnuu, but 
Jordanna suspected that unlike his stuxlly father he cowhlnk 
get it up as often as he would like, which was why he kept 


trying so hard. 

Then there was Marjory Sanderson, the diwuwy- eyed 
daughter of a billionaire television magnate, Marjory was 
painfully thin, with long wispy fair "" ' a plain pinched 

face. She was a recovering anorcs • most a tier- 

noons on her psychiatrist's couch, oi ,,, 

And lastly Shcp Worth, the onlj T ,?ing se\ 

symbol. Shcp resembled a smaller ' nous 

mother, Taurccn Worth - the woman 


quit, and a long line of ex-husbands. 


The group had grown up together, s 
of too much too soon. A Porsche nr s 
credit cards. European vacations. The l 
hottest restaurants. And endless lavish pan’ 
Jordanna flopped into a chair. ‘I need a 
grabbing a handfiil of tortilla chips and tossin. 
mouth. 



Tough day?’ Cheryl asked. v 

It’s a bitch doing nothing,’ Jordanna dcadpr. '** 
Cheryl laughed a humourless laugh. Tell me 
said drily, knowing exactly what Jordanna mean 
Cheryl had moved out of the family home a 
the envy of her friends because her parents had j 
with a condo in Westwood, a new JJMW, and limitl 
cards. They were almost as delighted to see her go a 
to depart the family mansion. Since that time fiW 
trying to get her life together with out much success. 
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surprised no one, since her father, Ethan, owned a major 
studio, and her mother, Estelle - a secret drinker in the 
privacy of her Bel Air mansion - was the high priestess of LA 
society. 

Sitting next to Cheryl was Grant Lennon, Junior, the 
dissolute son of Grant Lennon, a wildly attractive movie 
icon. Grant, who worked as a junior agent at International 
Artists Agents, considered himself the town cocksman, but 
Jordanna suspected that unlike his studly father he couldn’t 
get it up as often as he would like, which was why he kept 
trying so hard. 

Then there was Marjory Sanderson, the dreamy-eyed 
daughter of a billionaire television magnate. Marjory was 
painfully thin, with long wispy fair hair and a plain pinched 
face. She was a recovering anorexic who spent most after- 
noons on her psychiatrist 3 s couch. 

And lastly Shep Worth, the only son of an ageing sex 
symbol. Shep resembled a smaller version of his famous 
mother, Taureen Worth - the woman with a body that never 
quit, and a long line of ex-husbands. 

The group had grown up together, sharing the experience 
of too much too soon. A Porsche at sixteen. Handfuls of 
credit cards. European vacations. The best tables in the 
hottest restaurants. And endless lavish parties. 

Jordanna flopped into a chair. 1 need a drink,’ she said, 
grabbing a handful of tortilla chips and tossing them into her 
mouth. 

Tough day?’ Cheryl asked. 

‘It’s a bitch doing nothing,’ Jordanna deadpanncd. 

Cheryl laughed a humourless laugh. Tell me about it,’ she 
said drily, knowing exacdy what Jordanna meant. 

Cheryl had moved out of the family home at seventeen, 
the envy of her friends because her parents had presented her 
with a condo in Westwood, a new BMW, and limitless charge 
cards. They were almost as delighted to see her go as she was 
to depart the family mansion. Since that time she’d been 
trying to get her life together without much success. There 
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‘C’mon, Jordanna, get real,’ Grant said, preparing for 
conquest. Td like to get an ear on your pillow talk.’ 

‘Screw you. Grant,’ she said mildly. 

Shep joined in. He had sun-kissed blond hair and small, 
well-defined features. Tes, Jordy,’ he said accusingly, ^ou do 
the same as Grant - pick a body for the night and a couple of 
hours later it’s goodbye, don’t call me Pll call you.’ 

‘At least mine don’t have plastic tits,’ Jordanna retorted 
tartly. ‘And they don’t show everything in girlie magazines 
with one leg in the air claiming they love animals and have 
this burning desire to save the world.’ 

Tersonally, Pve decided Pm into celibacy,’ Cheryl 
announced. ‘Either that or I might try the dyke route. This 
whole AIDS thing scares me enough to keep my pants on? 
‘Can I watch?’ Grant asked, leering. 

‘Get out of here,’ Cheryl said tardy. ‘You’re a real sicko.’ 
Grant touched her shoulder. ‘And you love it.’ 

‘In your dreams.’ 

Grant moved rapidly toward Miss Tank Top, who lurked 
at the crowded bar with a group of similar-looking 
girlfriends. 

‘God, I hope he’s not going to bring her over,’ Jordanna 
groaned. 

Ignore her, she’ll never notice,’ Cheryl said, knocking 
back her fourth margarita. ‘She’s the kind of girl who only 
pays attention to the guys.’ 

T can’t stand these would-be starlets,’ Jordanna com- 
plained. ‘They honestly believe if they sleep with a guy who’s 
even vaguely connected to the movie industry he’ll give them 
a part. Everyone knows what part they’ll get, and the only 
place it’s connected to is his balk!’ . . 

‘Vulgar!’ Shep said, 

‘But true,’ Cheryl said. 

’They’re so dumb!’ Jordanna said. 

‘Not everyone has your rocket., scieni 
interjected. 

Jordanna turned on him. ‘Why are you s< 

Got your period?’ 
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they tell you, men are. wot into condoms, they figure it slows 
down their action.’ 

q hope you’re not telling me you let them get away with 
that crap,’ Cheryl said sternly. 

TDo I look like an idiot?’ Jordanna replied, brushing back 
her long dark hair. 1 buy them .by .the. gross and keep them 
in a cookie jar on the coffee table. They soon get the hint, 
and if they don’t they’re out the door.’ 

Oh yeah? Who was she kidding? Twice the previous 
month she’d indulged in unprotected sex because she’d been 
too out of her head to care. Every so often she found herself 
on a self-destruct course. Drinks, drugs, wild sex, anonymous 
partners. When she came to her senses she swore she’d never 
do it again. And yet something always happened that pushed 
her over the edge. 

Wife number five was responsible for her last binge. Gotta 
get over caring so much about Daddy. He obviously didn’t 
give a damn about her. 

The truth was she knew she had to gain control of her 
emotions and stop feeling that way. If she didn’t get it 
together nobody was going to do it for her. Right now she 
was off. drugs. No grass. No cocaine. No crazed nights. She 
was cleaning up her act and it felt good. 

T had another death threat,’ Marjory said, speaking for the 
first time in an hour. 

Jordanna leaned forward. ‘A what? 

Tve been getting these letters,’ Marjory confessed. 

What kind of letters?’ Cheryl asked. 

Marjory dammed up. T don’t want to talk about it’ 

The hell you don’t,’ Cheryl said, signalling the pretr/ 
waitress to bring her another drink. ” 

Marjory’s voice was low and even. Tie says he’s soins to 
slit my throat.’ ^ 

theFBi? 04,5 SakeP CXClaimed Jordanna - ‘Have you contacted 

Marjory looked mournful. T haven’t told air/or^ 3 

‘Not even your father?’ Shep questioned. ' 

‘He’s too busy,’ Marjory said. 



‘Give it a rest, you two,’ Cheryl said, yawning. ‘You’re 
beginning to sound like you’re married.’ 

Jordanna leaped to her feet. ‘That’s it. Fm out of here,’ she 
said resdessly. 

‘Where are you going?’ Amie asked, disappointed. 

To check out the competition.’ 

We have no competition,’ he boasted. 

Til let you know,’ she said crisply. 

On her way to the door she caught a wink from a stoned 
Charlie Dollar. He was old enough to be her father but still 
quite sexy. Idly she wondered what he was like in bed — 
reports varied. 

Out in the parking lot her Porsche was parked right up 
front. She was a good tipper — learned that from Daddy. ‘So 
you give out an extra thousand bucks a year, it’s worth it.’ 
Words of wisdom from the great Jordan Levitt. And he was 
great, when he wanted to be. When he had time. When 
whoever the current wife was wasn’t messing with his brain. 
Strike that. Make it cock. Fact of life. Jordan Levitt was ruled 
by the great erection. 

Growing up in Hollywood. Watching Daddy get laid. 
What an education! 

Jordanna had many fine memories, one of the most vivid 
being the time she’d discovered her father in the family 
swimming pool - which happened to be drained at the time 
— servicing a voluptuous movie star, while their respective 
spouses circulated at a lavish party taking place inside the 
house. Jordanna had viewed the entire spectacle from her 
bedroom window. She’d never told anyone - except Jamie - 
that it was she who’d switched the floodlights on the pool, 
illuminating her father’s bare ass and the movie star’s huge 
quivering breasts. Wife number three had departed shortly 
after. Jordanna was satisfied. Mission accomplished. 

.. She hit the road in her Porsche and dropped by a couple 
of supposedly happening clubs. Unfortunately, Amic was 
right - Homebase Central was the only place to hang, there 
was no action elsewhere. 

l 
\ 
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Chapter Six 

☆ 


Five days on Quincy and Amber's couch was five days too 
many. Michael had an aching back and a permanent headache 
because the baby never stopped crying and the toddler kept 
up a particularly aggravating whine from early morning on. 

<How do you put up with this?’ he said to Quincy as they 
drove slowly through tire residential streets of Beverly Hills - 
Quincy was giving him the grand tour. 

‘It’s called marriage, doncha remember?’ Quincy said, 
chuckling. fy 

Yeah, he remembered all right. Rita complaining every 
time Bella woke her in the middle of the night. The smell of 
dirty diapers. Toys and baby clothes all over the floor. A 
fridge full of formula. Ah, memories . . . 

1 gotta get my ass outta your back yard,’ he muttered, 
thinking to himself the sooner the better. He’d already looked 
at several apartments. Unfortunately the ones he liked were 
too expensive, and the rest were crap. 

‘Why?’ Quincy asked. ‘Amber loves you, an’ I kinda get 
off on havin’ you around. It’s like old times, only we’re not 
out bustin’ our cans chasin’ low-life scumbags.’ 

True,’, he said, staring through the window at huge 
wrought-iron gates, sweeping lawns, exotic plants and mani- 
cured palm trees. ‘Hey, Q, this place is unreal. People really 
live like this?’ 

Quincy laughed. He was a big man, verging on being 
overweight, with soft brown eyes, bushy hair, and extra-large 


45 



‘Whyrft you bring her over to us? Amber would love it, 
•she’s turned into a regular earth mother.’ 

Tm tempted.’ 

Tell you what,’ Quincy said, making a quick decision. 'If 
you promise not to tell Amber on account of the fact that 
she’s startin’ to call me fat boy, Til buy us a pizza, then we’ll 
drop by an’ surprise Rita. How’s that?’ 

' You know something,’ Michael said, nodding slowly, 
‘that's not such a bad idea.’ 

☆ ☆ ☆ 

‘Bobby Rush,’ Mason said, his voice crackling over the phone 
from New York. 

‘Don’t you mean Jerry Rush?’ Kennedy replied, cradling 
the receiver under her chin as she reached for a notepad and 
pen. 

- ‘Jerry’s cold. Bobby’s hot.’ 

She hated asking, but she honesdy didn’t know. c Who is 
Bobby Rush?’ 

Mason grunted disapprovingly. ‘Sometimes you surprise 
me.’ 

Tve never heard of him .’ 

Tor Christ’s sake, K.C., keep up with what’s happening 
or Tm likely to think Tve made a serious mistake hiring you.’ 

She drew a stick figure on the notepad and added litde 
pointed horns. ‘Movie stars are not my priority. Mason. I 
presume that’s what he is.’ 

He’s jerry’s son done good. Starred in and produced 
Hard Tears , it just passed the hundred-miliion-dollar mark. 
He takes his clothes off on screen - that should appeal to you 

— a touch of the double standard reversed. 1 suggest you see 
the movie. In the meantime we’ll JEed JBx y ou some of his 
clippings and a bio.’ 

How exciting,’ she said drily. 

1 want a very provocative piece. This’ll be the cover story. 
Make him out to be a pde-Shardn Stone.’ 
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An hour later she was sitting in a darkened theatre 
watching Bobby Rush emote. He was certainly movie-star 
material with his regular 'features, dirty blond hair and 
incredible blue eyes. The body was -good, too - and he 
flashed reg ular ly - kind of like a Richard Gere for the nineties. 
At one point in the movie there was a brief full frontal shot — 
fast but worthwhile. 

Male bimbo? she jotted down with a question mark. 
Beautiful but dumb? If he was, she. could. rip„himj: o shre ds 
without any trouble at all. 

Now why would I want to do that? she asked herself. 

Because I have no intention of writing the usual love-struck 
female journalist puff piece. 

She called Mason. ‘Send me everything you’ve got on him 
and the father.’ 

This is not supposed to be a father/son piece,’ Mason 
warned. Tiis press people were adamant about that.’ A pause. 
*But do what you want - make it provocative.’ 

T intend to.’ 


☆ ☆ ☆ 


The Sunset View Hollywood apartments did not live up 1 to 
their glamorous name. There was no sunset because they 
faced the wrong way, and absolutely no view. The small 
cluster of run-down apartments were located in a seedy side- 
street off Hollywood Boulevard. 

‘Shit!’ Michael muttered, as Quincy parked his car outside. 
‘Rita told me she and Bella were living in a decent place. This 
is a crap hole.’ 


Maybe it’s better on the inside,’ Quincy said, always the 
optimist. 1 

‘Maybe not,’ Michael said grimly, eyeing a couple of 
derelicts huddled, in a doorway surrounded by overflowing 
shopping carts. ° 

Teds go take a look,’ Quincy suggested. 

They got out of the car, dodging a drunken bum who 
staggered by singing to himself. 




Quincy pulled a face. Thar’s bteakin’ an’ enterin’, Mike. 
You know Rita’s temper. I don’t wanna be here when it hits.’ 

Michael threw' him a dirty look. ‘What happened to you 
in California, Q) You gone soft?’ 

‘Hey, hey,’ Quincy replied, gesturing wildly. i Go tta keep 
within the confines of the law or X could get my licence 
revoked.’ 

Tuck the law and fuck your licence. I want in.’ 

‘Shit!’ Quincy groaned. 1 almost forgot whar a trip it was 
workin’ with you.’ 

Teds go,’ Michael said impatiently, clicking his fingers. 

‘Shit!’ Quincy' repeated, before using his skills and a Sears 
credit card to skewer open Rita’s front door. 

The first thing that hit them was the smell — a combination 
of stale air, mouldy food and damp. ‘Jesus!’ Michael said 
grimly, pushing his way in. ‘What’s that stink?’ 

Piled on the floor behind the door was a stack of unopened 
brochures, letters and flyers — mostly junk mail, but as 
Michael bent to sift through it he was startled to find his last 
two months’ alimony cheques, still in their envelopes. 

‘Sorry to say it,’ Quincy said, walking through the musty 
hallway. T gotta strong suspicion they don’t live here any 
more.’ 




Cheryl desperately wanted Jordanna to understand tfaas 
this was a legitimate business venture she could get mto 
without any help from Daddy. She needed to separate from 
her family, show the world she had her own identity. The 
thing is she’s got the high-class hooker bit covered because 
important men trust her. Donna’s connected - like me. Thars 
why she’s decided Fm the perfect person to take over fox 

her.’ 

‘Lucky you.’ 

Cheryl chose to ignore the sarcasm in Jordanna’s voice. 
‘You see, guys are all the same,’ she explained, warming to 
her subject. They either have the original wife who’s not into 
sex. any more. Or the sleek_titde trophy number who, after 
one year of marriage, conveniently forgets what a blow job 
is\ Sex and marriage do not jell - hence Donna’s thriving 
venture. These men are into paying for it.’ 

‘Why?’ Jordanna asked, genuinely puzzled. 

Tor the same reason they buy the most expensive cars, 
houses, clothes. Money equals status. They don’t want a fifty- 
bucks-a-night hooker, they want the top-of-the-line latest 
model, hardly used, very costly.’ 

‘You’ve finally lost it, Cheryl,’ Jordanna said, shaking her 
head. ‘Why would you get involved?’ 

Tor a piece of the action.’ 

Oh, like you re hard up for money. Your father owns a 
studio, for God’s sake, you can have anything you want.’ 

Cheryl turned on her, eyes flashing. ‘I want to do some- 
thing on my own for once without taking hand-outs from 
my family. Right now my only claim ro fame is that I went 

on a date with Eric Menendez in high school. This is mv 
opportunity. v ' 


‘Big fucking opportunity 


Jordanna snorted derisively. 

Running call girls.’ 

*?“? ‘ t ’’ Chcryl slid defensively. Hr, ml 
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She’d considered several other careers, but none had reall; 
grabbed her attention, so eventually, like Cheryl, she 5 d fallei 
into the pattern of lunching with friends, shopping, hanginj 
out, going to parties, doing drugs. It soon became ai 
addictive lifestyle, although it never made her happy, and i 
certainly didn’t make her father happy. The summer afte 
Fran committed suicide he’d gotten together with Etha 
Landers, and the two men had decided their errant daughta 
needed something more than parties to occupy their vacatio 
time, so they’d put them to work as set assistants on 17 
Contract , a movie Jordan was producing for Ethan’s studit 
Both she and Cheryl had hated every minute of it, althoug 
Jordanna had managed to have an affair with the directo 
Mac Brooks, and that had been quite an experience. 

Now she was well aware she was at a crossroads, but si 
sure as hell wasn’t becoming a madam like Cheryl, who w 
even now Leaning over her cappuccino with a self-satisfk 
expression. Tve had a brilliant idea,’ Cheryl exclaims 
excitedly. 

‘What?’ Jordanna asked, suspicious of her friend’s brillia 
ideas. 

Tou!’ Cheryl said, eyes gleaming. ‘You’d make a shitlo; 
of money.’ 

T)oing what?’ 

You could be one of my girls.’ 

T love your insane sense of humour. Any more brillia 
ideas?’ 

1 mean it’ 

Stop it, CHeryL, OK? I have no intention of becoming o 
of your girls. In fact, there’s no way Pm getting involved 
this stupid scam of yours.’ 

You’ll be sorry,’ Cheryl taunted. T>onna handed over 1 
little black book and it’s full of important names ~ aren’t y 
at least curious?’ 

‘Nope.’ 

Tier book’s worth plenty and I’ve got it,’ Cheryl said. 

Tlow fortunate for you,’ Jordanna replied with absolut 



:’d love being a hooker, 5 Cheryl continued, still trying, 
of the illicit thrill!’ 

anna shook her head. Tve never seen you this 

:p watching, 5 Cheryl said happily. Tm about to be 
than my daddy any day! 5 

☆ ☆ ☆ 

;n and Mac were on the outs, they’d hardly spoken for 
a week now, ever since they’d arrived home from the 
ing at Jordan Levitt’s and found the police on their 
ep. 

irleen blamed Mac’s two sons for the trouble. Mac was 
y convinced that Sharleen’s sixteen-year-old daughter 
) blame. Whichever of their offspring was responsible 
)t make much difference - the fact was there’d been a 
bust in their house and Sharleen was mortified. Til be 
:r the tabloids,’ she wailed. 

won’t be the first time,’ Mac replied, remembering 
she’d been labelled the other woman in his very public 
ce. At the time he’d been married to Willa, the daughter 
mous director William Davidoss. Willa had been his 
: to the big time - he’d started out as third assistant on 
of her father’s movies in New York, and ended up 
ng to California and marrying his daughter. Two years 
— with a little help from William — he’d directed his first 
ie. 

ftien he and Willa had separated, the tabloids had gone 
a frenzy, because some big mouth had alerted them 
it his affair with Sharleen. For months they’d lived with 
lurid headlines, right up until he’d divorced Willa and 
ried Sharleen. Thank God they hadn’t delved into his 
.ground, although it would be pretty difficult to find out 
hing about him, he’d covered his tracks well, 
iharlcen was not to be appeased. That was then — this is 
'• 1 have a reputation to protect,’ she said primly. 

Vhen Sharleen said things like that, he wasn’t quite sure 
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Sharleen, who went to great lengths to inform anyone who’d 
listen that they were merely her stepsons. 

Mac was not happy about the situation. Getting divorced 
was one thing. But getting divorced and then hating his . ex 
set up home with another woman was downright insulting. 
Especially when he was paying for their cozy little set-up. 
Somehow he imagined Willa’s sexual turnaround reflected on 
him, and not favourably. Hadn’t he satisfied her? Wasn’t he 
an incredible lover as women had always told him? 

‘Baby, you’re the best,’ Sharleen crooned on a regular 
basis. She was a very intelligent woman when she wanted to 
be. 

So Kyle and Daniel were banished to Hawaii, and Suzy 
was forbidden to see her angelic-faced girlfriend ever again. 
Case settled. Mac could get back to concentrating on his next 
project. 

He had a lunch-time meeting with Bobby Rush regarding 
a script Bobby had sent him. Thriller Eyes was an interesting 
piece of material - a psychological sexual edge-of-the-seat 
psycho drama about a hero and a villain. The twist was that 
the villain was a beautiful psychotic young woman, although 
the audience didn’t find out until the end of the movie. 

Mac liked the piece a lot, but he wasn’t sure about working 
with Bobby Rush, if he was anything like his father he’d be a 
monumental pain in the ass. 

☆ ☆ ☆ - 

Have you heard about Cheryl’s latest venture?’ Jordanna 
asked Shep as they sat on the patio of his two-bedroom 
Hollywood Hills house - purchased for him by his mother 
in a generous mood. 

The call-girl thing?’ Shep said. 

Jordanna raised her eyebrows. ‘Is she crazy or what?’ 

We all know she’s crazy,’ Shep stated matter-of-factly. 
realize that,’ Jordanna replied. ‘But this time she’s really 
over the edge.’ 



‘PoorTaureen-’ 

'Her husbands get younger, she gets older, and the movie 
roles are almost non-existent.’ 

It’s so sad.’ 

'Right now she’s doing the nasty with an ex-bartender 
who thinks he’s this generation’s answer to James Dean.’ 

'How old is he?’ 

‘Barely older than me.’ 

Well ... if it makes her happy.’ She sipped her tea. 'How’s 
your relationship with her now?’ 

‘After ten years of therapy I’m learning to accept her for 
who she is.’ 

‘And does she accept you?’ 

Shep turned away, not answering. 

Jordanna knew better than to push. Parents. Who could 
understand them? Who really wanted to? She’d spent years 
in and out of shrinkd om until she’d finally decided she didn’t 
need help, she could deal with her own problems. 

Am I doing that? she thought anxiously. 

Yes, she decided, I’m finally making a start. 

☆ * ☆ 

Bobby Rush sat at table number seven in Le Dome surveying 
the scene. It was a good day - a power day. He’d already had 
a stream of people stop by his table as he waited for Mac 
Brooks to arrive. Something told him he was the movie star, 
he shouldn’t be kept waiting. But so what? His ego wasn’t 
out of control yet, he could handle it. 

‘Bobby!’ Taureen Worth paused dramatically on her way 
to the back room, trailed by two short, hyper agents. For a 
woman in her early fifties she was quite a knockout in a skin- 
tight white Montana sui t and Walter Steig e r st-iletro heels. 

Bobby jumped up and returned her enthusiastic greeting, 
even though the last time they’d met he’d had two lines in 
• one °f her movies and she’d barely acknowledged his exist- 
ence. 'You look wonderful,’ he said, with just the right degree 
of sincerity. He’d learned at an early age that in Hollywood 
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„ always comptacmcd woman and to always believed 

knowmg M «* to 

S indeecf lLk wonderful. And so she should^ she 
sbc ** . „ d en0UR h at it - liposuction, face peels, collagen 
ionics, punching work-outs. She hadn’t 
to plastic surgery - yet. ‘I’ve been working non-stop, 
VOU know how tiring that is.’ 

1 Bobby nodded, wondering what she was working on. 

Tm so proud of you!’ Taureen exclaimed, flashing her feral 
smile - big teeth and a curled scarlet lip. To think, I 


discovered you!’ 

What was the woman talking about? 

‘Now, Bobbv,' she said, leaning over his table, bending 
slightly so he couldn’t miss her impressive trademark cleav- 
age. ‘When you’re casting your next movie don’t forget it was 
me who gave you vour first break. I’d love us to work 
together again ’ 

He repeated his nod. it seemed that’s all she required. He 
was saved by the two agents bobbing into view. Taureen did 
not introduce them. She pursed her lips and moved in for the 
kill, leaving sticky lip gloss residue on both his cheeks. 
‘Goodbye, darling ’ Meaningful pause. ‘You’re looking very 
. . . sexy.’ 


It’s the hit movie that does it, he wanted to say, pulls ’em 
in every time. 

Taureen swept into the other room, her musky _scenl 
lingering behind. 

What a town! Bobby thought. When you’re, hot y.QtiVt 
tabling. And when you’re cold - he down and die, asshole 
cause even your exterminator won’t speak to you. 

Mac Brooks humed up to the table full of apologies 
Trouble with my kids,’ he said ruefully. ‘If you’re single 
Bobby, stay that way. Mamagc leads to kids, and then norma 
hfc as you know it is over for ever. I gotta have a drink.’ H 

wnn - e is nose. That’s a hell of an aftershave you’r 
wearing. 1 


Is she doirm mar EmdxthXaylor thing now? 

Bobby laughed. *Kbc She stopped by the table. F m 
sure she’ll be back when she knows you’re here.’ 

‘You heard about me an-ri Tauteen, huh? It was a location 
fuck - you know what thar s like — six weeks of passion and 
then you don’t even remember each other’s name. She’s the 
worst actress I ever worked with - never again.’ 

Bobby decided to go the polite_ro.ute. It’s a pleasure to 
finally meet you, Mac. I admire every one of your movies, 
especially The Contract.'’ 

Mac signalled the waiter, he really did need a drink and a 
Scotch on the rocks would do nicely. Tou, too, Bobby. I had 
the studio screen Hard Tears for me - excellent work. As an 
actor you make interesting choices. You have an edge. I like 
that, keeps the audience alert.’ 

Bobby felt suitably flattered. Thanks,’ he said modestly. 

1 almost worked with your father once.’ 

How lucky can you get.’ 

Well, Mac thought, I guess we know where we stand on 

that issue. 

'So,’ Bobby said, getting right to it. Hid you have time to 

read the script?’ 

‘Read it. Loved it. That’s why Pm here.’ 

‘Are you interested?’ 

Mac chuckled. Tou don’t believe in was ting time, do 

you?’ 


c — 


Bobby paused before answering. He’d gone over 
meeting in his head for several days. Mac Brooks had a 
track record, but he hadn’t made a money-making movie m 
several years, so choosing him for the project war 2 risk. 
owever, Bobby was sure, in fact he knew that if ricev got 

along, Mac would be the perfect director for hit film. 

Ton know what, Mac,’ he said sfowko mes^rirv hit 

1 have wasted a lot of time, and r.ovv Trr. 
the high-ticket ride.’ He stared direalv at r r ,~. 

blue eyes blazing in *4^ 
ast answer, so, let’s cut out the bullshit. Are you in or curd 
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matTtaiy! Right now he’s trying ® f * te 
in Not York. She’s Rita’s only relative. Hes hopin she 

knows where they are.’ ., 

Tm telling you, check her make-up, Amber said, nodding 
wisely. *No woman goes anywhere for more than a day 
without taking her make-up. 

‘Yeah, yeah, we’ll do that. We’re goin’ back to the apart- 
ment an’ meeting a couple of cops I know. Tm gonna try an 
get ’em to put out a missing persons report.’ 

Michael slammed the phone down and marched into the 
kitchen. T need a drink,’ he said, grim-faced. 

That’s exaedy what you don’t need,’ Quincy said, remem- 
bering the bad times. 

Michael managed a wry laugh. T said I needed one, I didn’t 
say I was going to have one.’ Opening the fridge he grabbed 
a 7-Up and took a hearty swig. There’s no Teply at her aunt’s 
house.’ 

• 1 have a feeling they’re both fine,’ Amber said reassuringly. 
Oh yeah, like she would know, Michael thought. If 
lything had happened to his kid . . . 

No. It didn’t bear thinking about. He would kill if anyone 
armed Bella - blow their fucking brains out without a 
econd thought. 

Guilt was creeping up on him big time. He should have 
jessed something was wrong when he kept on getting the 
wswering machine. He was a detective for chrissakes, the 
uoment he hit LA he should have run right over there 
instead of waiting almost a week. 

Taking two more gulps of 7-Up he slammed the can on 
the counter. ‘Come on, Q, let’s get back, I wanna talk to the 
woman in the upstairs apartment again. Maybe she’s remem- 
bered something.’ 

P rfy 1° hsS Amber on c heek, Quincy was 
right behind him. We’re on our way. See you later, hon.’ 


fr ☆ ☆ 






trated effort to keep his voice calm, because he knew exacriv 
what she was alludin g to. ‘One a night? Two. 1 ’ 

‘Hey, now, Mike, don’t go thinking just because — ’ 
Quincy began. 

Michael silenced him with a look. 

Lily squinted, thinking about it for a moment. Tirst there 
was several different ones cornin’ an’ goin’ all times of the dav 
an’ night,’ she said, fidgeting with the bow in her hair. ‘Then 
there was just one. He visited her regular for a couple of 
weeks, until one night he came an’ got her an’ they rook off. 
I ain’t seen her since.’ 


Was her little girl with her, Lily?’ Michael asked softlv. 
Maybe she was.’ 

What the fuck do you mean, maybe she was,’ Michael 
yelled, suddenly losing it. Was she or wasn’t she?’ 

OK, OK, Quincy said, humedly getting between them 
as y cowed back. ‘Let’s take it nice an’ easy-here. Lily’s 
ouig er best to remember, aren’t you, sweetheart?’ 

y was shaken. Jerking a cheaply bejewelled finger at 
the matter 

. - , S . ls Lil L’ Quincy explained. “You can understand 
mm being upset, can’t you?’ 

susfkcbusly ^ a C ° P? ’ LUy asked ’ peering at Michacl 

38 * ara > 5 Quincy lied smoothly. ‘Now come 
’ ^ e ^ s tr Y au’ jog that memory of yours.’ 


☆ ☆ ☆ 

Por f g over Bobby Rush’s clipping file, Kennedy soon 
^ C . e conclusion he was a driven workaholic mightily 
vmg to overcome the handicap of having a famous father, 
ne o the things she took note of was that every time J crr J 
s name came up Bobby went on automatic respon. c 
a y same answers kept on appearing. 

y father is a wonderful actor. 
w ^re very different. - . 
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‘Rosa- 5 

Too late, Rosa was long gone. Oh, God! Why had she 
agreed to go? 

Just lonely I guess. 

Lonely, ha! She was never lonely. She loved spending time 
herself taking long walks on the beach, reading, driving 
ng the Pacific Coast Highway in her 1986 Corvette. In 
t she didn’t even mind dining alone in a restaurant - some- 
ng most people wouldn’t consider under any circumstances. 
Oh well, dinner at eight and out. 

She called Bobby Rush’s publicist. The magazine had 
eady set the interview. Elspeth, his publicist, had set the 
ound rules. Now all she had to do was arrange a time and 
?lace. 

Elspeth spoke in short sharp bursts. 'Breakfast. The Four 
:asons. Friday. He can only spare an hour.’ 

‘No,’ Kennedy replied pleasantly. 'This is a major piece - 
cover story. I need to spend a day with him. A couple of 
aurs for the interview and the rest of the time I’ll follow 
im around and blend into the background.’ 

It won’t fly,’ Elspeth said snappishly, 
think you’ll find it will,’ Kennedy replied, remaining 
aim. Tm sure we all have the same goal in mind - plenty of 
overage for your client, and I can’t do that unless I spend 
ime with him. Call me back.’ 

Click. She was gone before the woman could argue. 

☆ ☆ ☆ 

Ferdy’s friend, Nix, was six feet four inches of sinewy 
chocolate-coloured muscle. He had tight curly hair, puppy- 
°g eyes and a sweet smile. He spoke eloquently and 
intelligently. He was polite and charming. They had a terrific 
evening with Rosa and Ferdy, and when dinner was over Nix 
overruled Ferdy’s objections and picked up the cheque. 
K-ennedy was impressed. Even more so when he insisted 
• ° Tawing her home in his rented car to be sure she made 
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THANKS FOR A MEMORABLE 
NEXT TIME? 

She couldn’t help smiling. ~ 
both of them. But no,. there 
ances. It was a one-nighter, no 
Fifteen minutes and a long 
Bobby Rush’s publicist. 

Triday,’ Elspeth said, som_ 
meet at his office at the studio a 
‘And do I get to spend the ~ 
‘He’s very busy, but if von 
background . . 

‘Once I’ve done the rnerhr 
there.’ 

Sure, lady. Beliere m 



The Man rented a black car under an assumed name. Nothing 
fancy. Nothing memorable. Just a plain black Ford that allowed 
hint complete anonymity. 

He stopped by Sears and paid cash for a pair of black slacks , a 
long-sleeved dark shirt and black running shoes. He needed shades, 
but vanity got the best of him - unable to settle for Scars 
sunglasses, he ended up buying expensive black-out Armani shades 
at the Fred Segal store in Santa Alonica. 


When begot home and was safely locked in his room he tried 
ha new outfit on and was satisfied. 

P™* his hair was getting longer. Carcfidly he 
slicked it back with gel, securing it with a rubber band. Then he 

7Z? '“I "”’ 5 ,' 11 ? thC m,nvr f° r « lm F time, taking karate 
’ , J °ff nnd Pitting them on again several 

to Ids fd ‘777 H ^ mm tlmn a P assin J! resemblance 
cl j ~ Srm ” Sea - nnl He ' d ^tcltcd all of Steven 

vagLnT" *** ^ " fn ” n ' «« tbe "* 


even. 


StZZ %T l , nm n mm Wh0 ,mdmt00d "bout getting 
Steven Seagal was someone to admire. J 

hero worship T ndminn T people. It was weak 

anyone could ever get “tom, H?d7 *7 Z™ ^ WaSm ~ m 
information at 7 ' Hd lcan,C[i that important piece 

The Girl had been Ins downfall. The pretty Girl with the lor. 
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silky yellow hair and the cornflower-blue eyes and the quirky little 
com-rn smile. 

The Girl had led him on. She’d encouraged him and tempted 
him in the thin see-through dresses she wore, hejLjmall^tits 
beckoning JnmJlikeJieacons. She’d smiled and flirted and accepted 
his gifts - but when it came time to make the pay-off, she’d acted 
as if he was some sex-starved stranger. 

Bitch. 

Whore. 

Weren’t they all? 

He didn’t like to think about The Girl, because it was her fault 
he’d spent the last seven years of his life in jail. 

Angrily he banished her from his thoughts. She’d got what 
she’d deserved. 

Sometimes he awoke in the middle of the night and saw her 
face before him. Those night-time hours overpowered him, filled 
him with lustfid memories until he was forced to relieve the tension 
by bis own hand. 

He hated her for what she’d done to him. 

He loved her. He always would. 

The Man left his room, locking the door behind him. 

The black maid had a room on the premises. He suspected she 
spied on him. If she didn’t stop he’d be forced to add her to his list. 

His rented car was parked at the bottom of the driveway. He 
changed the licence plates unobserved and got behind the wheel. 

It was a long drive to Agoura Hills and he didn’t intend to be 
late. 



Chapter Nine 

☆ — 


1 - side by side in the beauty salon - Cheryl was getti 

waxed while Jordanna had a manicure. It waj 
itual, there was always maintenance to take care oi 
having a part)',’ Cheryl announced, adding casua 
a come if you like.’ 

it sort of party?’ Jordanna asked suspiciously. It i 
a week since Cheryl had announced her plans 
: a Hollywood madam and none of her friends 1 
rom her since. 

,ct-togcther which will include a few of my girls '< 
of would-be clients,’ Cheryl said airily. Tve been 
>nc all week.’ 

inks for the invite, but I don’t think so.’ 
uids coming.’ 
i sure he is.’ 

ish you’d support me in this.’ 

'Why? We’ve done some crazy shit in our time, but ' 
beats everything. You’ve lost it, Cheryl.’ 

‘Be like that.’ 

T will.’ 

T have some information you might be interested 
Cheryl said mysteriously. Jordanna examined her nails. T 
were long and shiny and strong. The good news was si 
finally managed to stop biting them - a minor triurr 
'What information?’ she asked curiously. 

It’s juicyc’ 


‘So tell’ 

‘Not here.’ 

Sometimes - most times - Cheryl was an annoymg pam 
in the ass. Since her new vocation she was impossible. 

‘What’s it about!’ Jordanna asked. 

Tour latest stepmother.’ 

Jordanna buried a yawn. ^What’s she done now!’ 

Iris not what she’s done wow,’ Cheryl said, staring point- 
edly at the Puerto Rican woman diligently waxing her legs. 
‘We’ll talk later, in private.’ 

Jordanna hated having to wait for anything, especially 
information. ‘Spill it, Cheryl,’ she said emphatically. 

This is not news for The Enquirer,' Cheryl replied primly. 
‘Learn to be patient.’ - 
The last thing I am is patient.’ 

‘Don’t I know it!’ 

‘So!’ 

‘So where did your father meet Kim!’ 

Shaking her head Jordanna said, ‘Oh, like I know. Follow- 
ing his love life is not exactly number one on my agenda.’ 
Try asking her,’ Cheryl suggested. ‘See what she says.’ 
my?’ 

‘Just try it.’ 

‘And when I have this important piece of info you’ll tel 
me all?’ 

We’ll have lunch tomorrow at Cafe Roma. One thirty 
Your cheque. I promise you it’ll be worth it.’ 

☆ ☆ ☆ 


*Hi, Daddy.’ 

Jordan Levitt looked up from iris desk with an expressio 
ot surprise. ‘A visit. From my daughter. Who died?’ 

Thought Fd drop by, check out how you’re doinr 
Jordanna replied, ignoring his sarcasm as she froppcdJni 
one of the oversize leather chairs stationed in front of 1 
massive oak desk. 

‘How nice of you to make the long trek from the gu< 



house,’ Jordan said, removing his hom-rimmed reading 
glasses and smiling broadly. 

God, he’s handsome, Jordanna thought. What is it with 
him? He doesn’t get older, just more attractive. 

1 suppose your allowance is in need of a boost,’ he added, 
sliding open a drawer and removing his chequebook. 

‘No, Jordanna said, disappointed that he thought that’s 
what she wanted. Scoring more monev is not the only reason 
I come to see you.’ 

He placed his chequebook on the desk and picked up a 
gold pen. That’s reassuring.’ 

She fidgeted nncomfortabiv. i ... uh ... I guess I missed 
you. It was difficult for her to say, but she really wanted him 
to know how she felt. She craved his love and affection, but 
he was usually too busy giving it all to his current wife It 
would be so mce ,f he responded in the same way 
Jordan looked pleased. ‘Missed me, huh>’ 

;.r "Xr ff 6thtr ' “ d sinre P* n»»icd 

to say. ‘Bv tile stay ■ she addedVh She '™ s l >ln,mill S 

™a,a qu cst,ony • idy0 "" d ^ n ’“ t? ’ 

‘Pretty normal.’ 

'A mutual fnend introduced us ’ 

How nice.’ 

& ™ icc - ‘ s ”“ 1 "»*■» 
countless occasions. You havenVsh' 8 h0llSC f ° r dln " er on 

Tve been busy.’ ' $h ° Wn U P on ^’ 

H.s face turned stem. ‘Do.ng what?’ 

not quite" I’m it w^a^dldt; Tm WriDng 3 book • , n™’ 

It mmeTo^rm"!' flt^Gr Ab ° Ut What? ’ 

He was silent for a moment°Wh 8 T ^ Hoil f wood -’ 
s! °wly, making sure she ^ he finaliy s P° kc k was 
about this family, I hope.’ derstood evcr Y word. ‘Not 

way this con Cnd U P %hnng - because rh a * 


joriama ftg* out her jaw, ready for battle. -Maybe ff 1 
feel like it,’ she said in herbestdon tyou^-me-whaMo-do. 


r 

t 


voice. 


imc)’ 


s ! 
s i 
! 


‘NoTordanna,’ he saidcurdy. 

Challenging words. ‘No wharf she said quickly. 

‘No revelations about this family. Do you understand i _ 

She wanted to tell him to go screw himself. She was quite 
capable of telling anyone else, anyone except her father, who 
was soil able to reduce her to a nervous twelve-year-old. Tve 
got a contract,’ she lied. With a big publishing firm.’ 

His left eye twitched, a sure sign he was severely angry. 

‘Which one?’ 

-That's my business,’ she said, feeling like a de fiant little 
girl. 

How much have they paid you?’ 

It doesn’t matter.’ 

T think you’ll find it does.’ 

Wiat does that mean?’ 

He stood up, glaring at her. It means it better be enough 
to support yourself, because if you’re writing a book about 
this family, young lady, you can get the hell out of my guest 
house and go live elsewhere.’ 

Her eyes filled with tears, but with a supreme effort she 
managed to keep them in check. Couldn’t let him see. 
Couldn’t let him know he could still get to her. 

‘Fine,’ she said coolly, jumping to her feet. Til go pack.’ 

T)o that,’ he said roughly. 
hick you, Daddy, 1 will. 

She rushed from the room, mission unaccomplished. All 
she’d wanted to find out was where he’d met Kim, and look 
where they’d ended up, fighting as usual. When was she 
going to leam that arguing with her father was a no-win 
srawuon? Now she was out on her own with nowhere to go. 

She humcd to the guest house and called Shep. T need a 
place to cpsh,’ she said, speaking rapidly. 

Shep sighed, he’d heard it before. ‘One night? Two?’ 

This time it’s permanent. 1 can’t take his control shit an- 

more - Pm moving out for real.’ 


‘Sure,’ Shep said, not believing her. 

1 mean it,’ she insisted. 

Toil always do.’ 

‘Can I come over or not?’ 

1 suppose so,’ he said, not filled with enthusiasm. 

She ran back and forth, piling her car full of as much st 
as it would take, jumped in, and roared ofif down the 1c 
driveway. 


* * ☆ 


From his study window Jordan watched her go. So beauti 
so unsetded, so like her mother. 

Dammit, he wished there was something he could do 

Matcrialkh hc had °° ' dea what J°^anna want 
a new t ,? emythin S possible. A place to li 

a new car of her cho,ce even’ vear, charge cards anc 

C"°“ *""" «'•<' ** no to her, how” 

Lilhannt T? h ' S mmd wandcrcd <™d he thought abc 

“ r t -! 

When he’d signed the „J~ eitlfiable - Everyone had said 
clinic it was for her own^> S r° PUC aW3y 10 1110 priv 
she’d slit her ™ Td / H ° W ^ he t0 ** 

with two children to bnna 3 miSerafc>le dcath > leaving h 

of *■*“««“ * * 

forty-sixth floor of Jordan’s Ja ™ e to l^P from tl 
didn’t know what to believe h " P cntilousc - Jord; 
far as he was concerned it tvas a'tcrrih," ^ ^ addict ’ 

him, Jordanna had turned inr^S prcss P°unced c 


After all he’d arrived in Hollywood as a svxtecn-ycar-old 
runawav’in 1948 with no money and no prospects. Cher 
the yeL he’d built himself a fonmdable teputanon it 
would take more than a few tragedies to pull Jordan Levitt 


Within die next few months he’d sent Jordanna off to 
boarding school in Paris, divorced his current wife, and 

produced two new movies. 

Kim entered his study, interrupting hisjhoughts. Out of 
all his wives Kim was the youngest and the most loving. She 
put him above all else, and it was damn refreshing to have a 
woman who cared so much for him. What did it matter that 
she was nearly forty years his junior, age was irrelevant, 

‘Curtain samples, 5 Kim announced, waving a swatch of 
fabric in the air. T. need your opinion, darling.’ 

She was redecorating his house and doing an excellent 
job. It was costing, but whoever said women came cheap? 

He stood up, towering over his young bride. ‘Come here, 
little one,’ he said, opening his arms. • 

Kim ran into his embrace, and they stood entwined while 
Jordanna zoomed down Sunset in her white Porsche, tears 
streaming down her face as Jimi Hendrix blasted full volume 
on the tape deck. 


☆ ☆ 


The next day a composed Jordanna Levitt sashayed into Caf 
Roma, nodding at a few acquaintances, taking in the actior 
checking out the usual group of Italian out-of-work actoi 
w o gathered at a comer table comparing testosterone level 
lob opportunities, and how many girls they’d flicked. 

WaS , akeady there ’ sittin § at a ta ble drinking coffe 
tuchoudy making copious notes on a yellow legal pad. 

Jtt** putdn s down her pen. 1 was h, 
fern Date.' mttrVle "’ 1 8>i 1 ’ 1 gMgeous blonde 6esh 



irist!’ Jordanna exclaimed. Youhe even beginning to 
ke a pimp. Did you inspect her teeth?’ 
leryl allowed herself a small smile. ‘Sensational teeth.’ 
cvas being sarcastic,’ Jordanna said sternly. 

3 what else is new?’ Cheryl replied, adding more Sweet 
jw to her coffee and stirring it vigorously, 
rdanna shrugged. ‘Nothing much. I moved out.’ 
gain? 

his rime for real.’ 

Veil . . Cheryl said. ‘I guess I have to tell you the big 
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ardanna couldn’t wait. ‘Yes?’ 

/ithout further ado Cheryl gave her the news. 'Your 
mother was a whore,’ she said, relishing every word, 
ordanna blinked. ‘Excuse me?’ 

Actually we don’t call them whores,’ Cheryl added non- 
antly. ‘Party girls is the politically correct way of referring 
item.’ 


ordanna frowned. ‘Arc you f-mg with me?’ 

Would I do that?’ Cheryl asked innocently. 

1 certainly hope not. This is wav too serious to joke 
ut.’ 

:hcryl began explaining. ‘I found her in Donna’s files, 
lberlv Anna Austin from San Diego. She worked for 

ma a good six months, then she met vour father and that 
it, retirement citv.’ 


ordanna was m shock, it was just too bizarre. ‘Are you 
: its the same girl?’ 1 

Absolutdy posinve. Donna was very thorough. She kept 

»4saph°»'" g "‘ ' Vl '° W ° lked f ° r 

S”. a ,^T med hCr ^ °” "* ‘able. ‘Can I sec kC 
.hmdLndeduovcT' Ch '"‘ pt0<1 " c ' d a S 10 ™ P>»to- 

" >v “ all right. Little 
in lit. Ir.rA,.. .J® 1 ' B ° y ' hsd sh ' gotten lucky, landing 


Tes, it’s her,’ Jordanna said slowly. ‘Oh, shirt mat am 1 

supposed to do, tell himF ^ he %vouWn ’t 

^Knowing your father, I to p 

appreciate it’ Cheryl replied. 'Talk about a blow to *c male 

ego.’ 

<1 can’t not tell him. . 

‘He’ll find out eventually - let him do it on his own time, 
believe me, you don’t want to be involved, it’ll only embarrass 




him.’ 

‘I suppose you’re right,’ Jordanna replied, tom between 
the desire to reveal Kim’s little game, and yet not wanting to 
be the one to hurt her father. 

Why not? 

Why yes ? He’s never done anything to intentionally hurt me. 

M, .but he has hurt you. In foot, he’s just throw}} you out. 

‘You’re not going to tell anyone about this, are you?’ she 
asked, knowing what a big mouth Cheryl had. 

1 run a clean business,’ Cheryl said, very fall of herself. 
‘My clients are assured of discretion and privacy at all times.’ 
lie’s not your client,’ Jordanna pointed out. 

He could be,’ Cheryl replied knowingly. ‘Once Kim is 
history.’ Taking a sip of coffee she added, ‘I have some really 
lovely girls, you know. If you come across any would-be 
clients, send them my way. I’ll pay you commission.’ 

‘You’re unbelievable!’ 


“Thanks for the compliment.’ 


was early m the morning when Mac Brooks picked up th< 
hone and called Bobby Rush. He’d spent the previou 

luTlf T g With Sharleen - She hadrrt wanted him t, 
^ Bobby direct, she’d preferred that he do the dance of 

iaent^nTS' Wasrft “ tile mood for & 

£££*«, ** OTed ** » «■ «* » 

He had a strong feeling TtmlUr %« was destined to be 



winner, aricfche'was definitely interested in directing it, T! 
agents could get into it after he’d made a verbal commitmei 
— that way they couldn’t do too much damage. 

Bobby answered his own phone - a good sign becau 
there was nothing worse than having to plough through ; 
entourage every time you needed to reach the star. 

‘Hey, Bobby,’ he said. ‘It’s Mac Brooks. Remember th 
high-ticket ride we were talking about? Fve decided to take 
with you, so, all I need to know is, when do we get started? 


Chapt 


Michael had never felt more helpless in his life, and it wasn t 
a feeling he enjoyed. His gut instinct told him Bella was aU 
right, but the reality was he couldn’t find her and it was 
making him frantic. When he finally reached Rita s aunt in 
New York she knew nothing, she still had the same old 
address for her niece with whom she was not close. 

How about her girlfriends?’ Michael asked, referring to 
three big-haired Brooklyn blondes with loud mouths and bad 
attitudes whose names escaped him. 

Bita’s aunt promised to try and track them down. Two 
days of silence and he knew he had to do something fast 
before he went nuts. 

He dropped by and visited Lily again, taking her flowers, 
hoping the attention might loosen her memory. 

It didn’t. She still couldn’t remember anything. 

He went downstairs to Rita’s apartment and sat on the 
couch for a while. He’d already searched the place thor- 
oughly, looking for a due, anything to help find her. He 
remembered when they were married Rita used to hide 
things - money, her few bits of jewellery, letters from old 
boyfriends he wasn’t supposed to know about. She’d always 
i chosen odd hiding-places like ceiling light fixtures and the 

i bottom of vacuum bags. He’d searched this apartment thor- 

j oughiy, but decided to do it again for luck. 

1 starte d in the kitchen, graduating to the poky little 
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ically sorting through everything, rnclud- 
f dirty laundry. 

lingerie, there was a ton of it, push-up 
ld-fashioned stockings and panrihose in 

^memorie^''. The first time he’d gone out with her 
should have known she was trouble, but somehow or 
fehis„hard-on had gotten in the way of ranonal thought 
d-all -had been lost. 

Michael Scorsini had married Rita Polone on a cold 
December morning three weeks before Christmas. Shed 
worn a white satin dress studded with faux diamonds and cut 
way too low at the front. 

He’d worn a dark suit and a dazed smile. 

Rita was four months pregnant. 


He was drunk. 

Since she had no family, his had turned out in force. 
Brodicr Sal, smirking proudly as he tried to cop more than a 
look down the bride’s revealing neckline. His mother, Vir- 
ginia, a thin nervous woman who never stopped chain- 
smoking. His stepfather, Eddie, fat and old, plagued with 


arthritis. Plus a scattering of relatives and friends. 

Michael remembered frantically dry humping his bride in 
the rented limo on the way to their honeymoon hotel. He 
and Rita were so hot for each other they couldn’t wait. 

When his hard-on finally faded he’d decided it was time to 
sober up. Rita no longer held the same fascination. 

Now Rita had vanished with his kid and he felt like he 


was drowning. No clues. Nowhere to look. And the cops had 
nothing. 

Lighting up a cigarette, he blew smoke rings towards the 
ceiling and focused his mind. 


Rita used to love dancing. Saturday nights she’d get all 
dressed up, they’d hire a babysitter and hit the town. In his 
drinking days he’d made out pretty good on the dance floor. 
Once he stopped boozing it didn’t work out. 

ou ' von t take me. I’ll go with the girls,’ she’d threatened, 
daring him to argue. 


He was perfectly happy staying home in fiqnt of the Ti 
vatching a ball game while Bella slept peacb&lly in the othe 


room. 

Was Rita still dancing on Saturday nights? 


If she was alive she was still dancing. 

The thought of foul play sent a chill through him. He ha 
a daughter out there somewhere and he was determined t 
find her. 

Stubbing out his cigarette, he took one final look aroun 
and headed back to the Robbins 5 place. 


☆ ☆ ☆ 


Kennedy was on time, she prided herself on always beir 
punctual. 

Bobby Rush was late. His publicist, Elspeth, an angul 
redhead in her forties with too many freckles and a bad no 
job, offered no excuses. 

Kennedy sat on a couch in the outer office and steamed 
an hour passed. At eleven o’clock she said, ‘Are you sure h 
coming ? 5 

T can’t do more than tell him , 5 Elspeth replied in a n 
too-pleasant voice. She’d been on the phone for most of i 
hour conducting a low angry conversation with somec 
who was obviously her husband or boyfriend. 

“Yes, you can,’ Kennedy replied. T suggest you find < 
where he is and ask him . 5 

Elspeth gave a put-upon sigh and made a couple of ph< 
calls. ‘Apparently his assistant thought the interview ■ 
Monday , 5 she said brusquely. Tie’s in Palm Springs . 5 
C Oh, great , 5 Kennedy said, waiting for an apology. 

The woman didn’t say a word. Picking up her copy < 
Chanel purse she hurried to the door. 

Kennedy got up and followed her. That’s it, then? 
Bobby Rush today ? 5 

T told you,’ Elspeth said, irritated at having to re 


Clutching her fake Chanel she walked out without waiting 
for a reply. 

Unbelievably rude, Kennedy thought. There was nothing 
worse than a publicist who thought they were as important 
as the star they looked after. Bobby Rush must be stupid to 
employ such a person. 

The day loomed ahead of her with nothing planned, and 
that really annoyed her, because she prided herself on being 
totally organized at all times. Phil used to call her queen of 
the lists - everything written down in an orderly fashion. He 
might have laughed at her organizational skills, but they’d 
sure accomplished a lot in their years together covering the 
world. They’d earned respect and kudos from the journalistic 
community and had a wonderful time. Now she was doing 
interviews with two-bit actors who couldn’t even be bothered 
to turn up. 

„ n Dan ™ , M ,f on ’ hc ’ d dangled the bait and she’d jumped. 
What the hell had happened to all her journalistic integrity? 

Funous with herself, she left the office determined to talk 
;» Mason and sec lf she could get Bobby Rush’s cover 


waf^H marChcd dov ? che corridor, buzzed the elevator and 
watted unpanendy. Somebody had it stalled on the ground 

bmlcAnTl n , 0thmg ha PP £ned ' a few moments she 
second fW SCnduig 311 ^Patient message from the 

h H aW - 

probably trip and b«ak htt^k ” S ’ S °“ g ^ 

arti’“d riLd™'™ at T hamm " >8*. elevator 

Xt it IT 1 min in shorts, a ™t- 

- U.- be - 

Tou blow what Ufa!? h b e ad ”\ 00d 00 him - 

‘Some guy grabbed me Ho’ h ^ smdm S disarmingly, 
doors - d 1 cou ldn’t dose the 

Tou should’ve gotten out,’ she said frostily. 


n 


As ste spoke the door of the elevator dosed again and the 
elevator took off. 

Vs not my day,’ she replied, with a rueful shtffc ot her 
hi 1 had I appointment with Bobby Rush and he failed 

to show ’ 5 

"You’re hereffor die interview?’ 

That’s right.’ 

Then come on in, we can do it now.’ _ _ 

"Mr Rush is in Palm Springs,’ she said sarcastically. Mr 
Rush is too busy to do an interview today. 

"Hey,’ he said, grinning. “Mr Rush is standing right here, 
and I am in desperate need of an assistant, so let’s go. 

She raised an eyebrow. ‘You’re Bobby Rush?’ 

His grin widened. ‘Guilty.’ 

1 didn’t recognize you,’ she said, stating the obvious. 

It was quite apparent that he likewise had no idea who she 
was or the real reason she was there. 

de was already on his way to his office. Turning around 
beckoned her. ‘Come on,’ he said, with an encouraging 
ik, ‘you can make coffee while I shower.’ 

Oh, great, the little woman makes coffee, and the big man 
ces a shower. What a chauvinist! Was he going to come on 
her, too? Sexual harassment would be a bonus. 

Her adrenalin began to pump. This story had possibilities. 

‘I gave everybody the day off,’ he explained, as she 
illowed him into his office. ‘Monday we start pre-production 
n my movie, they won’t get another free day until we finish.’ . 
‘What movie is that?’ she asked. 

Thriller Eyes’ he said. "If you get the job you can read the 
script.’ 

lucky me, she thought, as they moved through the outer 
otnee into his private domain. 

Gesturing to a small bar he said, ‘Coffee’s in the fridge 

otL^f ° Ver therc - 1 ** k *> sugar. H 
opened a side door and she caught a glimpse of his bathroom 


as he walked in. Hmm ... what could be better 
interviewing Bobby Rush when he thought he was inten 
ing her. 

She looked around his office - it was light and 
furnished in minimalist style. There were movie poster 
the walls, a stack of scripts on his desk, and nothing r 
else of interest 

Opening the small fridge, she took out a packet of gr< 
coffee and shook the right amount into the machine. 

Over the sound of the shower she heard a knock Iron 
outer office. She went into the other room and openec 
door. 

An earnest young woman wearing owl-shaped gl; 
stood there. Tii,’ the young woman said, Tm Jenny S 
Pm here for the interview with Mr Rush.’ 

Oh, Jenny, Kennedy said, feeling guilty — but a story 
a story and she was on a roll. ‘Mr Rush isn’t available tc 
Can you be here Monday at ten?’ 

‘Well, yes . . .’ Jenny said unsurely. ‘But I was told it 
.kind of urgent.’ 

‘Not that urgent,’ Kennedy said crisply. ‘Come bad 
Monday, he’ll be happy to see you then.’ 

TJe young woman left and she went back to the c< 
machine, poured two mugs of black coffee with no sugar 
sat dovvn on the other side of his modem glass and dir 


Bobby emerged a few minutes later dad in faded jc 

u 20(1 3 blg S™' His d «y Wond ha 

problem iTp‘ ^ 11131 ^ beXtsc * he said - ^ 
stamng - How 3bout ^ 1 

DcZnt’h,? 0 53 ' d ’ dccidin 6 he much better look 
bluT^ nnd g $CrCen - HC had thcse Penetratinj 

Sfy CCrtam 3bOUt Him - ™ 

Who ored? Maybe her readers would. 


StatraM himfiomfcbuUdtoB,ch f *in6Km»“f iom 
Kh'md. He had a confident walk and a tight butt. 

te ou 2 Covered his blue eyes with dark shades. 

Sh ^So,’ he said, as they strolled over to the commissary. T 
was expecting someone younger. This job is for a go cr, a ' 
who’s prepared to do a lot of running around for me. You 
look like you passed that stage in your career. 

‘It’s something to do,’ she replied. 

He lifted his glasses and pinned her with his intense eyes. 

‘Something to do for fun, huh? 

That’s right,’ she said, refusing to be sucked in by his 

movie-star charm. 

Tm very demanding’ he said, watching her closely. 

. Tm sure you are.’ 

‘What Tm trying to say is, it may be fun for you, but 
expea the person I lure to be there at all times of the day an- 
night.’ 

T)ay and night? she asked quizzically. 

‘You get to go home to sleep.’ 

‘How reassuring.’ 

"What was your last job? he asked. 

T worked for a magazine in New York.’ 

Tfey,’ he began to laugh, ‘you’re not going to hand me 
your unfinished screenplay, are you? 

‘No, Mr Rush, I can assure you Tm not.’ 

‘Cali me Bobby,’ 

They entered the commissary. Bobby waved to several 
people as they made their way to his usual table. 

As soon^ they sat down a middle-aged waitress was all 
user turn Mo, Bobby. Are we baconing and egging it 
today, or is it the fruit thing? S 

The fruit thing, sweetheart,’ he said, patting his wash 
stomach. ‘Gotta watch those rails of fat^* 

** to r* *%• j» do* 

m ’ ever y other woman in America will.’ 


xiey, wno ^*-**~- * *■ 

avis/ he said, giving her a Mendly pat on the ass. _ _ 

More giggles from the waitress who was old enough to 


He picked up a menu. ‘What’ll you have?’ he asked 
xnnedy. 

‘An orange juice will do nicely,’ she replied. 

TMo muffins? No bacon and eggs?’ 

Tell me, uh . . - Bobby, do you always buy breakfast for 
he people you interview?’ 

Now he was definitely coming on to her. ‘Only when 
they’re as beautiful as you,’ he said, fixing her once again with 
the baby blues. “What did you say your name was?’ 


☆ ☆ ☆ 

Halfway down the freeway it occurred to Michael that he 
hadn’t been thorough enough in searching through Rita’s 
dirty laundry. All he’d done was tip it on the floor, taken a 
cursory poke through it, and then stuffed it back in the bag. 
But Rita was devious and he knew it. Something told him to 
turn the car around and take another look. 

Driving off at the next ramp he headed back to her place. 

When he arrived, Lily was leaning from her -window. 

‘You remember anything yet, Lily?’ he called up to her. 

‘Still thinking, Mister Cop,’ she said coyly, fluttering her 
eyelashes. 

T)on’t forget, if you come up with anything at all you’ve 
got my number.’ 

He entered Rita’s apartment, went straight to the laundry 
bag, once again tipped everything on to the floor, and started 
a more methodical search. She sure was into lingerie — there 
were lacy bras, skimpy teddies, and a variety of other delicate 
litde items. It brought back all the memories. When the sex 
was good it was very good. 

Picking up a pair of black pantihosc he noticed something 
stuffed in the foot. Investigating further, he discovered three 


Polaroids and a slip of .paper with a name and a nun 
written on it 

He checked out the Polaroids -first. They were stan 
Rita, she’d always gotten off on having fun with a earner 
the first photo she wore, nothing but a smile, a . black 
garterbelt and roll-up stockings. The second one showo 
minus the garterbelt, smile firmly . in place. And the thir< 
of a greasy-lookirig man with an enormous hard-on pc 
straight at the camera. 

Michael quickly read the scrawl on the piece of ] 
recognizing Rita’s bad handwriting. Heron ]oncs, 
written. Club Erotica. 

Pocketing the information, he threw the clothes bat 
the laundry bag, dumped it on the bathroom fio< 
hurried ftom the apartment. 
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Chapter Eleven 

☆ 


Bobby Rush felt good, breakfast with a beautiful woman did 
it for him every time. He’d enjoyed meeting Kennedy Chase, 
even though she wasn’t right for the job, she sure was 
something. 

He’d walked her to her car from the commissary. Tow re 
the one should have been doing the talking, not me,’ he’d 
said with a rueful smile. 

‘Really?’ 

That’s usually the way it goes. I was supposed to be 
interviewing you, and you ended up asking all the questions. 

That’s because I like to know what I’m getting into.’ 

‘Well, you sure found out. I think I told you my life story.’ 

*It was interesting.’ 

‘Uh, Kennedy, Til be honest with you. You’re way too 
qualified for this job.’ 

You have no idea what my qualifications are.’ 

‘No, but I bet they’re first rate.’ 

She’d laughed. Great laugh, very throaty. That sounds 
like one of those breakup lines where the guy says ‘You’re 
too good for me, so I have to go find someone new.”’ 

He’d laughed too. ‘I have to admit Fve used that one a 
couple of times.’ 

‘So you’re into using lines?’ 

‘Isn’t everyone?’ 

Tm not.’ 

That makes you very unusual.’ 



He’d watched her drive off. Classy lady. He’d give it a 
day, send her flowers, maybe take her on a date, get laid. 

Ha! He was starting to think like his father. God forbid! 

Get laid, huh? It had been quite some time. Getting laid 
was not what it used to be. AIDS was out there now and 

casual sex was a thing of the past 

He was well aware that just because he was a movie star 

(hdrftmeanshiL 311 ” 0 ^ Wamcd - But toda y 

Ter e f §e ' T °!! i ? t Wa$ the bi § H’g 111 ~ dinner with 
Jeny. Darla had insisted the reunion take place at the familv 

mansion with both his brothers and their wiVes JZ 
Mth. ' ^ raadnt P“ » move on whomever he was 

1115 ^ ^ 

have changed, that maybe he’dteU hinfh^ ^ ^ 

Aat fromhSldS 15 ' k ^ to hS 
a selfish sonofabSi. been 

* ☆ -fr 


counter 

^t might be amusing’ * ° wcekl) 

■«£S»ass-»« 

«a^iR^^the*„^r!r ns -’ 


« Ho meb: 
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i ' i 'ilmnt Cheryl’s revelations and wondering if s 

Sd fell Iordan. Afer all if Kim «o be a W0*ng s 

surely her father was entitled to know. 

I don’t care, 

tonight?’ she asked hopefully. 

‘I’ve got a new girlfriend, he said. 

‘Bring her along - 1 <lon’t care.’ 

‘Sure, you don’t care, bur she probably Will. 

‘Don e tell me you’ve hooked up with one of those jeal 
little things?’ she needled. 

Me Bounded uptight, definitely pussy-whipped. ‘You c< 
say that/ 


say that. 

. She hung up the phone. Men They sure as hell di 
make good best friends. But, hey, she didn’t need a ma 
take her around, she could cruise on her own. In fact, hit 


T c V" i, l Iuu i na > «»e could cruise on her own. In fact, hit 

the clubs by herself allowed f 

After Slu-n i,.r. 


l "\7“ u J t ncrsclt allowed her more freedom. 

, , Tcr 1C P l c h she watched a couple of movies 
i < nr? l | IOn ’i °. rdercd a large pepperoni pizza from Jacc 
• nd shortly before eleven pulled on her oldest jeans, a 

jackct° t0rC ^ C C * WK>r ' S ’ a man ’ s oversize shirt and a H 


jacket, 
Jordanna 


was ready to hit die streets. 


* * * 


bar I* 1 outs '^ c r * lc house on Bedford brought bacl 

whosTfT' 1 ° bby fcit likc * ■** again, « smpid lit 
useless Kr a WayS f >ut l’’ m down and told him I 

not b ' S bcac ^ str3 'Bht. Had to remember 

star was a successful businessman, producer; 


was going to walk into the house like a man and be treated 
with respect. 

The black barman who’d worked for the Rushes for 
twenty-three years opened the front door. ‘Mr Bobby,’ the 
man exclaimed with a welcoming smile. ‘Good to sec you 
again after all this time.’ 

Bobby nodded. Thanks, Jimmy.’ 

He entered the house like a stranger. Darla had changed 
all the furniture. Hollywood wives had nothing much to do 
except redecorate and give great charity, and Darla was no 
exception. 

He walked through the hallway, passing a familiar Picasso 
on his left, and a glass-fronted cabinet of African artefacts on 
his right. He strolled into the main living room trying to 


appear at ease. 

Jerry sat in his favourite chair nursing a Scotch 
rocks. As soon as he spotted Bobby, he put do- 
got up and threw open his arms. ‘Welcome li . . 

said magnanimously, as if playing to an attentive', ' 
‘Hello, Dad,’ Bobby said, hanging back. V ' 
Gathered in the living room were Darla, cla 
ing-pink Valentino suit and tasteful diamonds; 

Len, a florid-faced man with an aggravatin 
Trixie; and stepbrother, Stan, with his wife, L 
Playboy bunny who’d put on thirty pounds si 
days. From what Bobby had heard, Stan still fos 
cocaine habit and his wife was into pill popping 
‘Hello, everyone,’ Bobby said, hoping he di 
insincere as he felt. ‘Nice to sec you all.’ 

‘Bobby,’ Darla floated over, greeting him w 
glad you’re here. We’re all delighted.’ 

Trixie darted across the room. She was a { • 
woman with small beady eyes and a snub nose " 
many freckles. How would you like to speal (*■' 
lunch, Bobby?’ she asked, never one to hang . 
once a month to discuss politics and world 
quite a cultural group and we’d love you to join 
do it for me?’ 


on die 
: drink, 
’ he 
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‘My schedule’s full, Trixie.’ 

She pursed her Ups. Too important for family now, is that 
it?’ she asked peevishly. 

It was starting already. ‘No, Trixie, just too busy.’ 

He moved away from his annoying sister-in-law. Len 
came over and placed a hand on his shoulder. ‘Doin’ pretty 
good, baby brother.’ 

Teah, things seem to have worked out.’ 

‘Maybe we can talk about something for me?’ 

Christ! Nothing like getting hit on the moment he entered 
the house. 

‘So, Bobby,’ Jerry said in a loud booming voice. ‘When 
you gonna produce a movie for your old man to star in, huh? 
Huh? It’s about time.’ 

This evening was going to be twice as bad as he’d 
imagined. 


☆ ☆ -ft 

f i By the time she reached Homebase Central Jordanna was on 
a high. She’d stopped off at a couple of other clubs, talked to 
friends, done a little dancing, a little gossiping, smoked a 
little grass. 

I thought your drug days were over? 

They art. This is just recreational fun. 

Bullshit. 

Amie was right up front, greeting her with a sloppy kiss 
on both checks. 'How’s it goin’, Levitt?’ 

She sighed. ‘If you’re going to call me anything, Amie, 
call me Jordanna, it is mv name.’ 

He scowled. 'OK, OK. Don’t go getting mad at me.’ 

Who said I was mad?’ 

‘I know your moods:’ 

No you do not. 'Is the gang here?’ she asked restlessly. 

‘Nope. Your group hasn’t arrived.’ 

They will.’ 

Moving closer he lowered his voice, speaking near to her 


understand Cheryl’s going into business, she s asked 
find her girls.’ 
lat should be easy for you.’ 

[ want commission.’ 
f course you will, Amie.’ 
in I buy you a drink?’ 
o, that’s OK.’ 

aking a fast getaway she wandered through the club, 
tig for someone she knew, or at least someone she might 
to spend time with. The pickings were sparse. 

> she passed Charlie Dollar’s table, he waved at her. 

, come sit with an old man.’ 

hat’s an irresistible invitation,’ she said, strolling 
'ou’re always in such a hurry,’ he said, with a crooked 
letter to be in a hurry than to be left behind,’ she replied 

ty- 

le slid over in the leather booth patting the spot next to 
, T know your father,’ he announced. 

Everyone knows Jordan,’ she said, sliding in beside him 
ause she had nothing better to do. 

Knew your mother, too.’ 

Hmm, you’re a regular friend of the family.’ 

Tvq been watching you,’ he said, stoned eyes still watching 

Why?’ she replied. 

"Cause you’re different.’ 

‘lam?’ 

‘You am.’ 

Suddenly she was sitting there having a major flirtation 
th Charlie Dollar, a man old enough to be her father. 

Oh, God, what are you doing, Jordanna? 

Something that will really piss Daddy off, 

☆ * ☆ 
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Dinner was a nightmare. Bobby didn’t know how he | 
through it. Fact of life. He’d grown out of his family and 
didn’t have to take their crap any more, especially Jerry’s. 

Darla tried to make everything all right, but she co> 
only do so much. Jerry didn’t apologize for the past, he die 
apologize for anything. He merely sat at the head of the ta 
guzzling Scotch and voicing his views on how the indus 
was falling to pieces because all they wanted to know abi 
was hiring young talent. 

‘Movies today,’ Jerry pontificated. ‘Got no point of vi< 
they got nothing going for them. All you see are tvvo 
hookers flashing their tits, an’ a bunch of muscle-boi 
assholes who can’t act their way out of a sandbox.’ 

Gee, thanks, Dad, Bobby wanted to say. But then 
realized it didn’t matter. He didn’t need his father’s appre 
any more. 

Tm not talking about your movie,’ Jerry* said, burp 
loudly. ‘Not that I’ve seen it, but I hear it’s pretty da 
good.’ 

Scrnr you , Dad. How emu you haven’t seen it? How c 
everybody else tn America has? 

Thought you’d run it for me,’ Jerry continued. Til a 
by the studio. Hear you’ve got offices there.’ 

Oh, yeah, sure. I’ll have you over to sec my movie. 

No fucktncj way. 

‘I’ll get you a print,’ he said. ‘You can show it in y 
screening room here.’ 

AVc don’t use the screening room any more,’ Jerry s 
‘Costs too much.’ 

Oh, so now the great Jerry' Rush was going to p! 
poverty? 

^ ‘Don’t be ridiculous,’ Darla interrupted, quite fluste 
Til call the projectionist.’ 

Jerry shot her a deadly look. Tm not paying a fuel 
projectionist to come to my fucking house and charge n 
fucking fortune to see a mo% r ie I can see in my son’s screcr 

mom nr rhr ’ 


<We have our own screening room, it’s stupid not to use 

don’t you*’ Jerry sneered. 'You 
miss all those freeloading friends of yours. 

‘Jerry, please!’ 

He was not to be stopped. 'How many people did we 
have over every weekend* We fed ’em, showed ’em a movie, 
while they drank all my booze an’ badmouthed me behind 
my back. Then they ran out on us when my fucking career 


stopped.’ 

That’s not true,’ Darla said, her face flushed. 'Your career 
is fine.’ 

Jerry laughed hollowly. Isn’t it nice to have a loyal wife.’ 
Tlease, Jerry. Don’t start.’ 

Wake up, Darla. We don’t get invitations any more.’ 

‘I can show you a pile of invitations,’ Darla said 
defensively. 

Tor charities we gotta pay for. Big fucking deal.’ He 
picked up his drink, took a swig and muttered, T don’t need 
their lousy invitations. Let’em stay the fuck away. Who gives 
a rat’s ass except you.’ 

Later, Darla took Bobby to one side. Tour father’s getting 
old,’ she explained. He doesn’t like to go out any more. He 
suffers with his hip. I know he hasn’t said anything to you, 
but eventually, if it gets any worse, he may have to undergo 
hip-replacement surgery. Don’t mention I told you.’ 

Oh, Jesus, was she trying to make him fed sorry for the 
old man* 


'Cash is a little tight, HI admit that,’ Darla added. 'But w 
do have a fine portfolio of stocks and investments.’ 

What was she going to do now? Touch him for a loan* 
fit was up to me I’d sell the house and move to a cond 

152- We don,t need *“* bi & ? Iace now ^ y° u ^ 

do?rith I^ r° U ^ ^ he wanted to sa Y lfs ™thing i 

Sy more ^ ^ 1 d ° rft have ® P« up with hi 
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She glanced restlessly around the dub, wondering where 
Shep was. T wanted to be, but my father didn’t go for the 
idea.’ 

Jordan’s right. You don’t wanna be an actress, it’s a shitty 
profession.’ 

‘You’re an actor,’ she pointed out. ‘And you’ve done pretty 
good.’ 

Running his tongue across his teeth he eyed her contem- 
platively. Tike I said, it’s a shitty profession. I happen to be 
in the fortunate position of being able to choose what I do, 
but most actors and actresses gotta eat crap, deal with asshole 
executives, not to mention the jerks, pricks and mother- 
fucking know-nothings who call themselves agents an’ man- 
agers. There’s times even I have to kiss ass.’ 

‘Oh, I can’t imagine you doing that, Charlie,’ she mur- 
mured sarcastically. 

Grinning slyly, he said, ‘I do it when I have to.’ 

‘And how often is that?’ 

He leaned back in the booth and his grin broadened. Hot 
very often, kiddo. Not very often.’ 

T bet.’ 

‘So,’ he said slowly, T hear you’re a wild one.’ 

‘Who told you that?’ 

Word’s on the street, kiddo.’ 

‘Your image is not exactly Mister Clean.’ 

Tm an old guy, I can do anything I want an’ just about 
get away with it.’ 

How nice.’ 

He was giving her that stare again, that half-lidded 
insouciant stare, ' 

Wanna go back to my house tonight, Jordanna?’ he 
drawled. 

‘Are you having a party?’ 

‘Yeah, for two.’ 

She didn’t have to think about it, she knew what she was 
going to do. ‘Two, huh?’ she said coolly. 

That’s what I said.’ 
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stopped Amie in his tracks, mere’re you going, Charlie? he 
asked, his voice a petu lant whin e. 

Charlie ignored himTfocusing on Bobby. ‘Hey, Bobby, 

haven’t seen you in a long time.’ > 

‘Six years/ Bobby said. T had seven lines and one close-up 

in your movie Broad Street .’ 

1 remember. Knew you were goin’ places.’ 

Bobby laughed wryly, C I didn’t.’ 

Charlie patted him on the shoulder. ‘Congrats, you done 
good. I liked your movie.’ 

That’s quite a compliment coming from you.’ 

‘I only hand ’em out when they’re deserved. Call me, 
Bobby, let’s have lunch.’ 

TU do that.’ 

Charlie put his arm around Jordanna’s waist and pulled 
her forward. Tou two know each other? 

Bobby stared at the girl with the long black hair and wild 
look. She was unusually beautiful in an off-beat way. ‘No, I 
don’t think we do.’ 

‘Bet you know her father,’ Charlie said with a wicked 
wink. ‘J ordan Levitt.’ 


' ‘Of course I know Jordan,’ Bobby said quickly. 

‘And I know Jerry Kush,’ Jordanna interjected , furious 
that Charlie was giving her billing. 

Bobby sensed her anger and attempted to put things right. 
‘Now wait a minute — ’ he began . 

How do you like it? she interrupted. ‘Bobby Rush, Jerry’s 
son. Got a ring to it? 

‘I wasn’t trying to piss you off.’ 

Charlie chuckled. ‘What is this, a “who has the most 


famous father 55 contest? Nobody gives a shit. 5 
‘Apparently you do,’ Jordanna said angrily. 

Get over it, sweetheart,’ Charlie said, tightening his gri 
on her waist. ‘Nice seein’ you, Bobby. Don’t forget to gi\ 
me a buzz. C’mon, kiddo, we’re outta here.’ 

Amie could nor believe Charlie was leaving with the loi 

of his life. ‘Is there a party tonight, Charlie? he ask< 
hopefully. 


“Nothing Fm inviting you to, Amie.’ 

‘Should I stop by later?’ 

“Nope. 5 

1 don’t believe it,’ Amie mumbled, watching them leave. 
“What?’ Bobby asked. 

‘Charlie and Jordanna.’ 

‘She seems a little young for him.’ 

“Nobody’s too young for Charlie,’ Amie said bitterly, his 
mouth twitching with frustration. 

‘She’s great looking,’ Bobby remarked. 

‘Great looking and out of her head,’ Amie said sourly. 
The last thing she needs is Charlie.’ 

‘Bobby!’ Gary appeared, pulling a pretty girl behind him. 
Thought you’d never make it. How was dinner?’ 

Torture,’ Bobby replied, moving away from Amie. Ture 
and simple torture.’ 

I 

* ☆ ☆ 


Charlie lived at the top of Miller Drive in an enormous house 
with sprawling grounds, a vast swimming-pool and a pro- 
essionai tennis court. Jordanna had insisted on taking her 
own car - a clean getaway was her thing, she didn’t like 
tccling trapped with no escape route. She followed his Rolls 
up the winding driveway in her Porsche. 

This doesn’t seem like your image,’ she said, as they got 
out of their cars and stood side bv side in the middle of his 
massive courtyard. 

What image is that?’ he asked, amused. 

youre kind of like thc Wlld man of HoU y- 

. I didn t expect to see you behind the wheel of a Rolls.’ 
find out ,0rt ' S C ' CI "^ un 8’ ^ddo. When you grow up you’ll 

Tcan sec that,’ she said, as they entered his house. 

Labrador atfd t ° VCr to ® rect a diocolate 

if secretly hoping Ihc ' S ° KdV Charlie ^ 35 

%Mt? J ° rdanna rc P licd scornfully. Tm not scared of any- 
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thing.’ She bent to pet the dogs, rubbing their necks the way 
dogs enjoyed. 

‘You know what? Fm beginning to like you more and 
more,’ Charlie said, leading her into his large living room, 
comfortably furnished with oversized brown leather couches 
and colourful paintings on every wall. Going straight to the 
bar he poured them both a healthy shot _o€J[ackJ)aniels, 
adding ice. Whaddaya say? Wanna share a joint?’ 

‘Just what I had in mind,’ she replied, noticing his two 
Oscars casually placed on a bookshelf. *1 wasn’t around in the 
sixties, but Fm so glad pot has made a comeback.’ 

He chuckled. ‘Well, kiddo, I was, and as far as Fm 
concerned, it never went away.’ Opening a silver box he 
extracted an already rolled joint. Then he picked up a packet 
of book matches, lit it, drew deeply and handed it to her. 
This is primo s tu ff. E njoy.’ 

Tm really surprised,’ she said, with a hint of sarcasm. C I 
thought you’d have lousy shit.’ 

‘Hal Funny.’ 

She drew the smoke deeply into her lungs inhaling slowly. 
Getting stoned wasn’t as bad as doing coke, although if he’d 
suggested coke she probably would have done that too. 

What the hell happened to all my good resolutions? 

Tomorrow, tomorrow. » 

Wanna see the rest of the house?’ he drawle d lazily. 

Tours are my thing,’ she replied. 

He reached out, gendy touching her long black hair. T do 
like you,’ he said. 

Tm so flattered,’ she murmured, determined not to act 
like some dim-witted star fuc k. 

He took her hand and they walked up a curved staircase 
to his bedroom, an untidy room with an insane view domi- 
nated by an enormous circular bed covered in fur throws. 

Wery luxurious,’ she said, in spite of the fact that the room 
was incredibly messy, with newspapers scattered on the floor 
andstacks of magazines on every surface. ‘Do you have music>’ 
iou want music?’ 

That’s why I asked.’ 
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He opened a closet revealing a bank of expensive stereo 
equipment. After pressing a few buttons Mozart flooded the 
room. 

Tm not into classical,’ she said. 

He touched her hair again. What are you into?’ 
‘Madonna. Prince. Bobby Brown. John Coltrane.’ 

That’s quite a mixture.’ 

‘How about Madonna’s “Bad Girl”?’ 

‘Remind you of yourself?’ 

‘Of course.’ 

He looked at her quizzically. Tou’re cute.’ 

Tvc never been called cute before.’ 

There’s always a first time.’ 

“Yes, Charlie, there’s always a first time,’ she said, shrug- 
ging off her Harley jacket 
How old are you?’ 

‘Young enough to be your daughter.’ 

Twenty?’ 

Twcnrv-four.’ 


‘An old broad, right?’ 

‘Right.’ 

Picking up the phone he spoke into an internal intercom. 
Anyone in the house got Madonna, Prince or Bobby Brown 
CDs? Make it snappy.’ 

d ° '°n liaVC ’ a invisible popular music fans 

scramHi' Ti ni S ht? s he enquired, imagining the help 
scrambling like crazy- to accommodate their famous boss. ' 

He smiled faindy. ‘Something like that.’ 

How about Coltrane?’ 

comer 1C h^ g H a .r L K Qte bOX Stackcd w,th CDs over in the 
mcr, he said Check it out, maybe we’ll get lucky.’ 

horny !'' ntnUtfimUly ^ htc ^ *e though? feeling decidedly 


she ited Tht ,S C ° UeCtl0n ° f CDs ’ ^ng nothi, 

it He w^o J tL St 3 nCd J ° ndC nn g wh3t his - 
not into S °T' thing 3t !east ’ older men we 
OUC keeping it all together. 

Ho you have a gym?’ she asked casually 





He knew exactly what she was getting at. ‘Nope/ he said, 
‘but 1 do have a few tolls of middle-aged spread yon might 

be interested in.’ . 

She couldn’t help smiling. £ Oh, boy, yon sure know how 


to turn a girl on.’ 

That same crazed grin. "The truth is, kiddo, Ive never 

found it to be a problem.’ 

T bet you haven’t.’ 

He sat down on the edge of the bed and patted the space 

beside him. ‘Come over here.’ 

She strolled over, cool to the end, and stood in front o 

him. 

(Se put his hands around her waist and pulled her close 
then he unbuttoned her shirt and began hcking-her— bar 
stomach, eventually sticking his tongue into her navel. It wt 
strangely incredibly sexy. 

She shrugged her shirt off, letting it fall to the floor. 

You taste like honey,’ he said, pausing for a momer 
‘Sweet, sweet honey.’ 

It was a nice compliment to which she had no_flip_rep] 
The combination of Jack Daniel’s, pot and Charlie Doll 
was making her very mellow indeed. 

He touched her breasts, fingering her nipples with stub 
fingers. 

A disembodied voice boomed through the room. ‘Mr 
Madonna and Prince are outside your door.’ 

'Holy shit!’ Jordanna exclaimed, jumping back startled. 
‘Calm down,’ Charlie soothed. ‘It’s only the intercorr 
guess you got your music.’ 

Wow! That’s really service.’ 

‘Kiddo, you ain’t seen nothin’ yet.’ 

By the time Madonna was on the stereo singing ‘Bad C 
Jordanna was ready to rock ’n’ roil. Charlie was light 
another joint. She was already stoned — who needed more 
She wandered around the room half-naked, and be 
swaying to the musjc, mouthing the words. Madonna w 
hell of a songwriter, how come she was never acknowled 
for that part of her talent? 


‘You really like this stuff?’ Charlie asked. 

She wasn’t sure whether he was referring to the grass or 
Madonna. 1 love it all,’ she said, cleverly covering every base. 

He stared at her long and hard, drawing deeply on the 
joint. Take the rest of your clothes off.’ 

'No,’ she replied sharply, ‘you take your clothes off.’ 

It’s not a pretty sight.’ 

Turn off the lights.’__ 

He offe red her the joint? She took a long drag and threw 
herself on to the bed. Tfeei good,’ she said, expelling a thin 
stream of smoke. 

Tou’U feel even better in a minute,’ he said, moving on 
top of her. 

She sighed, she’d heard it all before. ‘Don’t make promises 
you can’t keep, Charlie.’ 

He was amused. Is that a challenge, kiddo?’ he asked, 
fiddling with the buttons on her jeans. “Cause Fve never had 
any complaints.’ 

‘Arc you sure you’re up to it?’ she asked mockingly. 

He grunted. ‘Jesus, you got a smart mouth, show a little 
• respect for the movie star.’ 

Rolling out from under him, she pulled off her boots and 
wngglcd out of her jeans. 

‘No underwear, huh?’ he said, raising extravagant 
eyebrows. 

Too restricting,’ she said, kneeling on the bed totally 
naked and staring at him. ‘Your mm.’ 

He began to laugh. ‘You got a great bod, kiddo.’ 

Thank you Mister Movie Star,’ she said, reaching for 

his belt and expertly unbuckling. ‘Can we get this train 
moving?’ 

‘Got no reason to stall, babe.’ 

‘How about a condom?’ 

|How about I don’t take a shower with my boots on?’ 
How about safe sex?’ 

Tfow about I just took a test and got the all clear.’ 
now about I sec the certificate?’ 

‘How about shutting up?’ 
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She ac quiesced. She believed him. Besides, she was too 

stoned and too homy to argue. 

Charlie Dollar was a terrific lover - surprisingly so. He 
wasn’t in great shape, but he wasn’t falling to pieces either. 
He knew all the moves and then some. He knew how to take 
her almost there and then stop seconds before the moment 
of no return. Timing. He had it down. 

They made love a long time before either of them cli- 
maxed, and when they did it was a mutual release of such 
exquisite pleasure that Jordanna found herself crying out - 
unusual for her. Charlie let out a yell so loud she almost 
jumped out of bed. 

The downside was he fell asleep almost immediately. And 
he snored. Loudly. 

She got off the bed, gathered her clothes, and went into 
the bathroom. Charlie’s bathroom resembled a busy phar- 
macy - there were rows of bottled pills to cure every ailment; 
jars of vitamins in all combinations; potions and powders and 
creams and solvents. She decided this would be a good place 
to be sick. 

After taking a shower, she hurriedly dressed and emerged 
into the bedroom, Charlie was still snoring. ° 

Without disturbing him she took off. 

And so another one-night stand hit the freeway. 


Chapter Twelve 

___ £ 


‘Where arc you?’ Quincy asked, sounding annoyed. 

‘Across the street from Club Erotica on Hollywood Boule- 
vard,’ Michael replied, stubbing out his cigarette as he stood 
at a pay phone. 

‘So what’s goin’ on I should know about?’ 

‘I got a lead,’ Michael said. ‘Rita left behind photos.’ 

‘What photos?’ 

‘Stop asking questions, and move your ass over here.’ 

‘I gorta do this?’ 

‘For me, Q.’ 

‘OK, OK - I’ll be there.’ 

‘Club Erotica.’ 

‘Sounds like 3 nice classy place.’ 

‘Meet me at the bar,' Michael said, hanging up the phone 
and crosstng the street. 

A burly man guarding chc door to Club Erotica 
announced it would cost him thirty bucks to gain entry. He 
parted with the money reluctantly and entered the club. 

Oh, ves, this was Rita’s kind of place all right. Dark and 
intimate, with plenty of weird-looking people in strange 
outfits and throbbing music blaring forth from multiple 
speakers. 

A woman approached him wearing a peacock’s mask and 
little else. ‘What’s your pleasure tonight?’ she asked in a deep 
sultry voice. 
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Which room would you like to play in? Singles, group? 

Or perhaps the or gy room ? 5 

It suddenly dawnHJoh him that this was a sex club. Shit 
He’d thought sex dubs were over in the seventies. ‘Hey, I 
just wanna get a drink. Is there a bar around here? 

There’s die selection bar.’ 

The selection bar?’ 

Ts this your first time here?’ 

Tou got it.’ 

‘OK, hon, you go sit in the selection bar, look around, 
and if there’s anyone you care to be with, take them to the 
room of your choice.’ 

' Tdow much does this cost?’ 

‘Club Erotica is not a clip__joint,’ she said, quite indignant. 
Tou paid at the door, and unless you require special services, 
you’re covered.’ 

‘No special services.’ 

‘Suit yourself. The bar’s that way.’ 

He found the bar, walked in and slid on to a high stool. 

The female bartender approached him. She wore a short 
black leather, foga which barely covered her lafgeTjosonv and 
am ple ass. ‘Cocktail?’ she said, eyeing him up and down. ‘I 
can make you the Club Erotica special.’ 

He wasn’t interested but asked anyway. What’s that?’ 
‘Vodka, rum and orange juice, with a touch of Coi ntreah )’ 
She winked. ‘Guaranteed to keep your engine turning over.’ 
Tou got non-alcoholic beer?’ 

1 might be able to find one.’ 

Try hard,’ he said, surveying the scene. Several women 
were gathered at the bar, all on the look-out for a suitable 
mate. A fat businessman accompanied by a chubby blonde 
sat at one of the small round tables clustered at the far end of 
the room, and two young men in shirt-sleeves and jeans 
hovered together over in a comer. 

0h } Rita, Rita, what brought you to a place like this? 
Excitement. Rita was an excitement freak. Unfortunately 
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he’d never been able to satisfy her cravings, although their 
sex together had always been hot - physically there d nev 

^The^black-leather-toga woman returned with his drink. 


placing it in front of him. 

1 got a question,’ Michael said. . 

She leaned her elbows on the bar, her large breasts tapping 
towards him at an alarming angle. ‘Me, too.’ 

Tou first,’ he said, taking a gulp of his non-alcoholic 


UlbW. . ... 

‘What’s a good-looking guy like you doing in a place liKe 
this?’ 

‘My turn?’ 

‘Shoot.’ 

‘You know anyone called Heron Jones?’ 

‘You’re kidding? Right?’ 

‘Hot kidding.’ 

‘Everyone knows Heron.’ 

‘You want to enlighten me?’ 

She licked her lips eyeing him speculatively. ‘You a cop?’ 
‘Why would you ask that?’ 

“Cause you smell like a cop,’ she said, smirking, as if she 
knew something he didn’t. “Now don’t get me wrong,’ she 
added, ‘I got a yen for that cop smell.’ 

Ignoring her knowing look he kept going. ‘So how come 
everybody knows Heron Jones?’ 

“Cause he’s famous.’ 

“Not famous enough for me to have heard of him.’ 

She threw back her head and laughed. “Heron Jones has 
the biggest dick in captivity. And he brings it here three 
nights a week and shows it off in the private room. Anybody 
wanting to use his , . . services . . . pays big. But, honey, you 
don t look like you’d be interested in zany’s services.’ 

He pulled out a picture of Rita, not the Polaroid, but a 
head shot he’d taken on their honeymoon. “You ever seen 
this woman in here?’ 

She took the picture and studied it for a while. ‘Y’know, 
honey', I honesdy don’t remember them unless they’re like 


Heron and have something special to offer. Take a look 
around this place ... they come, they go, who cares. 

‘So you don’t recognize her?’ 

‘Maybe she was here.’ 

‘How long ago?’ 

‘She your girlfriend?’ 

‘Ex-wife.’ 


‘Coupla months, Em not sure.’ 

He showed her the Polaroid of the man. ‘Is this Heron 
Jones?’ 

Vooh, baby , you could get arrested for carrying this 
around.’ She gazed at the Polaroid and began giggling. ‘Yeah, 
that’s Heron all right. The King o f the monster cocka dood- 
ledoo! He sur e inh erited big? 

% he here tonight ? 5 

*You can catch him in the private room. I promise you - 
it’s a real sight.’ 

One of the women was edging along the bar towards him 
with a determined expression. She finally reached her desti- 
nation. Tm choosing you ,’ she announced, placing a well- 
manicured hand firmly on his arm. 

‘Excuse me?’ he said, backing away. 

She was all over him. Tonight. You, me - a very. . . sexucu 
experience.’ 


Tm on probation, ’ he said, standing up. 
She looked confused. ‘What?’ 

It’s complicated. Pick somebody else.’ 


☆ ☆ ☆ 

Quincy pulled up outside Club Erotica wondering whs 
Michael had gotten him into now. Amber was not pleasec 
They’d just been sitting down to get cozy and listen to a littl 
yttherVandxoss on the stereo when Michael had called. 
^Gotta go,’ Quincy said, as soon as he’d hung up. 

YVhy?’ Amber demanded, already looking mad. 

Cause Mike needs me.’ 

‘Can’t he do anything by himself?’ 
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‘C’mon, sweet thing,’ Quincy said persuasively. ‘Me an’ 
Mike got a lotta history between us. His kid is missing. Be a 
little understanding, baby. Think about what you’d do if one 
of out kids was missing.’ 

Amber was a soft touch, she’d caved in without too much 
of a fight. 

He’d kissed her, taken off, and now he was standing 
outside this sleazy clip joint. 

The jerk at the door refused to let him in until he handed 
over thirty bucks cash. Thirty freaking bucks! Mike owed 
him big time. 

Once inside he went straight to the bar. Michael wasn’t 
there. He approached the amazon in black leather stationed 
behind the bar. ‘Somebody leave a message for me?’ he 
enquired. 

‘Blonde, brunette?’ 

‘Male. Good-looking.’ 

‘Oh,’ she said. ‘You a cop, too?’ 

How come they always remembered Michael? ‘Where is 
. he?’ 

‘In the men’s room.’ 

Thanks.’ 


^CJuincy entered the john just as Michael was zipping up. 
This is some dump you dragged me to,’ he complained. 
What’s the story?’ 


‘I came across some pictures and a note. She’d written 
down this dub and the name of a guy. Rita’s around 
somewhere, I got a feeling.’ 

Shaking his head, Quincy said, ‘You an’ vour feelings - it 
always leads to trouble.’ b 

‘I gotta find my kid, Q ’ 

T know.’ 

pita’s into something. I don’t want Bella exposed to it.’ 
So why are wc here?’ 

We’re wainng for Heron Jones to finish.’ 

Finish what?’ 

eucssc^rh a *' nc °f women. In case you hadn’t 
guessed, this is a sex club. 1 


Quincy let out a long low whistle. he 
,h«l Jed to go home an’ tell Amber. Shell go nutso. 

‘Not if you keep it to yourself. 5 
‘Amber an’ me, we don’t have secrets. 

‘Maybe now’s the time to start.’ 

Quincy wrinkled hjsnosc. ‘So who’s this Heron Jones, a 


nale hooker?’ 

‘The club pays him to perform here. He services as many 
women as will pay the hundred bucks to see him. 

‘What is he - Superman?’ 


‘Kinda.’ 

‘And the story is we gotta hang out until he finishes;’ 

‘That’s it.’ 

‘Shit, Mike, nothin’ with you is ever easy,’ 

By die time Heron Jones emerged through the back 
entrance it was past midnight. Michael and Quincy were 
waiting in the parking Ion They used the element of surprise, 
approaching him from either side. 

‘Let’s talk,’ Michael said. 

Heron eyebalied them, trying to decide whether to make 
a run for it or not. No way. He was sure they were cops, the 
fuckers had the attitude. Squaring his shoulders he went for 
the innocent pitch. ‘Listen, guys, whatever ya wanna stick me 
with, I didn’t do it, OK? Ever)' time there’s a freakin’ robbery 
in this neighbourhood you’re on my case. Fnv straight now, 
guys. I’m screwin’ for a living - what more do y’vvant?’ 

‘Whyn’t we take it over here,’ Michael said, grabbing his 
arm and hushing him in the direction of a streetlight. 

'Whaddaya want from me?’ Heron grumbled, making an 
unsuccessful attempt to shake free. ‘I ain’t done shit, man. 
Y*can ask anyone.’ 

Michael thrust one of the Polaroids in front of his face, 
tou know this woman?’ 

dark’ 100 ^ ^ look same « the 


"Take another look,’ Michael said menacingly. ‘You recoz- 
K her or not?’ ° 

‘Dunno.’ 


‘Do you? Michael said, pinning his arm behind him in i 
vice-like grip. 

Teah, I know her,’ Heron said sulkily. ‘So freakiri 
what?’ 

Who is she?’ 

‘Some bimbo used to come to the club.’ 

What happened to her?’ 

‘Why?’ Heron asked, his lips twisting in a sn eer. Is the 
douch e bag-dead?’ 

Michael spun him around. ‘You know something we 
don’t?’ 


Heron threw up his hands. ‘OK, OK. I don’t know nothin 
about her ’cept I got her a job in the movies.’ 

What movies?’ 

‘Mary Popp ins, what d’ya think?’ 

Are we talking porno here?’ Quincy interjected, wavint 
his arms in the air. 

‘I didn’t force her to do nothin’,’ Heron said sullenly. This 
broad got off on performin’.’ 

Michael slammed him against the side of the brick wall, 
Where is she now?’ 

;Man you’re huran’ me,’ Heron complained. 

You listening, asshole? Where the flick is she? 

Dunno Heron whined. Who gives a shit? I don’t . . .’ 

“r ,chid — * ^ - — 

;Aw, sweet Jesus,’ Qu.ncy groaned. 

Hemn JT SWCring n ° W? ’ Mjchacl demanded, 
with a producer ^i’ ® ln ® cr ^ touc hing his face. ‘She’s livin’ 

^rr=fe* h,m “ lfMyFoTO '’ 

dudes arc listcd’Trh’ F , 0nc AH chose producer 

u r brote ">>' freakin' tooth/ 

threateningly SorCit'b J* there -’ *" sjid 


Heron ran off to his truck without a backward ^ance. He 
might be a big man in the bedroom but his balls didn t trave 


You’re gonna get us in major trouble, 5 Quincy said 
wearily. ‘You can’t go around pretending we’re cops. I got a 
private investigator business I gotta protect. _ s 
‘What’s the matter, you think he’ll file a complaint? 

‘No, Mike. I’m just saying we gotta be careful.’ 

‘All I’m interested in is finding my kid.’ 


1 know that.’ 

‘OK, so I do what it takes. Let’s go run a check with the 
DMV, find out who this Daly Hottest is and get his address.’ 
‘Sure, Mike.’ 

‘And after that we’ll pay him a little visit.’ 


☆ ☆ ☆ 
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Daly Forrest lived in an expensive high-rise on Wilshire. The 
porter at the desk stopped them in the lobby and asked who 
they were visiting. 

T)aly Forrest,’ Michael said, flashing his badge. 

The porter was duly impressed. ‘Fourteenth floor. Apart- 
ment 1403.’ 

‘Thanks,’ Michael said, adding as an afterthought, ‘oh, and 
be sure you don’t announce us.’ 

The porter nodded, only too happy to oblige. 

‘Somebody’s gonna bust our sweet asses,’ Quincy mut- 
tered as they marched through the marble foyer. Tm telling 
you, Mike, we can’t keep getting away wMTthis crap. Bury 
that fuckin’ badge of yours, it ain’t legal here.’ 

Tt ain’t legal in New York either, but so what?’ Sometimes 
he got off on taking it to the edge, especially when he had a 
purpose. 


They rode up in the elevator with a smartly dressed woman 
clutching a small Pekinesedog under one arm. She gave their 
f “W* rich-woman-being-gracious smile. Thin scarle 

& thfl Stretchcd skin and apped teeth - She S ot off 01 


‘How come women always smile at you?’ Quincy asked, 
poking his gums with a toothpick. 

‘Anyone ever told you you ask dumb questions. ^ 
tjjjj ’cause you’re such a handsome sonofabitch, Quincy 
mumbled enviously. ‘Me - 1 got the personality. You got the 
looks. Lucky asshole.’ 

There were only two apartments on the fourteenth door. 
Daly Forrest’s had a red lacquered door and a shinyjDrass 

knocker. ^ . 

' ‘Seems he had an urge to smarten the place up,’ Quincy 
remarked, rubbing the door with his thumb to see if the 
paint came off. 

Michael pressed the buzzer, waited a few minutes then 
pushed again. 

When Daly Forrest finally appeared he was not what either 
of them expected. He was an older distinguished-looking 
man, with a shock of white hair, a snow-white goat ee bea rd 
and wire-rimmed steel spectacles. He wore a paisley silk robe 
with a tassclled sash and black velvet monogrammed slippers. 
He did not have the look of a man who producecfporno 
films. 

'Can I help you?’ he said, speaking in a clipped English 
accent. 

‘Dalv Forrest?’ Michael asked politely. 

That’s correct. I repeat, can I help you, gendemen?’ 

‘We’re investigating a case.’ 

‘Did something take place in the building?’ 

That’s right,’ Michael said. ‘We need witnesses.’ 

I vc been home all evening,’ Daly replied. ‘I doubt I can 
be a witness.’ 

And your companion?’ Michael asked, trying to see past 
him into die apartment. 

What companion?’ Daly asked, standing firm at the door. 
‘Rita Polone.’ 

Miss Polone is not here,’ Daly said, stroking his goatee. 
Furthermore, she docs not live here. What gave you die 
impression she did?’ 



The case we’re investigating,’ Michael said, speaking 

slowly, ‘involves Miss Polone.’ 

Tn what way?’ Daly enquired, not pleased with this 

intrusion on his privacy in the middle of the night. 

We need to talk to her,’ Michael replied, getting an 
uncomfortable feeling about this man. 

Daly stared them down, cold as an Arctic winter. < I repeat 
- she’s not here.’ His hand was on the door, ready to dose 
it. 

‘So, all we need is her address and we’U be on our way,’ 
Quincy said, sensing this jerk was going to cause them 
trouble. 

“Let me see your identification,’ Daly said, suddenly get- 
ting nasty. 

Michael didn’t take a beat. ‘Certainly,’ he said, reaching 
into his jacket and flashing his badge. 

Daly Forrest was no fool. That’s a New York City 
Detective’s badge,’ he stud sharply. 

Still unfazed, Michael said', Yeah, we’re working on an 
out-of-state case.’ 

Eyes steely behind his wire-rimmed spectacles, Daly said, 
1 wish to check with your captain, kindly give me his 
number.’ 

Quincy was starting to get fidgety . Tell you what, whyn’t 
we come back,’ he said, cracking his knuckles - a nervous 
habit which drove Michael nuts. 

Daly glared at them both. ‘I suggest you don’t,’ he said, 
slamming the door in their faces. 

Goddamn it!’ Michael said furiously. 

‘Let’s get outta here,’ Quincy suggested. ‘Before he calls 
the real cops.’ 

‘He knows where she is,’ Michael muttered, almost to 
himself. 

Yeah, an’ he ain’t telling us.’ 

Trie will. 5 
'Not tonight.’ 

‘We’ll see.’ 
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‘Mike,’ Quincy pleaded. Tomorrow is another day.’ 
Michael turned on him angrily. ‘No shit? 


☆ ☆ ☆ 


Early in the morning Michael was back without Quincy, who 
was busy working on a blackmail case for a stucho poncho. 
He parked across the street staking a prime spot for himselt, 
enabling him to watch all the comings and goings from Daly 
Forrest’s building. 

He’d slept fitfiilly, knowing that today he was finally going 
to find out where Rita was. How he hated her for taking his 
kid and putting him through this. As soon as he found her 
he planned on consulting a lawyer to see if he could get full 
custody of Bella. 

Yeah, and how was he going to pay for it? He had to rent 
an apartment, hire a part-time nanny, and God knew what 


else. 

Major priority — get a steady job. Quincy had offered him 
a partnership in his PI business, and it wasn’t such a bad idea. 
The)’ were a good team, and Quincy had assured him that 
working for the studios was nice and easy — nothing life- 
threatening like their days in New York. He was considering 
it. After all, he had a year to make up his mind whether he 
wanted to go back to New York or stay in LA. 

I need a drink. 

The thought nagged at his subconscious, forcing him to 
pay attention. Almost immediately he felt a dryness in his 
throat and the urgent desire to down something cold and 
alcoholic. 

Christ! This was not good. He’d been sober almost four 
years and he didn’t need to be thinking about breaking the 
pattern of sobriety. Although he did think about it. Once in 
a while. When things got tough and he knew there was an 
easy answer to dull the pain. 

The good thing was that the programme had taught him 
to be smart enough to know it was die wrong answer and 


would eventually destroy him if he succumbed. It was abo 
time he got himself to a meeting. 

It hadn’t been easy getting sober and there was no way 
was going to blow it - however strong the temptation. 

Lighting a cigarette he desperately tried to curb 1 
subconscious, choosing to think only positive thoughts. H 
to work the programme again, he hadn’t attended a meen 
in months. He needed validation. 

Daly Forrest emerged at ten forty-five and got into 
chauffeur-driven Lexus. 

Michael followed the car as it left the driveway and sp 
along Wilshire going towards downtown. 

Early in the morning he’d had a friend in the departmc 
in New York run a check on Mr Forrest. He’d found out ri 
Daly was a sixty-three-year-old naturalized American whc 
lived in LA for fifteen years. During that time he’d writ! 
and produced a slew of soft-core pom films, moving into i 
real thing three years ago. He wasn’t doing anything illeg 
but he was dangerously close. Two years earlier he’d tx 
arrested in a dramatic case involving an imported snuff mo\ 
but the prosecution were unable to prove he was suffirien 
connected and he’d gotten off. 

Daly had no wife, no family and he was rich. That’s 
Michael knew. It was enough to scare him. Rita was a w 
card, a wealthy man like Daly Forrest could persuade her 
do anything. 

He followed the Lexus all the way to Hancock Pa 
slowing down while he watched it pull into the driveway 
a large house on a quiet side-street. Daly emerged from 
car, spoke to his driver for a few moments, then sent the 
sway. He entered the house with a key, slamming the di 
behind him. 

Michael parked across the street and sat in his car for 
minutes before gening out and approaching the house. 

It was a beautiful morning, no smog and the birds w 
singing. The front porch of the house was alive wit! 
teath taking display of purple and orange bougainvillaea 
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skinny black cat slunk around the comer and vanished ft 
sight. 

Instead of approaching the front door Michael decider 
follow the cat around to the rear, keeping an eye out 
anyone watching him. 

He had that gut feeling again, like something was ab 
to happen he couldn’t quite control. 

The night he’d gotten shot he’d had that same feeling, ; 
what should have been a simple drug bust had ended up v 
him nearly dying. He’d never forget that night. 

Moving stealthily, he reached the surprisingly large ; 
well-landscaped back garden. Several swaying palm Q 
overshadowed him. 

The door to the kitchen was open and he could het 
child’s voice. 

His heart soared, he felt certain it was Bella. 

He edged forward, getting closer to the open door, 
diought he saw the back of a little girl. 

Relief flooded through him, he’d found his daughter ; 
nothing would ever separate them again. 

As he took another step forward something smashed dc 
on to his head and he descended into blackness. 

The last thing he heard was a child’s scream. 


The Man kept a scrapbook. Every so often he took it out and added 
to the amtents. He’d bought scissors and double-sided tape at 
Thrifty’s, and worked on his scrapbook diligently whenever he had 
something new to add to his collection of clippings. 

Tin woman in Agoura Hills did not rate as much newspaper 
space as he’d hoped, and that made him angry. He knew that to 
get the attention he craved he would have to start leaving a strong 
message so they would know exactly who they were dealing with. 

He thought about it for days. What would Steven Seagal do? 
How would the mighty movie star handle such a dilemma? 

The Man honestly didn’t know. 

The other night, a woman living in the house had attempted 
to talk to him. He’d immediately tried to put a stop to her inane 
clmtter, but it didn’t seem to prevent her frotn accosting him 
whenever she could. 

Tm an actress,’ she’d informed him. What do you do?’ 

‘ businessman ,’ he’d replied, not looking her in the eye as they’d 
stood awkwardly in the front hallway. 

What kind of business?’ she’d asked. 

, whenever she 

saw him she acted as if they were old friends. Testerday she’d 
stopped him on the way to his car. It’s funny,’ she’d said cheetftilly, 
e we in the same house and I don’t even know your name.’ 

He was forced to reply. John,’ he’d lied. 

John what?’ she’d asked, edging closer. 


He’d walked away from her without replying. 
His rudeness didn’t seem to bother her. been 
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John Seagal,’ he’d replied, backing off. 

She’d smirked coquettishly. ‘Don’t you want to know my 
name V 

He’d had no desire to know her name, but she’d told him 
anyway. ‘Shelley. That’s with an “ef\ Whest I snake it big you 
cast say you knew me when.’ 

Would-be actresses. They were everywhere in Hollywood. They 
littered the streets. They filled the dubs. They drove mi the 
freeways. Their hungry eyes watching . . . wanting . . . 
waiting . . . 

If it wasn’t for that bitch of an actress who’d lured him with 
her tantalizing smile, and her bouncy tits and her long yellow 
hair, he’d never have lost seven years of his life. 

Pulling aside one of the black-out blinds that now covered his 
windows he peeked out, watching the maid as she trudged wearily 
down the path casrymg a heavy sackload of garbage. She stayed 
away from him now. He had her trained not to go near his room. 

His solitary existence suited him fine as long as he had 
everything he needed. A bed, television, VCR machine, a stack of 
movies, and his dreams of the future. 

The future would be a better place when he’d dealt with the 
scum who’d so foolishly betrayed him. The female scum. They had 
to learn a lesson. A harsh lesson perhaps, but there was no other 


It was time to check off the second name on bis list. Six women 
altogether. Five to go. 

It was an exciting game and be was enjoying playing it. 
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Chapter Thirteen 

☆ 


lo, Rosa, absolutely not' Kennedy said, cradling the phone 
ider her chin. “I refuse to subject myself to one more blind 
ate.’ 

‘But Kennedy,’ Rosa pleaded, in her usual you've-got-to-do- 
ic-this-one-bijj-favour voice. ‘Look what happened last time, 
ou ended up enjoying yourself — I mean really enjoying 
ourself. What’s so bad about that?’ 

True. Her one night with Nix had been memorable, but it 
/as not something she wished to repeat. 

‘Nothing,’ she said, T simply have no desire to do it again, 
besides, I have to work.’ 

‘What work?’ 

Tm writing the Style Wars piece on Bobby Rush.’ 

Now she had Rosa’s interest. ‘Did you interview him?’ 

‘Sort of.’ 

‘What’s he like?’ 

‘He’s OK,’ she said. Tn fact, he’s really a nice guy for an 
actor.’ 

‘Does he have a girlfriend?’ Rosa pressed, dying to find 
out everything. 

We didn’t get into his personal life.’ 

Rosa was disappointed. Why not? That’s what all your 
women readers will want to know.’ 

Rosa,’ Kennedy said pariendy. ‘You present the news your 
way, and HI do my interviewing my way.’ 

‘So you won’t come with us tomorrow night?’ 
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‘No. Captcbe V 
‘Your loss.’ 

‘According to you it always is.’ 

Once rid of Rosa she called her father in the nursing 
home. He was cheerful as usual. Eighty-five years old, ndcfied 
with cancer, and yet he always managed to make her fed 


Til drive out to see you on Sunday, Dad,’ she promised. 

‘Anything you need?’ . f 

‘Just your lovely face,’ he replied. ‘And a fine Havana it 

you can smuggle it past these damned nurses.’ 

Til fly to Cuba.’ 

‘Dunhills will do.’ 

She hung up smiling. 


☆ ☆ ☆ 

On Sunday, the long drive to the nursing home in Agoura 
dills gave Kennedy plenty of time to think. With the Bobby 
Kush profile on its way to New York via Federal Express she 
could now concentrate on the first big story she planned tc 
write for Style Wan. 

Living in Los Angeles, the movie industry was a tempting 
subject. Women on film. Women and violence. Women it 
Hollywood. Equatin' or sexism? Who’s winning? 

She’d been considering the women with power in Holly 
wood, and the nvo she most wanted to interview were Sherr 
Lansing, currendv the boss at Paramount, and Lucky Santan 
gelo, a woman with major clout who owned and ran Panthe 
Studios. Under Lucky’s ownership, the studio was producin' 
some pretty interesting movies depicting women as re: 
people, instead of merely the girlfriend or the whore. 

Kennedy knew diere were many directions she could take 
The battle had been written countless times before, but neve 
her way. Maybe if she wrote a powerful enough piece sh 
could influence a few of the so-called Hollywood executive 
to change their sexist ways. 

Ha! Extremely wishful thinking. 


She decided to call Mason in the morning and discuss it 
with him. He had good instincts, and it was essential that her 
first real story for Style Wars made an impact. 


☆ ☆ ☆ 


Nurse Linford, a middle-aged black woman in her forties 
with a huge bosom, mischievous smile and a crush on 
Kennedy’s father, greeted her at reception. Tour daddy’s an 
incorrigible flimn’ dog!’ she said, beaming. ‘An’ the truth of 
the matter is I enjoy every second of his bad-boy behaviour!’ 

Kennedy had never considered her father to be either a 
bad boy or a flirt. It was obvious there was another side to 
the studious professor of literature she’d grown up with. 
He’d always been a wonderful and caring father, and even 
though she was an only child, neither of her parents had ever 
allowed her to feel lonely. Every summer they’d travelled 
extensively together, exploring Europe and exposing her to 
all kinds of different cultures. At nine she was reading 
Dickens; at twelve Trollope and Dostoevsky; and by fourteen 
she was into Henry Miller and Anai's Nin. She’d certainly 
experienced a rounded education. 

Nurse Linford led her into her father’s room. He sat on 
top of the bed, a smile on his face, a pile of books on the 
bedside table and a notepad of paper balanced on his lap, pen 
poised. He was always jotting down notes with the intention 
of writing another book. He’d already published three aca- 
demic studies and now he was planning a fourth. 

Kennedy gave him a hug and a kiss. ‘How are you doing. 
Dad?’ she asked warmly, thinking he looked thinner and 
more gaunt than last time she’d visited. 


How would you be doing if you were stuck in a nursing 
home? he said, sounding cross but not really meaning it. 

He’d accepted his fate with as good a grace as he could 
muster. 


'Not as well as you,’ she replied. 

"Take no notice of his complaining,’ Nurse Linford said, 
clucking her tongue. Tie’s a grouchy old boy today.’ 
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*1 never complain,’ her father said indignantly. Tf I did 

you’d be the first to hear me.’ . . 

Tm sure about that, 5 Nurse Linford replied, adjusting his 
bedcovers. ‘How about taking a walk around^ the garden with 
your daughter? It’s a beautiful day out there.’ 

‘An excellent idea, nurse,’ he agreed. He wasn’t bedridden, 
it was just that the pain was so intense that most of the time 
he was hooked up to a morphine drip to relieve his suffering. 

Til set you up with your portable power pack,’ Nurse 
Linford said, fussing around him as she helped him off the 
bed. That’ll keep you going for a while.’ 

‘Tow keep me going, nurse,’ he said, wincing with pain as 
he straightened up. 

Nurse Linford favoured him with her mischievous smile, 
su’d better believe it!’ 

Once outside, Kennedy and he strolled slowly around the 
:ll-kept grounds arm in arm. 

Tell me, dear, what have you been up to?’ he asked. 

‘I abandoned the book I was working on. And since I 
:cded money. I’m writing for Style Wars - you know, the 
agazine.’ 

‘Of course I know the magazine,’ he said irritably. 1 may 
: in the hospital but I haven’t stopped living.’ 

1 didn’t think it was your kind of literature.’ 

''Everything is my kind of literature,’ he said gruffly. That’s 
hat makes the world go round.’ 

'You taught me that when I was five.’ 

Tm glad you remember,’ he said, with the glimmer of a 
nilc. 

Anyway,’ she continued, ‘I have to write six celebrity 
rofilcs, and at the same time I get to write six other pieces 
n any subject I care to cover.’ 

‘Sounds challenging.’ 

That’s what attracted me to the assignment, I was consid- 
ring writing an expose on the way men treat women in the 
tm industry. What do you think?’ 

*If you can make it fresh.’ 
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Trust me, Dad, I can make it fresh . 5 

He squeezed her hand tightly. Tm sure you can, my dear. 
You can do whatever you set your mind to.’ 

It was a good feeling knowing her parents had always 
believed in her. They’d taught her weU, inftising her with 
ambition, spirit and energy. The result of their nurturing was 
that she’d grown up full of confidence. They couldn’t have 
given her a greater gift. 

‘So, what else has been going on? 5 she asked lightly. ‘Nurse 
Linford still chasing you around the room? 5 

‘Nurse Linford is taking a self-defence course, 5 he said, 
with a chuckle. 

To protect herself against you?’ 

His gaunt face turned serious. There was a murder in the 
neighbourhood not too long ago.’ 

What happened? 5 

‘A woman was strangled outside her house. 5 
T was under the impression this was a fairly crime-free 
area.’ 

It usually is, that’s why everybody’s alarmed. All the 
nurses are taking a self-defence course.’ 

1 can’t imagine anyone trying to attack Nurse Linford, 
she’d crush them like a bug!’ 

He laughed drily. Yes, she certainly would. 5 He paused 
for a moment before adding, That’s what you should write 
about.’ 

‘What? Nurse Linford and her amazing strength?’ 

Tlo, dear. Write about the woman who was murdered.’ 
She’s not news. The magazine wouldn’t be interested.’ 

Her father stopped short and gave her a withering look. 
Hi pretend you never said that. Not news indeed! The 
woman was strangled outside her own home. What more has 
-to happen to her before she becomes newsworthy?’ 

You’re right,’ she said quickly, suitably chastised. 

1 m glad you think so.’ 

see $ vr! ? ° n ? ^ ^ hand ^ so good to 

you. Dad, it always is.’ 
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‘Make the most of it, Kennedy, dear. When these old legs 
stop supporting me I don’t plan on staying around. 

☆ ☆ ☆ 

Sunday morning Bobby rolled out of bed, forcing himself to 
get dressed and go jogging. He’d only had a few hours sleep, 
hanging out at Homebase Central until three in the morning. 
Several beautiful girls had tried to persuade him that they 
were the perfect companion to take home for a night of 
passion. He’d resisted all advances. 

Gary had tried to encourage him. ‘Go for it,’ he’d urged. 
‘When it comes to pussy - never turn it down.’ 

Tm not interested in one-nighters,’ he’d said, and meant 
it. He considered himself past the lefs-get-laid-just-hccnuse-l- 
can stage. There had to be more to life than sex with a 
stranger. He was looking for a meaningful relationship with 
a female who was not an actress. Most actresses were a 
nightmare - insecure, narcissistic, demanding, fragile. His last 
two semi-senous flings had been with actresses. Never again. 

logging along the UCLA track he worked up a heavy 
sweat. Then he went home, dived into his swimming-pool, 
swam fifty lengths, got out, squeezed a glass of fresh orange 
juice, grabbed the LA. Tmes and lay out by the pool on a 
comfortable chaise. 

It occurred to him that maybe he’d call the woman who’d 
come for the interview. What w r as her name? Ah yes, Kennedy 
something or other. Kennedy Chase, that was it. 

He thought about her for a moment - cool, attractive and 
very together. 

It then occurred to him he didn’t have her number, so he 
phoned his secretary at home. 

Beth, did you pre-interview Kennedy Chase?’ he asked. 

There was a long pause. ‘Uh . . . «o,’ she said, sounding 
puzzled. ‘Should I have?’ 

Sure you should. She’s an attractive woman, but not 
suitable for the job at all. By the way, what’s her phone 
number?’ 



*1 don’t have it.’ 

Why not?’. ' , , 

‘Bobby, Elspeth handles press, she it your publicist. 

What’s Elspeth got to do with this?’ 

‘Kennedy Chase,’ Beth replied padendy. "Your interviev 
with her is now scheduled for ten o’clock on Monday.’ 

‘Beth, help me out here, Em confused. I interviewed he 

on Friday.’ 

‘You interviewed her? 

That’s what you set up, isn’t it?’ 

‘No.’ 

He was getting impatient. Tf yon didn’t set it up, who didi 
There’s obviously some confusion here, Bobby. Kenned 
Chase is the journalist from Style Wars. She’s doing the stor 
on you to go with the cover photograph.’ 

‘ShitP 

‘According to your latest schedule she’s due to interview 
you Monday at ten a.m. And Elspeth has promised her sb 
can hang in the background for the rest of the day observin| 
I thought you agreed to this.’ 

"I suppose I must have,’ he muttered, knowing he’d bee 
taken. 

"Do you still want me to get you her number? I can ca 
Elspeth, Fm sure she’ll have it.’ 

‘Don’t bother,’ he said, hanging up. 

Of course, it all made sense now, a case of mistake 
identity, and Kennedy, good little journalist that si 
obviously was, had taken full advantage of the situation. 

He couldn’t wait until tomorrow morning. He wou 
show Ms Chase a thing or two. Oh yeah, really. 

☆ ☆ ☆ 

Kennedy drove home thinking about murder and ageing ai 
disease and pain. All the good things. By the time she reach 
er apartment she was ready to call Rosa and yell Yes’ Y 
m with you. I don’t care who he is! Bring him to , 


Wisdom prevailed and she didn’t. Instead she heated a can 
of vegetable P soup, sipped it slowly, took a leisurely bath^and 
got into bed with the latest Elmore Uonard novei - hi- 
wonderfully vivid crime books were her weakness. Thor 
oughly relaxed she fell asleep dreaming of Florida con mer 

and colourful losers. . 

In the morning she felt better. She had no mtennon o 

keeping her appointment to interview Bobby Rush, shec 
already finished the piece and sent it to Mason. She also ha< 
no .intention of informing his rude publicist - let the womai 
find out the hard way. . 

At around ten thirty her phone started ringing, bn 
allowed the machine to pick up and listened in. 

One desperate publicist. 

Good. 


uooa. 

The woman called four times between ten thirty and nooi 


Finally she gave up. 

Kennedy decided to go to the beach. After all, this w: 
California and it was a gorgeous clear day. 

She left her apartment feeling in a great mood. Puttir 
he top down on her Corvette, she drove down the twistir 
turves of Sunset to the ocean. 

When she got back around four diere were several mes 
ages on her machine. Rosa, of course; Bobby Rush - th 
was a surprise; Mason, who said he had to talk to her abo 
the piece; and finally a sad-sounding Nurse Linford. ‘Ke 
nedy, dear ... I don’t know how to say this . . . your fatb 
... he died late this afternoon. I’m sorry. Fm really sorry.’ 

Kennedy gazed blankly at her answering machine ai 
somehow or other fell back into a chair. 

Her eyes filled with tears, slowly they trickled down 1 
checks. 


Now she was completely and utterly alone. 


Tou fucked Charlie Dollar?’ Cheryl exclaimed incredulously, 
as she and Jordanna strolled through Fred Segal checking out 
the new Gaultier and Montana lines. 

It’s not so difficult,’ Jordanna said huffily. ‘After all, he is 
a man.’ 

‘He’s also on Donna’s list of clients,’ Cheryl said, relishing 
the fact she had inside information. ‘He orders up a little 
professional action once in a while.’ 

Jordanna couldn’t help feeling disappointed. ‘He does?’ 
Two girls. Always blondes. Mister Movie Star is into 
watching.’ 

Jordanna hated the fact that Cheryl now considered herself 
an expert on everybody’s sex life. She wished she hadn’t 
confided about her one-nighter with Charlie. 

‘So ... what’s he like in bed?’ Cheryl asked curiously, 
grabbing a black leather bustier off the rail and holding it up 
against herself. 

Why don’t you check it out with one of your blondes?’ 
Jordanna replied tartly. 

‘Hmm . . . jealous?’ Cheryl teased, posing in front of the 
mirror. 

Jordanna narrowed her eyes. It doesn’t suit you.’ 

And being jealous doesn’t suit you ,’ Cheryl retorted, 
throwing the bustier down. 
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q gjn not jealous,’ Jordanna said, furious that Cheryl 
thought she Vyas'-'Charlie can sleep with who he likes. I have 
absolutely no plhtc to v see him again.’ 

A sly smile slid across Cheryl’s face. 'Hasn’t called or lousy 

fuck?’ , 

. Neither,’ Ibr'danna said, closing the subject as they moved 
we? K>tl)e shoe section. She picked up a Chanel.bla ck suede 
and pretended to study it while she thought about 
£jifat$!. How did she feel? She certainly hadn’t fallen for him 
if that’s -the impression Cheryl was under. But a man who 
liked'watching women get it on together . . . ugh . . . major 
turn-off. And she’d slept with him, just like that. 

God, he probably considered her just another dumb star 


fuck. How humiliating. 

A week had passed and he hadn’t called. Not that she 
wanted him to. Not that she’d given him her number. 

Screw Charlie Dollar - the last thing she needed was a 
movie star in her life. 


'Have you heard from your father?’ Cheryl asked, picking 
up a Walter Steiger pump. 

'No.’ 


‘Is he still paying your allowance?’ 

The bank hasn’t called. Pm sure they’d be throwing a shit 
fit if I was bouncing cheques 

'Well ... if you need a top-paying job . . . you know who 
to come to.’ 

Jordanna stifled a giggle as she thought about it. Jordanna 
Levitt. High-class hooker. Daddy couldn’t be too mad, after 
all, he’d married one. 

Shcp was in a pissv mood when she got back to his house. 
‘When arc you moving out?’ he asked, lips pursed, a frown 
on his handsome face. 

o ‘ Wh > ,? f bothering you?’ she retorted defensively. 
"Cause if I am HI pack up and go.’ 

Tou assured me it would only be a few days,’ he reminded 
her. ‘ 

1 told you, Pll move out now.’ 

Tou re so messy j Shep complained, gesturing at magazines 
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littered on the floor, shoes and clothes scattered all around, 
and dirty ashtrays sitting on every surface. 

Tm sorry, 5 she said tartly. ‘I didn’t realize I was living 
with Mister House-proud.’ 

Shep bent to pick up a magazine. ‘My maid only comes in 
twice a week,’ he said accusingly, ‘and instead of pressing my 
shim and doing things for me, she’s busy clearing up after 
you.’ 

She’d heard enough of his complaining. ‘OK, OK, I get 
it, Fm out of here,’ she said, wishing he’d shut up and leave 
her alone. 

°You can go back to your own place,’ he suggested help- 
fully, reaching for another magazine thrown carelessly on the 
floor. Tm sure Jordan will be glad to have you there again.’ 

She hated it when anyone told her what she should do, 
especially Shep, who was so busy l urking in the close t he had 
no right to give advice. Without replying she marched into 
the small guest room, grabbed a suitcase and began stuffing 
it with her clothes. 

Shep appeared in the doorway and stood there watching 
her. ‘You don’t have to leave tonight,’ he said, managing to 
sound hurt. 

Oh, yes, fine. He’d told her to get out and now he was 
trying to play the concerned friend. Well, it was too late. 

Thank you, but Fd prefer to,’ she said frostily. 

Shep was not into rejection. ‘Jordy, don’t be mad at me,’ 
he said, trying to bring her around. 

Tm not,’ she said, continuing to throw things into her 
suitcase. ‘As a matter of fact I was just about to tell you.’ 

Tell me what?’ he asked anxiously. 

Ycnh, tell him what? She drought fast and came up with a 
good one. 

‘Charlie Dollar asked me to move in with him,’ she lied. 

Shep’s surprise was evident, ‘Charlie Dollar?’ 

‘You got it.’ 


☆ ☆ ☆ 



So now she sat in her car with nowhere to spend die night. 
She refused to go home - no way would she give her father 
Z ^faction 6 of seeing her return to the guest house 
Quickly she checked off the alternatives. Staying with Cheryl 
was questionable now she was in the hooker business. 
Marjory had just moved back in with her father on account 
of the threatening letters she’d been receiving. And Grant 
probably had hot and cold girls running all night long. Of 
course, she could always check into a hotel, but that seemed 
such a lonely thing to do. 

On impulse she drove her car in the direction of Charlie 
Dollar’s house. 


☆ ☆ ☆ 

It was seven o’clock and Mac Brooks knew it was time to go 
home because Sharlcen had informed him early in the morn- 
ing there was an important charity event they were supposed 
to attend that evening. 

Tire truth was he didn’t feel like leaving the production 
^ office. He was perfectly happy sitting around with Bobby, 
'Jj ( ~’ arv ar *d Tyrone, discussing script changes, casting, locations 
* and all the planning that went into the months of pre- 
production on a movie - in this case only six weeks because 
they were on an accelerated schedule. 

Casting was of paramount importance. Mac liked every 
role to be perfect - from the star to the extras, he needed the 
actor playing the role to be exactly right. It was reassuring to 
find out that Bobby felt the same way. He was also adamant 
about hiring his regular crew - people he’d used on most of 
his movies. His cinematographer was available, and his first 
assistant. Plus the production designer he favoured and his 
location manager. Soon all the other people would be in 
place, everyone from props to wardrobe. 

Hcd received bad news about the woman who usually 
headed his make-up team. She’d been murdered, somewhere 
in Agoura Hills near where she lived. Christ! The violence 
out on die streets today was lethal. He would miss Margarita, 
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she’d worked with him on four movies. He’d sent a l 
white wreath and did not attend the funeral. He d 
believe in funerals - when someone was gone that wa 
keep only the sweet memories. 

Having spent a week with Bobby, Mac was pleas; 
surprised - he’d known he’d be professional, but he ha 
expected to like Bobby as much as he did. Gary and Tyi 
were great to work with too. 

Making movies and having fun at the same time was 
best experience you could possibly have. Who needed h 
life when work was all consuming? 

The phone rang and Gary handed it to him. 

It was Sharleen. Naturally. ‘Where are you?’ she wa 
sounding upset. 

Tou know where I am,’ he replied patiently. 

We have to leave the house in twenty minutes.’ 

Til meet you there.’ 

There was a quaver in her voice, ‘Mac - ’ 

- Tes?’ 

It’s blacktie. I reminded you this morning.’ 

‘So?’ 

She was trying to be nice in the hope that he’d c< 
running. ‘So that means you’ll have to stop home and cha 
before you meet me.’ 

7 know.’ 

^ Nice wasn’t working. She snapped. It didn’t take mi 
Tou sonofa&teW You’re not coming, are you?’ 

TL1 make it if I can.’ But he had no intention of doing ; 

Slam. Down went the phone. 

Christ! Women! 

‘Trouble?’ Bobby asked casually. 

‘Nothing I can’t handle,’ Mac replied. Tou ever b 

married, Bobby?’ 

A big grin. Hey, I might be an actor, but an idiot 

not! 


* ☆ ☆ 



When Charlie Dollar wasn’t working on a movie he indulged 
himself - doing exactly what pleased him. Sometimes he 
didn’t get out of bed until noon, and then he’d emerge from 
his bedroom and wander around the house in his black silk, 
pyjamas and white tube socks, playing ball with his dogs, 
reading a variety of books, eating tuna-fish sandwiches and 
watching videos of classic movies or reruns of Taxi - his 
personal favourite. 

Around five he was into his receiving mood. Usually 
friends dropped by and hung out, smoking grass and drinki ng 
margaritas. Charlie got off on holding court, expounding his 
theories on every subject to anyone who’d listen. They all 
listened, because he was Charlie Dollar, superstar, and this 
was Hollywood. If you were lucky enough to be in the great 
man’s inner circle, you listened good. 

Jordanna turned up in the middle of one of his entertain- 
ing sessions. His housekeeper, Mrs Willet, a brusque Welsh- 
an, answered the door, thought she was a fan, and 
ipted to get rid of her. 

xcuse me' Jordanna said, pushing past her with a 
mined expression. ‘Mr Dollar is expecting me.’ 

.eally?’ Mrs Willet said, in hot pursuit. We’ll see about 
young missy.’ 

dlow me to jog your memory',’ Jordanna said imperi-. 
'• Madonna, Prince. Outside his bedroom door in the 
lie of the night.’ 

Irs Willet knew when to retreat. Making a rude snorting . 
: she stalked off. 

)ld bag, Jordanna muttered, opening the door to the 
g room and marching boldly in. 
harlie lazed on the couch smoking a joint. Amie stood 
nd the bar fixing margaritas, Melinda Woodson sprawled 
he floor wearing black leather and wraparound dark 
es, her expression sour as usual. 

he two dogs rushed over to greet Jordanna, sniffed her 
* quickly retreated when Charlie snapped his fin- 
Kiddo!’ he exclaimed, beaming. Tou don’t believe in 
mmg phone calls?’ 

sU 

\ 
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Sure. She was back in his life and the first place he drag 
her to was his bedroom. It wasn’t listening he had in min 
T repeat, nothing important.’ 

Swooping down, he picked up two Tower Records 1 
stashed in a comer and handed them to her. ‘Presents, 
said, with a big wide grin. Thought Fd wasted my moi 
but here you are in person. See if I did good.’ 

She peered into the first bag - it was jammed with a 
tape and CD Madonna and Prince had ever made, 
second bag contained Bobby Brown and Coltrane. Fc 
moment she almost lost it. This was thoughtful shit, 
wasn’t used to thoughtful, and it affected her. Thai 
Charlie,’ she said softly. ‘I’ll have to get my CD player bac 
‘From where?’ 

‘My dad’s guest house. I finally left home.’ 

‘Good move.’ 

Not so good. I moved in with a friend who decided I ' 
lob and threw me out.’ 

He raised his bushy eyebrows. ‘A slob, huh?’ 

Yeah. She smiled and gestured around his untidy b 
om. 'Kind of like vou.’ 

‘You need a place to stay?’ 

She hesitated, ‘Well . . .’ 

I got guest rooms cornin’ out my ass. You can mov< 
re.’ 


Ido plan on getting my own apartment,’ she said quic 

Jt first I guess I have to find a job - so if I can stay here 
cw days . . 3 


‘A few days, a few months, who gives a shit as long as - 
n t bug me.’ b 

‘I promise I’ll leave you completely alone.’ 

Grabbing her, he pulled her in for a big wet kiss. 

nerhr T 6Ct 3Way ’ kiddo ' 1 had ^ interest 

ne the other night, didn’t you?’ 

It was . . . memorable.’ 


‘So why didja sneak off before I 
wing reviews.’ 

*1 didn t want to disturb you.’ 


woke up? Maybe I nce< 


‘Hey - 5 He pressed her hand between his legs. “You can 
feel how you disturb me, and it’s a good thing, a real good 
thing.’ 

Tm not a blonde, Charlie.’ 

He frowned. “What did you say?’ 

‘Nothing,’ she said, sinking to her knees. 

She knew exacdy what he required, and she didn’t mind 
obliging. 


141 



Chapter Fifteen 

☆ 


For over a week Michael drifted in and out of consciousness 
lying in a hospital bed. When he finally opened his eyes for a 
sustained period of time he had absolutely no idea where he 
was. 

He lay there, trying to collect his thoughts, realizing he 
was connected to tubes, that his head ached like a sonofabitch 
and that he was unbelievably thirsty. And then it suddenly 
came to him. He’d been shot. He’d been fucking shot! 

Smuggling to remember, it ail became clear. A drug bust. 
Two guys. One of them retreating. He’d known something 
was wong, spun around searching for danger and nearly, got 
blown away. 

He groaned. His head felt like it would bust wide open 
and he’d kill for a glass of water. ‘Anybody around?’ he 
croaked. 


A nurse appeared at his bedside, an earnest little thing 
with cropped brown hair and sparkling eyes. ‘Mr Scorsini,’ 
she said, ‘I do believe you’re with us again.’ 

‘Got shot,’ he mumbled. 


‘No, you didnt, she replied gently, patting his arm 
reassuringly. 


‘Yeah, yeah, I got shot,’ he insisted, 
forehead*^ she said » P Iacin g a cool hand on his 


‘Gotta have water,’ he managed. 

‘Only if you promise to drink it slowly.’ 
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She fetched a paper cup half full of water and held it to hi 

UP He sipped it slowly, savouring every welcome drop. 

<r have to go call Mr Robbins now,’ she said, withdrawn! 
. u a liit toot tn vrai. 


the cup. Tve alerted the doctor. He’s on his way to see you. 
‘Quincy’s here in Hew York?’ 

‘You’re in LA, Mr Scorsini.’ 

Yeah, sure, what did she know? 

His head felt like a launching pad for rocket ship 
Gingerly he reached up, touching his shoulder, knowin 
that’s where he’d been shot. 

There were no bandages — nothing. Goddamn it, the 
weren’t looking after him properly. Had to get the hell oi 
of this hospital. 

After a few minutes the nurse returned to his bedside, ‘fv 
Robbins is on his way,’ she said. Tie’s very happy to he 
you’re awake.’ 

‘Where’s my bandages?’ 

‘What bandages?’ 

T told you - 1 got shot.’ 

‘No, Mr Scorsini, you were in a car accident.’ 

He attempted to sit up, but couldn’t quite make it. Fallii 
back he mumbled, T know who did it. Bin workin’ this ca 
for months. Where’s the Captain? I gotta talk to him.’ 
Tlease relax, Mr Scorsini.’ 

Squeezing his eyes shut he tried to remember more. Yea 
he and his partner had been working undercover when t 
shit went down. They’d met in a warehouse on 42nd Strc 
and everything should have gone real smooth. But no, tht 
was this one Puerto Rican guy who’d gotten suspicious a 
ducked out of sight. Sensing danger, he’d called to his partr 
to cover him while he went after the asshole. 

And then the gunshot - so fucking loud, busting into 1 


body, breaking it apart And after thar ~ unbelievable pain. 


He remembered hitting the ground. The ambulance n 
to the hospital. Frantic faces leaning over him 

' ,p md somebody '*** h 



Fuck the scrambled eggs. By the time Quincy arrived he 
was ready to move, his strength coming back by the minute. 
"What happened? How^d I get here?’ he demanded 
impatiendy. 

‘You’re asking meV Quincy said, waving his arms around. 
1 was expecting you to explain it. Your car flipped over the 
side of Mulholland, and you got thrown out. They found 
you halfway down the hill. You’re goddamn lucky to be 
alive.’ 

T wasn’t anywhere near Mulholland. I followed Daly 
Forrest to a house in Hancock Park. He went inside, and I 
made my way around the back. That’s when I heard Bella’s 
voice. I was about to go for her when I must’ve gotten hit on 
the head.’ 

Quincy looked sceptical. Tou sure?’ 

‘Course I’m sure.’ 

Then how do you explain the car wreck?’ 

They wanted me out the way. It was a set-up.’ 

Quincy scratched his chin. TVho’s they? An’ why would 
they go to all this trouble?’ 

He was already halfway out of bed. That’s what we’re 
gonna find out when you get me outta here.’ 

They won’t release you, I already checked.’ 

‘Get me my clothes. And my gun.’ 

‘You’ll have to make a police statement.’ 

‘What’ll I say? That I was driving up Mulholland and 
zipped over the edge by mistake?’ 

Teah, that’s it, ’cause if you go with the other story 
nobody’s gonna believe you.’ 

“Find my clothes, Q. I told you, we’re outta here.’ 

Quincy knew better than to argue. 

☆ ☆ in 

Gctnng past the downstairs porter in Daly Forrest’s apart- 
ment building on Wilshire was no problem, by this time they 
were old friends. 

Quincy trailed behind Michael complaining all the way. 


145 




Mason Rich flew out from New York to be with Kennedy at 
her father’s funeral. It was a small affair as most of her 
parents’ friends had long passed away. 

Nurse Linford sobbed openly when the casket was low- 
ered into the ground. ‘My father was very fond of you,’ 
Kennedy said, trying to comfort her. ‘He told me often.’ 

1 loved that man,’ Nurse Linford replied, tears rolling 
down her cheeks. 

‘I know,’ Kennedy said sadly. We’!! all miss him.’ 

After the funeral. Mason insisted she accompany him to 
his hotel for a late lunch. 

C I can’t eat,’ she said listlessly, as the waiter led them to a 
table. 

Tou can and you will,’ he said firmly. ‘But first you need 
a strong drink.’ 

She picked at a salad while he spoke about New York and 
mutual friends — all kinds of inconsequential stuff. ‘You have 
to realize,’ he said at last, ‘that if your father was in pain he’s 
better off where he is now.’ 

She sipped the vodka he’d made her order and stared at 
him. Mason had pointed features and a slick of smooth 
brown hair that some people thought was a rug. He dressed 
as if he was about to pose for a fashion spread in G.Q. There 
was no way she could ever find him attractive, but she was 
well aware he lusted after her, even though he was very much 
mamed. That’s a cliche, Mason,’ she said flatly. 


147 



What else do you expect me to say at a time like this?’ 

*1 don’t know.’ She paused for a moment before continu- 
ing. It’s just that when your second parent dies it makes you 
painfully aware of your own mortality. It’s quite frightening. 
I feel very alone.’ 

Mason signalled the waiter for another drink. 'Your father 
was old, and you have to remember he lived an interesting 
life. In many cultures if a person has lived a long and 
rewarding life, death becomes a celebration.’ 

‘I know, it’s just that I feel as if Pm next in line. It makes 
me vulnerable.’ 

'You re thirty-five years old, you’re not going anywhere,’ 
Mason said with a dry laugh. 

1 guess not. She gazed out the window, then glanced 
back at him. Thanks for coming out here.’ 

He pressed his hand over hers. That’s what friends are 
for.’ 


Managing a wan smile, she said, ‘Isn’t that a song title?’ 

broJhrT yOU he said ’ 35 the wa5ter 

sucks ohM, 115 7 3 SCCOnd m ™-'‘Now here’s my 

inSc sun ^dV* k 3 fW WCCks off ’ % to Hawaii ’ & 

tne sun and forget about everything.’ 
rou know that’s not my style ’ 

'You ha»c to mourn, K.C., if, a good thin - 

'vofSTn 6c ™ ‘ N °' What 1 ha ™ ® <1° » 

S, JTJ ‘ T ^ 10 y°“ a >*™ ™y fat -mry/ 

you *** » 

an ordinary ’worT 1 was ^"^g of writing about 
home.’ W ° toutdered outside her own 

‘Somebody I’ve heard of?’ 

‘No, and I’m not even cur* r>n 
investigate further. Ids still violr ^ 1 U . WntC “» 1 have to 
nust wc always focus on rh K " Ce against W0J ncn, but why 

WeeiebriS STn^th’’™ 6 '' ° f it? ’ 

t?’ d W ^° s B 01 ng to want to read 

‘You’d be surprised.’ 



Drumming his fingers on the table he said, 
talking about work, can we discuss your Bobby 1 
‘What is there to discuss?’ 

‘It’s lightweight. You make him out to be too 
‘He is nice,’ 

‘Maybe. But I need more juice. I thougl 
planning on covering the father/son angle — stirr 
1 thought you gave assurances we wouldn’ 
angle.’ 

Mason didn’t care. “Do a rewrite,’ he said. TE 
tism in Hollywood, the shallowness of fame, a 
who he’s screwing.’ 

Kennedy controlled her anger. ‘Get yourself as 
Tm not criticizing your writing,’ Mason said 
a well-written piece, and I like the mistaken iden 
‘What are you saying?’ she challenged. Th; 
want to run it?’ 

7uice it up, K.C.’ 

'I wrote Bobby Rush the way I saw him.’ 

‘OK, OK, but don’t soft-pedal your next cele 
ment. Tm pretty certain we can get you Charlie 1 
Her interest perked. ‘Yes?’ 

‘He’s executive producer on his new movie _sc 
promote. He doesn’t usually do print, but a co 
Style Wars will suit him fine.’ He snapped hi; 
the cheque, 7 have a plane to catch. You sui 
right?’ 

‘I’m certain, Mason. And once again, I reall 
you flying out here, it means a lot to me.’ 

‘Any time, K.C., you know you’re my favour 
planting a wet kiss on her cheek. 

Rosa, who’d had to run back to the TV stu< 
funeral, appeared at her apartment in the early e 
spending the night,’ she announced, dumping a 
travel bag in the hall. 

c No, you’re not,’ Kennedy said firmly. 

JYes, I am,’ Rosa replied, equally firm. ‘We’ 
eat, we’ll have a girls’ night in.’ 
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ment. Til call you later,’ she said, waving as she hurried to 
her car. ‘Catch me on the six o’clock news, and take a look at 
the latest weather guy, I hear he’s available.’ 

What a matchmaker! The last thing Kennedy needed was 
a man. She needed space and time. She needed to throw 
herself into her work. 

With that in mind she went to the library and read 
everything she could about the woman’s murder in Agoura 
Hills. Her father was right - why focus on high-profile 
Hollywood when there were stories taking place every day 
that affected people in a far more immediate way. 

A woman had died violently and she couldn’t find much 
coverage - only two newspaper reports. The first featured a 
dramatic headline: 

WOMAN SLAIN OUTSIDE OWN HOME 

She scanned the story: 

Margarita Lynda, 37, was found strangled to 
death next to her car outside her house early 
this morning. There was no apparent robbery 
attempt, and rape is not suspected. A passerby 
spotted the body at 7.40 a.m. and summoned 
deputies. Lynda, an Agoura Hills resident, was 
separated from her husband and had no chil- 
dren. She was a film make-up artist who had 
recently completed work on a Grant Lennon 
movie. Sheriff’s officials are investigating. 

The second story was even briefer. 

Hmm . , . Kennedy thought, not much to go on. But her 
journalistic mind was in action. Why had this woman been 
murdered? What was the movie? 

It was her destiny to find out. She owed it to the memory 
of her father. 


151 


☆ 


The Matt trailed his socm-to-be victim all day long. It gave him a 
perverse thrill burning that he could follow her every move without 
her realizing. 

He blew his victim. He blew plenty about her. 

Fact one. She was a lesbian. 

Fact two. She lived with her mother. 

Fact three. She had two cats and a mall dog. 

His victim spent a busy day. First there was a trip to the dry 
cleaners, the photographic shop, a stop at the shoe repairers , lunclj 
with a friend, and then a movie. It was not a film The Man was 
interested in, it was afaolish love story. But he sat in the theatre 
anyway - two seats behind his victim, who was not alone. She was 
with her friend from lunch, a younger woman in a yellow sweater 
and loose slacb. 


Perverts, The Man thought to himself. He’d newer understood 

ww one woman could be attracted to another. It simply wasn’t 
right. r J 

After the movie the two companions shared a coffee and then 
went their separate ways. 

The Man followed his victim home. He thought about taking 
Her then and 'there before she entered her house, but it was still 
light out, and he didn’t want to run any risb. He had no 

, backt‘ojnifif et ^ n ^ atu ^ Tt ' U ,ere was no way he could ever go 
He waited in his car, parbd in a spot where nobody would 
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notice. He waited patiently knowing that at nine o’clock his victim 
would merge and walk her dog as she did every night. 

Sure enmgh this event occurred. 

The Man left his car and fell into step behind her as she walked 
along the quiet side-street in West Hollywood. After a few 
moments the victim sensed she was being followed and glanced 
behind her. 

The Man did not hesitate, he approached boldly. Do you have 
the time?’ he asked politely. 

She looked at him , a puzzled expression crossing her face. ‘Don’t 
I know—?’ 

The Man nodded. ‘Yes, you know me,’ he said, not allowing 
ho- to finish her sentence. 

With me massive blow he knocked her to the ground, taking 
ho- by surprise. She fell sileittly. Her small dog began to bark and 
growl. He gave it a vicious kick and it scampered off down the 
street whimpering. 

The Irian squatted next to his victim, placing his hands around 
ho- throat and slowly and methodically began to squeeze. 

She struggled once, her body twitching uncontrollably, and 
then it was over. 

There was one thing left to do. The Man reached into his inner 
pocket producing a thin strip of cardboard on which he had pasted 
- with letters cut from newspapers - the words DEATH TO the 
traitors. He placed it neatly across her chest, took one last look 
around and returned to his car. 

Then he drove off, humming softly to himself. 

Victim number two disposed of Four more to go. 

He was a master of the game. 
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Chapter Seventeen 

☆ 


living with Charlie Dollar was quite a trip. He was totall] 
mdemanding, not at all possessive, and didn’t care-hoy 
nuch of a mess she made. The only drag was his sten 
housekeeper, who eyed her like she was about to commi 
arson on a daily basis. 

Ignore the old witch,’ Charlie said with one of his crazec 
chuckles. ‘She’s been with me fifteen years. Princess Di coul< 
move in and she wouldn’t approve.’ 

Hut she watches me, Charlie, like Pm about to stea 
something.’ 

‘Arc you?’ 

Jordanna stuck out her tongue and wiggled it at him 
Tuck you, asshole.’ 

driver?’^^ eVCr • >OU you m a m outli like a trucl 


She grinned. ‘Yeah, frequently.’ 

It ain’t^ lady Ukc!’ OUr dialogUC ’ kiddo ’’ he said good-naturedly 


u. r ? C ^ a k° ut dicir relationship - they were compati 

nemdnr 1 ! 5^ years older her. Jordan 

KA Cn, ° yCd h ' S , C ° mpany ’ hc was certa ‘ n iy more fan t. 
be wth than some Midnight Cowboy with a tight ass an. 

^ *77 Shc ’ d had cnou g h of them to las 
Zd iSS f** S° W much Ws past love Iif 
tvidi an arrrr ' n C Cat ^‘ word was that he’d been livin; 
^ “ amCSS Up untd a months ago, and they had 
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three-year-old child together that he saw occasionally. Que: 
honing wasn’t her style. If Charlie wanted to tell her anythin 
he would. As it was she felt they were a couple, and it was 
nice secure feeling. 

Some of his habits drove her crazy. He played Sinatra an 
Tony Bennett on the stereo — foil volume yet! He ai 
cornflakes in bed in the middle of the night. He was alwa] 
stoned. And he liked her to give him endless head. 

After several days she decided to go to her father’s gue 
house and collect a few' more of her possessions. Even thoug 
she slept most nights with Charlie in his bedroom, she 5 
staked out a nice big comer room in the house and there w; 
plenty' of space for her things. 

Tou gonna tell your old man you moved in with me 
Charlie asked, a wicked glint in his eyes. 

‘Why would I do that!’ she replied coolly, unwilling to g< 
into a discussion about her father. 

‘Surely he’s curious to know wflere you’re living!’ 

. Shrugging, she said, ‘Jordan has a new wife to won 
about, he doesn’t care what I do.’ 

Charlie nodded wisely'. He will - when he gets a sni 
you’re living with me.’ 

Was it her imagination or did he seem to want Jordan i 
know'? 

‘You have your opinion, and I have mine,’ she sail 
thinking that she had no intention of telling her father. If si 
w-as lucky she could sneak back to the guest house, grab hi 
stuff, and be out of there before anyone even realized she w; 
around. 

Unfortunately it was not to be. When she arrived at ri 
guest house she w r as confrontedJby Kim, standing at the dex 
supervising a couple of maids and two removal men. 

She watched in amazement as her favourite couch w: 
carried out. ‘What the hell’s going on?’ she asked, ou 
raged. 

Kim hardly glanced in her direction. ‘Oh, it’s you.’ 

C lcah, it’s me, and w'hat the fuck are vou doing with n 
stuff:’ ' 6 


T was under the impression you left,’ Kim said briskly. 
That’s what Jordan told me.’ 

myrirings 1 ^ ° r n0t y ° U have no business messing with 

,, Ti ?,. havin S c ^ er ything put in storage,’ Kim said offhand- 
edly. We need the space.’ 

g ° r T cnou gh space to accommodate a fucking 

footbaU team!’ Jordanna said furiously. S 

We need more,’ Kim replied, with a tight little smile. 

conml. ‘Does Iordan knowl'thc SSfeSv “ S,3y '* 
b.o„de her 

Sharply, deJeSS “iTgl * c P u "f ™ h ^ ordama «««l 
W™ w you talkmg a b out >. PP h “ A 

^member Domiaf . 

J" for she a 6 “ ">«c. 

didn’t take t <1 y . 

‘Because she sure remem h?”* ^ ° nCC or nvice - Why?’ 
before continuing. Tell me Y ° U / Jordanna Paused briefly 
Not a flicker. ‘I don’t Imm^’ if J ° rdan awarc of your past?’ 
P P-ed on, ££££ «*** 

US alone? S SXu’tTJF- ^ ^ IeavC 
at your age?’ 8 } snil ta bmg money from him 

,0rda ™» »« »gm y . 

^Tc y glared at each other. 

Wt need 'jw fc said “ » 
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‘A difficult life indeed! 5 Jordanna snorted. Tike you would 
snow. 5 

‘I know everything about Jordan — including how disap- 
pointed he is in you. 5 

Kim’s words stung. Was he really disappointed in her, or 
nzs Kim simply making it up to hurt her? 

The only thing you know is that you love every moment 
pf being Mrs Jordan Levitt, 5 she fired back. You sure moved 
in on him big time, didn’t you? 5 

c Yes, I did, 5 Kim replied defiantly. ‘And you’re not spoiling 
it for me. 5 
T can try. 5 

‘Where’s your proof? He’ll never believe you. 5 
Til get proof. 5 

Tm having his baby,’ Kim said triumphantly. “You don’t 
have a chance. 5 
We’ll see. 5 

T)o what you have to do, 5 Kim said with an exasperated 
sigh. ‘Because, frankly, if it’s a choice between you and me, I 
know who he’ll choose. 5 She turned around and marched 
down the path towards the big house. 

‘Don’t bet on it! 5 Jordanna yelled after her. 

Kim didn’t look back. 

Jordanna rushed into the guest house.- Two Spanish maids 
were busy loading up boxes with her possessions. What are 
you doing? 5 she asked, grabbing a stack of tapes out of one 
of the women’s hands. 

‘Mrs Levitt - she told us to pack everything, 5 the shortest 
woman said, her broad face expressionless. 

Tlease get out of here, 5 Jordanna said wearily. Til take 
care of it myself.’ 

The women exchanged glances and left. 

So Daddy really wanted her out permanendy. Well, that 
was fine with her, she certainly wasn’t staying where she 
" 350 1 welcome, and there was no way she’d accept any more 
money from him either. 

Grabbing the phone, she dialled information and got the 


157 



number of a moving firm. They promised to have a van there 
within the hour. 

By five o’clock she was packed and ready to split. There 
was no word from Jordan. Surprise, surprise. Should she go 
say goodbye, and casually throw into the conversation she 
was living with Charlie Dollar? 

Why not? May as well piss him off all the way. ' 

She headed for the main house and was disappointed to 
find nobody around except Kim, who emerged from the 
kitchen and said a curt, 'Yes?’ 

‘Where’s my father?’ 

‘Oh, didn’t I mention he’s away on a location scout,’ Kim 
said sweetly. ‘So ... I guess your little talk with him will 
have to wait.’ 

Tt can wait, Kim. When you see him, tell him he can call' 
me at Charlie Dollar’s.’ 

Kim raised an eyebrow. ‘Really?’ 

‘Yes, really.' 

Licking her pink lips Kim gave a small venomous smile. 
‘Do give Charlie my love,’ she said. ‘We’re old friends.’ 


* ☆ ir 

Driring back to Charlie’s with the moving van following 

; SC |L t' 1 >^ Cr * >orsc ^ e ’ Jordanna couldn’t help wonder- 

wL* Kim S c *P ression of triumph. Give him my love. Ha! 

Thirl' m onc ° t ^ c W° n des that Cheryl had mentioned 
Ohmic enjoyed getting it on with? 

phonT Cn ° Ugh IO 6nd ° Ut ' She CaIled Cher yJ on the car 

fro^oTinX ’° U bCCn?> ChCITl aSkCd - 41 haVCn,t 

mat U info U mmon?’ 8ht ” ^ **** information -’ 

kind ofTw^hin U !!^ d mC * at Garlic was into like 
Kind ot a watching thing with blondes’’ 

L , you wcrc i^otis,’ Cheryl shrieked. 

Merely cunous. Was Kim one of the blondes’’ 



Til have to look up his records.’ 

T)o that for me, will you.’ 

‘Are you still at Shep’s?’ 

Til call back.’ 

Tou’re being so mysterious.’ 

‘All will be revealed later.’ 

☆ ☆ ☆ 

Charlie’s housekeeper took one quick look at the van loaded 
with Jordanna’s possessions and scurried off to find her boss. 

Jordanna issued instructions to the moving men as they 
unloaded die truck. 

After a few minutes Charlie wandered out to the front of 
the house, tucking his shirt into his pants. He stood on the 
top step surveying the action. ‘I see you’re moving in,’ he 
said at last. 

‘You told me I could stay.’ 

‘I didn’t know you were bringing a van full of stuff.’ 

She hoped he wasn’t going to be difficult. ‘Is it a problem, 
Charlie?’ 

‘Nope. As a matter of fact I’m kind of pleased.’ 

‘You are?’ 

■■ ‘I said to make yourself at home.’ 

Thank you.’ 

Tie thing is, kiddo, we’ll have fun while it lasts, bui 
eventually you’ll have to find your own place. And like you 
said - get yourself a job. ’Cause the truth of die matter is, 1 
ain’t Daddy, and you gotta make your own spending money. 1 

She narrowed her eyes, annoyed diat he drought she wa 5 
after his precious money. ‘Did I ask you for money, Charlie?’ 

‘No, but Fm sure you’re gonna want some, so I came u[ 
with a Charlie Dollar special-on-salc brilliant idea.’ 

‘What idea is that?’ 

T scored you a job, kiddo.’ 

‘A job?’ 

Tcah. I had lunch with Bobby Rush, an’ whaddya know 
hes looking for an assistant. I told him you’d fit right in.’ 
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Thanks a lot,’ she said, not exactly thrilled at the prospect 
of working for Bobby Rush. 

‘Anything wrong with that?’ 

T did that assistant thing once, it’s boring.’ 

‘Correct me if Fm wrong, but wasn’t it ym who told me 
you wanted to act?’ 

What’s that got to do with anything?’ 

It doesn’t just fall into place, kiddo, you have to learn. 
It’ll be good for you to be on a set watching what goes on.’ 

Tve been on a set since I was bom,’ she said, exasperated 
that he was trying to fix her up without asking her. 

‘So you’ll do it again. I started off shifting scenery — got 
me an education before I went in front of the camera. It sure 
put me ahead of the game.’ 

‘Charlie - ’ 

Now he was challenging her, his eyes watchful and 
amused. Too tough a gig, huh?’ he asked, staring her down. 

T can do it, she said defensively. ‘I just don’t want to.’ 

‘You’ll make your own money for once.’ 

Finally it was getting interesting. ‘How much?’ 

Charlie chuckled. Til negotiate for you, kiddo. Fm .a 
specialist when it comes to killer deals.’ 


* ☆ ☆ 
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‘Wasn’t she staying with you?’ 



‘Left a few days ago.’ 

*Why?’ 

‘Said she was moving in with Charlie Dollar. I haven’i 
heard from her since.’ 

‘Charlie Dollar? Are you sure?’ 

That’s what she told me.’ 

‘Hmm . . . giving it away for free again,’ Cheryl sai( 
disapprovingly. 1 could make her a fortune.’ 

‘You’re disgusting.’ 

‘Why’s that, Shep, dear?’ 

T)on’t you realize what you’re doing?’ 

‘F ulfillin g a need. One that you obviously don’t have.’ 

* Excuse me?’ 

‘Oh, come off it, everyone knows your preference.’ 

A long silent moment, then, ‘ Bitch P 
‘Likewise.’ 

She was about to call Amie to find out Charlie’s numbt 
when a girl arrived for a pre-arranged interview. What 
business! Pick the best prospects, send them out on a job an 
pocket forty per cent of the fee. There was no shortage c 
girls, they applied in droves, recommended by friends an 
acquaintances. And because this was Hollywood they wei 
usually pretty, with good bodies - all of them, with fe’ 
exceptions, would-be actresses, singers and models, out t 
pick up extra money. 

The girl today was a voluptuous nineteen-year-old bn 
nette with a Cindy Crawford look. She was perfectly love 
except for her crooked front teeth which needed fixing bj 
time. Cheryl loved being in a position of power. Critidziii 
the girls was a definite highlight of the job, plus making b 
bucks and enjoying the special relationship she was beginnir 
to develop with the johns. 

Ah ... the johns - what a mixed-up group they wer 
Donna had warned her about their idiosyncrasies, but, jee 
some of these guys were into major weird. 

One client requested girls dressed as nuns; anoth 
required every hair on their bodies to be shaved; and a certa 
Arab prince ordered up dozens of bottles of Cristal ai 


tdless cans of Beluga caviar so he could eat and dnnk off 
e girl of his choice. Cheryl’s personal favourite was the big 
tion star who got off on being scolded while three girls 
cessed in green leather elf uniforms led him around the 
jom on a choke-chain leash. 

Cheryl felt true power for the first time m her Me. in tact, 
he felt so in control that she’d stopped her twice-weekly 
isits to her shrink. Being a madam was better- than therapy 
my day. She finally felt fulfilled. 

She often thought about what would happen if her 
Uustrious and socially connected parents ever found out what 


she was doing now. 

They would hang themselves in the middle of Chasens, 
that’s what would happen. Her mother - so proper and 
Nancy Reagan-like when she wasn’t rolling around drunk. 
And her father, Ethan, Mister Big Studio Owner, with two 
mistresses he’d had for ten years stashed in matching apart- 
ments either end of town. What a hypocrite he was, she was 
surprised she hadn’t found him listed in Donna’s fat black 
book. 

Fortunately she didn’t have to seek their approval any 
more, she’d made it on her own. 

Idly she wondered if Shep was right, and Jordanna had 
moved in with Charlie Dollar. Shacking up with a dissolute 
movie star old enough to be her father was pure Jordanna. 

‘How much can I expect to make a week?’ 

Cheryl was jolted back to reality by the lovely girl sitting 
in front of her with the crooked front teeth. 


TJh ... it all depends,’ she said. Tf the client likes you - 
return engagements can be quite frequent.’ 

‘I’m only doing this because I need the money,’ the girl 
said. ‘And my friend told me Til meet men who might help 
my career.’ 

Cheryl nodded. How naive these girls were. Did they 
honesdy believe anyone was going to help them? The truth 
was they’d get royally fucked for a year or two, make a lot of 
money, and hopefully go home to the litric town they came 
from and marry the boy next door. 
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We’ll have to get your teeth fixed,’ Cheryl said bluntly. 

The girl’s hand flew to cover her mouth. T can’t afford it,’ 
she muttered guiltily. 

Til give you an advance, it’ll be deducted from your fees.’ 
Another fifteen minutes of conversation and Cheryl sent 
the girl, on her way with a dentist’s appointment and a 
rendezvous with Grant that evening. 

Grant was her front man, sleeping with the girls on a trial 
basis and later giving her a full report so she was sure they 
knew what they were doing. He performed this service for 
free. Hardly a favour, since sex was the main thrust of his life 
as he strove to keep up with his father’s legendary reputation. 
On one level it saddened Cheryl that Grant was prepared to 
do this. But at least it kept them close, and she’d always liked 
having him around. 

The phone rang. It was head of development at one of the 
major studios. They exchanged pleasantries for a few 
moments before he announced the real reason for his call. 
We got a French actor in town, totally crazed. He requires 
two girls - one Eurasian, one good old American white trash 
- he’s into that Guess-girl look, the one with the big silicone 
tits and the straw in her hair. His hotel, eight o’clock tonight.’ 
A slight pause. 'Oh, and, honey, have your girls bring the 
coke. My connection’s taking a trip.’ 

TTo problem,’ Cheryl replied calmly, although this was the 
first time she’d been asked to supply drugs, and it didn’t give 
her much of an opportunity to decide whether she wanted to 
do so or not. 

After putting the phone down she called Grant and asked 
if he could help out. Grant didn’t have to think about it, he 
offered to supply her with whatever she needed. c My friendly 
neighbourhood dealer will be happy to oblige,’ he said. 
T>on’t worry about it.’ 

Things were moving faster than she’d expected. 

Too fast, maybe? 

No. Never. 



163 



Chapter Eighteen 

— ☆ 


Weeks passed and nothing became clear except that he’d been 
set up. Michael couldn’t find a lead of any kind and it was 
driving him insane. He had a daughter out there somewhere 
and nobody knew what had happened to her. It was almost 
like Bella had never existed. 

Rita was dead. Murdered. So was Daly Forrest. The lovers 
shot execution-style, and the kicker was - with his gun. The 
gun Quincy couldn’t find when they’d checked out of the 
hospital had turned up in Daly’s apartment, and Michael 
immediately became suspect number one. Now he was sure 
' he’d been set up. They’d knocked him out, taken his gun, 
and used it for the double killing. And he had no idea who 
‘they 5 were. The cops had experienced no trouble tracking 
the gun to him, he’d purchased it as soon as he’d arrived 
in California, acquired a legal permit to carry — and now 
this. 

The detective on the case had hauled him in for question- 
ing and he wasn’t released until it was established he’d been 
with Quincy since leasing the hospital and therefore couldn’t 
have done it. 

Within hours the media jumped on the case. It was a hot 
one. A good-looking redhead and a rich older man, dis- 
covered in bed together in a luxurious apartment. He’d 
produced porno movies. She’d starred in one. And her ex- 
husband had discovered the bodies. Juicy stuff. The TV news 
magazines went to town. 


The detective handling the case let out the information 
about the missing child and the father searching for her. 
Suddenly Michael was big news, and founcf himself pursued 
by the press. To Amber’s fury they gathered outside the 
Robbins’ house waiting to pounce. 

After forty-eight hours of this inconvenience, Michael 
moved out 'and went into hiding in a hotel. The press 
tracked him down. He moved to another hotel, and hours 
later they' were staking a spot outside still begging for an 


interview. 

‘Maybe you should do something, 5 Quincy' suggested. 
‘Somebody out there watching might know where Bella is. 
Whyn’t you talk to Rosa Alvarez on the local news? A friend 
of mine knows her boyfriend, so let’s see if we can set it up 
an’ make sure she treats you right.’ 

Michael nodded. He was getting desperate. ‘Go ahead, 
arrange it. 5 

After all, he had nothing to lose. 

The events of the last few weeks were a horrible blur. 
After dealing with the police and finally convincing them 
he’d had nothing to do with the killings, he’d set off on a 
quest of his own to get to the truth. Nobody seemed to 
remember Bella, although they all remembered Rita — she’d 
cut quite a swath. 

The first thing he’d done was return to the house in 
Hancock Park where he’d followed Daly Forrest. The door 
was answered by an ancient caretaker who’d informed him 
the house was unoccupied and had been for several years. 
Michael didn’c believe him, but what could he do? 

He’d checked out the back garden, peering through the 
kitchen window. From what he could see, the room looked 
dusty’ and unused - maybe-the old man was telling the truth, 
and he’d gotten the wrong house. Since being hit on the 
head he’d been suffering from the occasional blinding head- 
ache - Christ, what if he was losing his fucking memory’? 

His next move had been to go after Heron Jones, only to 
discover Heron had taken off, leaving no forwarding address. 
Quincy and Amber had somehow gotten him through it. 


165 



We’re gonna find your kid,’ Quincy assured him daily. “If 
she’s out there we’ll find her.’ 

In the meantime he continued to pursue every lead, 
getting exaedy nowhere. He talked to business acquaintances 
and employees of Daly’s, he even tracked a scattering of the 
movie crew who’d worked with Rita on the one movie she’d 
performed in. And performed was the right word. He’d seen 
it - a soft pom exploitive piece of crap, with Rita in a small 
role making ail the appropriate moves. 

It saddened him drat she’d thought appearing in that kind 
of low-life film was going to get her anywhere. 

The police put out a Missing Persons Report on Bella, - 
informing him that’s all they could do. 

Meanwhile, the investigation of Daly and Rita’s murder 
reached a dead end. There were suspects involved with the 
pom industry, but nobody they could pin anything on. It 
was frustrating, but Michael refused to give up. 

Rosa Alvarez arrived at his hotel with her crew. She was 
warm and sympathetic . Tm so sorry, Michael, to hear about 
your little girl,’ she said, pressing her hand over his. 
k , J K ' in ^ ormc d her. ‘I’m uncomfortable doing this, 
J* 1 , ncc to P ut out a message in case anybody knows 
ything. You 11 show Bella’s picture on camera, right?’ 

« JUm mC y ? Ur Story ’’ Rosa said soothingly. ‘And Tm 
sure we u sec results.’ ° ’ 

He shrugged. ‘It’s a short story.’ 

auich°^t° dy kn ° W someti ™g,’ Rosa said, taking a 
do duVnr 1 T irr ° r 311(1 fiuffin g her hair. ‘And if they 
Teah " TZ “5* ***“ «> ^e forward.’ 

right thing ^ ^ n0t ^ y conv ' nccd he was doing die 

A^ZSZSZ****-*' 

You make it sound so easy.’ & 

^t will be if we take it nice and slow.’ 

the lapel of his^r^ atrac ^ in g a small microphone to 
ShSL 2 hf.™ ^ th “s ht of interview 

8 th ' sh,t ont °f I"®- Michael Scorsini, who'd fared 



up to guns, drug dealers and God knew what else, was scared, 

and vet at the same time hopeful. 

When the interview started he was dry-mouthed and 
found himself mumbling all over the place. But Rosa knew 
her stuff, she dealt with him gently, drawing him out until he 

told his story as clearly as he could. 

When it was over she seemed pleased. She handed him her 

card. ‘Call me, we’re sure to get a big response. 5 . ^ 

He pocketed her card. Thanks. I appreciate this.’ 

Td like to do a follow-up - maybe in a couple of weeks? 
Perhaps we’ll have good news. What do you think?’ 

‘What do I think? I think Fm gonna find my daughter and 
then we’ll see.’ 


☆ ☆ ☆ 

Tve caught you a live one,’ Rosa announced triumphantly as 
she and Kennedy worked out. 

Kennedy was on the treadmill, reaching the end of a 
vigorous thirty-minute stint. ‘How many times do I have to 
tell you,’ she said, almost out of breath, ‘Nix was positively 
my last blind date.’ 

‘No, no,’ Rosa said, lifting light hand-weights. Tou don’t 
understand.’ 

‘Oh, yes, I understand perfectly.’ 

This guy is the one,’ Rosa said, working on her arms. 
And handsome too. He looks like a movie star. If I wasn’t 
with Ferdy I’d grab him for myself. But since I’m such a 
generous friend Fm handing him your way.’ 

Kennedy slowed the treadmill down. Thanks, but no 
thanks.’ 

‘Let me tell you about him,’ Rosa said, fill 1 of enthusiasm. 
He s an ex-New York detective. In fact, he’s the ex-detective 

the one who’s been all over the news. You know, with the 
missing kid. 

»p oS^g y °e£ brinSinS me “ m Wi * Pt ° blems « 
<N °’ n0 ’ 11115 P roblem get solved. Only I have no idea 
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what the outcome will be, it doesn’t sound good, but who 
knows?’ She paused for a moment before adding. There’s 
something about Michael - 1 know you’ll love him.’ 

Kennedy stepped off the treadmill, grabbed a towel and 
slung it around her heck. 1 will not love him, because I am 
not going to meet him.’ 

Rosa put down the weights and took a breather. ‘Did you 
see my interview with him? The response was amazing, we 
got over three hundred letters from women. Can you believe 
it? And, what’s more, forty-three of them proposed marriage!’ 

That’s good. He can find himself a lovely wife, go off and 
live happily ever.’ 

‘What’s the matter with you lately? Don’t you have any 
heart? I’m offering you this great-looking guy that forty-three 
women want to marry, and you’re turning him down?’ 

Rosa, English is your first language, right?’ 


Then why don’t you understand me? I do not wish to be 
ixcd up.’ 

Tou used to be willing to take chances.’ 

‘I still do - in mv work.’ 

So now you’re becoming a nun?’ 

Kennedy ignored the comment. ‘By the way,’ she said, 
' C cen meaning to ask, do you know anything about the 
voman who was murdered in West Hollywood a few weeks 

‘What woman?’ 

i jtwun Jni u' VJS Stephanie Wolff - she was strangled, the 
-amc MO as Margarita Lvnda.’ 

“Really?’ 


for no ■«“ 

vn ' ni g ” 1 ncws division to look into it.’ 

POB* » see if the 


in any way, but I got nowhere.’ 
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Kennedy laughed drily. ‘You sound like my editor. If 
somebody gets murdered do they have to be famous before 
anybody pays attention?’ 

1 thought celebrity interviews were your thing. When 
does your Bobby Rush piece appear?’ 

‘It’ll be on the stands this week.’ 

‘Did you hear from him after your interview?’ 

‘No. He tried calling me a couple of times. I never 
returned the calls.’ 

Why?’ 

‘Because I didn’t want to explain myself. Better he reads 
the interview, I think he’ll like it.’ 

Tm sure he will,’ Rosa said, with a sigh. ‘And if he does, 
and he calls again, will you date him?’ 

“No.’ 

‘No, huh?’ Rosa shook her head. “You’re a strange one.’ 

☆ ☆ it 

Amber deposited her children with a girlfriend and spent two 
days traipsing around until she found Michael an apartment 
- a perfectly nice furnished one-bedroom on Riverside Drive 
in.the Valley. 

“Don’t know what I’d do without you,’ he told her 
gratefully as she helped him settle in. 

‘Somehow Pve got a feeling you’d manage,’ Amber said, 
organizing the tiny kitchen. ‘You’re a survivor. You keep on 
proving it.’ 

He caught her in a hug. “That’s ’cause Fve got good 
friends who are always around to support me.’ 

She looked at him for a moment, her eyes full of sympathy. 
We care about you, Michael. Underneath that tough guy 
exterior lurks a very special friend.’ 

Her words touched him, but it wasn’t enough to jolt him 
out of a deep depression. 

After she left, he sat in his new apartment on his rented 
couch and thought about having a drink. A double Scotch. 
With ice. 



Oh, Christ, he could fucking smeE it, taste it, feel the 
strong Equid burning a path down his throat. 

Why not? he asked himself. Why the fitck not? 

Because he had to stay sober to find his daughter. There 
was no chance if he was out of his head. And that’s how 
alcohol affected him. It turned him into a crazy man. It 
turned him into his fucking stepfather. Uncontrollable. 

I am powerless over alcohol, he thought. Totally 
powerless. 

He’d never forget the night before the day he’d sobered 
up. What a bad trip that was. Rita and he got involved in 
one of their usual fights about money and her extravagant 
spending habits. She’d screamed at him that he was no good 
- exactly like his real father. 

“You don’t know my real father,’ he’d yelled at her. 

T don’t have to,’ she’d yelled back. ‘Sal told me all about 
him, and you’re just as bad. A loser. A nothing. A down-and- 
out bum!’ 

He’d stormed out of their apartment and gone to a bar 
where, after two hours of heavy drinking, he’d allowed 
himself to get picked up by a tall sexy blonde in a mini-skirt 
and tight sweater. 


Drinking was his curse, when he drank he became a 
different person - someone he hated - but once he started he 
couldn’t stop. 


The blonde was persistent and he wasn’t resisting. They’d 
ended up in a cheap hotel room off Times Square with a 

ci strai S^ lt K quila and their hands all over each other. 
S ic d given him head and he’d grabbed her tits. 

Memories were blurred up until then, but he’d never 
forget what happened next. Everything had flashed into sharp 
ocus w cn the sexy blonde had dropped her short skirt and 
lace pannes and shown him her penis and baEs. 

Goddanm it! He’d realized he was with a flicking 
transvesnte! 

„ the crap out of ‘iff, and her/his screaming 

° , , , car or blocks. He’d puEcd his gun and wanted 

ow c perverffs brains out. Fortunately the cops had 



gotten there in time before he killed the motherfucker. Ant 
he would have. Oh yeah, no doubt about it. 

The next day Quincy had gotten him into Rehab tor 
gruelling four weeks. After that he’d started attending Aj 
meetings. 

He’d never looked back. His past was too scary. 

He realized now that he needed to work the programn 
again, start attending meetings before it was too late. 

God grant me the serenity 
to accept the things I cannot 
change. The courage to change 
the things I can. And the 
wisdom to know the difference. 

He remembered the AA Serenity Prayer and immediate 
felt calmer. 

The truth was he was in a slump because he honesi 
didn’t know what to do next. He was a detective f 
chrissakes, he knew how to solve cases - but he couldn’t £ 
anywhere with finding his own daughter and it was break! 
him up. 

He’d loved Rita once, she was the mother of his child, t 
there was no way he could summon up any grief about 1 
demise, only anger that she’d deprived him of his little girl 
Quincy was working on a case involving a series 
threatening letters being sent to the daughter of a televisi 
magnate. At first he’d assisted Michael in his investigation 
Rita’s murder and Bella’s disappearance as best he could, 1 
work beckoned, and when they’d encountered a series 
leads that took diem nowhere, he’d finally had to back off. 

In the morning Quincy called and insisted he come 
dinner that night. On the way over he stopped off at a me 
ing. It was a worthwhile move and calmed him considerat 
Amber had cooked meadoaf, mashed potatoes and a 
fried onions. Comfort food. They sat around the kite! 
table enjoying each other’s company. 

Amber decided he needed the company of a won 
Quincy decided he needed to get laid. They were both on 


case, until he finally acquiesced and agreed to go 
date* with a friend of Amber’s from her salsa dance c 
<1 don’t know her well,’ Amber explained. ‘But si 
pretty. I showed her your picture and she’s willing 
you.’ 

The bad news is she’s a would-be actress,’ Quir 
rupted, grinning, ‘1 got a look at her the other nigh 
met Amber from class. Nice legs - get her in the 
wrap ’em around your neck, Mike, you’ll be a new rr 
Amber tut-tutted. ‘Is that the only thing you can 
- sex? It’s companionship he needs at a time like this 
Quincy’s grin broadened. 'Yeah, sure, honey, cor 
ship, an’ a little pussy to go with it!’ 

You’re so crude,’ Amber said crossly. 

It’s pan of my charm, sweet thing!’ Quincy said, t 
Michael a knowing wink. 


☆ * ☆ 

Thcv met in the bar of the Hvatt Universal Hotel. 

‘Shelia?’ 

‘Michael?’ 

They circled each other like wary soldiers on eithe 
the battlefield. She was California pretty with the i 
toned and tanned body, deep : dish tits exhibited in a 
short dress, and long sexv legs. 

‘Shall we go into the restaurant?’ Michael asked, 
titiously checking her out. 

‘Good idea,’ she replied, sliding off the bar stool ex 
a dangerous amount of creamy thigh. 

A hostess escorted them to a table. Michael ord< 
usual non-alcoholic beer, while Shelia settled for vodk 

When her drink arrived she held it with both hand: 
suggestively with the stem of her glass. ‘Amber tells 
and Quincy were detectives together in New York,’ si 

His eyes dropped to her breasts. ‘And she told m< 
an actress.’ 


Eastwood movie and seven commercials. My agent says Fm 
almost ready to break through. Lately Pve been thinking 
about hiring a manager, ids the smart thing to do. 5 
He tried to look interested. ‘Really? 5 

. ‘My nutritionist has a client who hired a manager and her 
career took off immediately. Iris worth the extra ten per cent 5 
'll is? 5 


Tcs, Michael. How much do you know about show 
business?’ Her long fingers continued to rub the stem of the 
glass. 

Jesus! Did she know she was turning him on? ‘Not a lot. 5 
„ ^1°? at !t ,his W. 1 either hire a manager, or I take it 
off for Pla yh'- Now tharis a real attention getter. Kim 
Basinger did it and never looked back. So did Joan 
Severance. 5 

‘Who’s Joan Severance? 5 

‘Hmm . . .’ she said, frowning, T guess it didn’t have as 
mU w >Tf aCt 35 She d ho P ed > ^though she’s on TV a lot. 5 
. r „ Cdfor8 ° r ttcn what datin g was like. Two people out on 

a crap shoot. It wasn’t for him. V 

Twdone some Playboy test shots,’ she said. 

They loved my body.’ 

» who s “ pped d °™ 
proudly! $a,d ^ WCre P erfe ^’ announced 

murderSid^Sski^Sild'Th about die double 

he had no ^ithhim, because 

stranger. ***" “ Wlth a «*ngo:, especially this 

on about her career T^hikhTfilt continued to drone 

^t nevertheless 

daughter and where she codaij-?? 1118 about Ws little 
^ strak ™ d * 


c ordered a brandy and finally got around to asking him a 
uplc of questions about himself. 

He answered briefly. Crass as it might seem, he wasn’t out 
r a blind date to start a relationship. Quincy was right, he 
as out to get laid. Period. And it shouldn’t be too difficult, 
ie’d never had any trouble getting women into bed, in fact 
was only too easy - his good looks did it every time, 
/omen were suckers for handsome, they took one glance 
ad simply couldn’t resist. Sometimes it saddened him. 
)idn’t diey care about the person inside? He was so much 
aorc dian just a glossy exterior. He had so many cravings, 
nd yet therc’d never been a woman who’d satisfied him 
motionally. 

Outside the restaurant Shelia said the magic words. 
Would you like to come back to my place for coffee?’ 

Translation: How about a fitek? 

‘Yeah, thar’d be nice,’ he said. 

She lived in a small one-bedroom apartment on Fountain 
Avenue with two angry-looking cats named Arnold and Sly 
who prowled rcsdcssly around the apartment glaring at him 
with steely elongated eyes. 

‘I rcccndy ended a steady relationship, how about you?’ 
Shelia asked, handing him a cup of instant coffee in a 
colourful Superman mug. 

‘Divorced,’ he said, taking the coffee and sitting on the 
couch. 

She sat down beside him. He took a gulp of the hot 
liquid, put the mug on the table and slid his arm around 
behind her, pulling her in for a long kiss. After a few 
moments of heavy kissing activity she got to her feet, took 
his hand, and pulled him silendy into the bedroom. 

It wasn’t until they fell on top of her bed locked in a 
steamy embrace that he unhooked her bra and realized that 
what hed thought were magnificent breasts were actually 
silicone implants. Easy enough to tell — they felt unreal — like 
a couple of solid plastic beach balls. If he wasn’t so homy he 
would’ve lost his hard-on. As it was he hadn’t gotten laid in 
months so there was no stopping him now. 


V- e_; 


She thrust a hard nipple into his met 
moment before groping for his wslr 
condom he’d been carrying for a ■while. 

Shelia was already go ins for ^ ' 
with an expert’s touch. 

He handed her the rubber. n 
on,’ he suggested in 

fashion. - - 

To his dismav she rrsted fo mriefor - — - - 

those things, we’re both safe - whe -e^- “ 

Oh, shit! This AIDS thing had him varr nermrur 
Fd fed happier,’ he mumbled. ' * 

‘J know how to make you fed happier, baby,’ she gcceeL 

ffiea'dlvL“p d “ ^ “"•'»*» » -- 

spread-eagled on the brf 3 H ^ she U >' &=* 
prisoners voice, <Eat me, baby, ” “ tBW 

bushy mangles? natever happened to good old 

disS^li; he «a vaguely, 1 gotK (aS _ 

TVkcP 

Was 2 ItcsHtt 7t«p»‘ 

•«» finish this anotaS r ' 1 Sada S ° S ^ fei ^-.v 
He madc , V™f ,n ha *e was fhdo-H 


Even^^^Pdidn’r 



Chapter Nineteen 

☆ 


Bobby received an advance copy of Style Wars. His photo- 
graph on the cover was arresting. He’d allowed their star 
photographer to capture him stepping naked from the shower 
- although of course you couldn’t see the goods because he 
was emerging from a frosted shower door and his pertinent 
bits were hidden. However, it was quite obvious he was bare- 
assed naked. The photographer - a manic woman with 
frizzed red hair and a seductive personality - had talked him 
into it. She’d been so persuasive and full of positive energy 
he’d agreed. After all. Sly had posed naked for the cover of 
Vanity Fair , and Demi Moore made a habit of it. He’d 
wanted the photo to make a statement. Boy, did it make a 
statement! 

Seeing it in full colour on the front of a national magazine 
was somewhat startling. He almost laughed aloud - it was a 
kick. At least his body looked buffed and ready for anything, 
all that jogging and working out had paid dividends. 

The caption on the front of the magazine read in bold red 
letters bobby RUSH - BODT of the TEAR. And underneath, in 
smaller print: 

Bobby Rush moves in and muscles 
Dad straight out of the picture 
by KENNEDY CHASE. 

That didn’t thrill him, his publicist had assured him there 
would be no mention of his father. 
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He picked up the intercom and buzzed his secretary. 
'Beth, get me Elspeth on the line, 5 he said, drumming his- 
fingertips impatiently on the desk. 

‘She was around earlier, Bobby, shall I try to page her? 5 

T)o that. Have her come straight to my office. 5 

‘A.s.a.p. 5 

With a certain amount of trepidation he opened the 
magazine and turned to the article about him. There were 
more pictures, six of them to be exact. He studied the photos 
first, steeling himself to read- the copy because he’d had a 
feeling — ever since he’d realized Kennedy had interviewed 
him under false, pretences - that it was not going to be 
flattering, especially when she’d failed to return his phone 
calls. 

Giving interviews to the press was a treacherous path to 
travel at the best of times — with this devious lady it was 
probably a minefield. 

OK. So now he was going to read it. Take a deep breath, 
get past the headline and see what she has to say. 

Bobby Rush - a paler clone of Big Daddy, Jeny - 
thinks he’s hot stuff, and he struts it all the way 
around the studio he acts like he ovms. This is about 
the only time Bobby acts, because baring it all seems 
to be his skill du jour. What a great tight ass! And 
don’t we all know it. Daddy would be proud. 

It got worse. 

Why is Bobby Rush a star? Could it be that Big 
Daddy used his considerable clout in a town so open 
to a touch of creative nepotism, to get him where he is 
today? 

He groaned and threw the offending magazine across the 
room just as Beth popped her head around the door. 
‘Something wrong, Bobby? 5 

He attempted to make light of it although he was churning 
up inside. ‘No, I’ve just been portrayed as asshole of the year, 
why should anything be wrong? 5 
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Beth looked suitably sympathetic. Tm sorry.’ 

"You’re sorry. Where the hell is Elspeth?’ 

‘She’s on her wav.’ 

It was unfair. The entire interview was an unfounded 
attack on his integrity as an actor and as a man. Kennedy 
Chase intimated that the only reason he was a success was 
because of his famous connections, and she droned on 
endlessly about Jcrrv, and what a fucking icon he was. 

She should only know the truth. That he, Bobby Rush, 
was a success because of his hard work and nobody else’s. 
That Jerrv would have been happier if he’d stayed in his 
shadow for ever. 

But no, Kennedv Chase wasn’t interested in the truth. 
She’d tricked him into being interviewed and hadn’t given 
him a chance. 

He felt so betrayed, as far as he could remember he’d 
behaved perfectly decendv towards the woman, and yet for 
some unknown reason she'd decided to trash him. 

Elspeth entered his office with tightiv drawn lips and a 
ferocious expression She was carrying a copv of Style Wars 
sshich she waxed m his face. 'I read it,' she said, before he 
could urrer a word. '1 will never work with this magazine 
again I am furious!' 

She w as furious, how about him , he was supposed to be 
the star around here 

‘Elspeth. he said evenly. 'How did this happen? I was 
under the impression we had assurances that they were not 
going to mention Jerry Thar's why I co-operated on the 
pictures and gave them a day of my valuable time.’ 

Do I know?' said Elspeth, as if it had absolutely nothing 
to do with her. ‘Did you see what that bitch said about in el 
She described me as unprofessional.’ 

I don’t give a shit what she said about you,’ he snapped. 
\ourc supposed to be in control of the press. What hap- 
pened here?’ 

I am not unprofessional,' Elspeth said heatedly. “Do you 
think I can sue?’ 

Concentrate on the subject at hand, which is me,’ he said 


pointedly. ‘Everybody in town reads this magazine, I look 
like a total jerk.’ 

It's not my fault,’ Elspeth said, shaking her head as if to 
convince herself. 1 fixed up the first interview and you failed 
to show.’ 

*1 failed to show because you failed to tell me about it.’ 
‘Whatever,’ Elspeth said vaguely. ‘Kennedy Chase was 
supposed to come back and spend the day with you.’ 

C I told you what happened -r you should have followed 
through. I knew when she didn’t return my calls she was 
going for a kill.’ 

‘I contacted the magazine,’ Elspeth said. ‘They assured me 
she had all the information she needed.’ 

‘Sure she did,’ he said bitterly. ‘She combed through my 
clippings file, picked out everything negative, and decided 
the father connection was the way to go.’ 

‘It’s done now,’ Elspeth said flatly. Too late to change 
anything.’ 

Ts that all you have to say?’ 

Tou can’t always have good press, Bobby.’ 

He was fast losing patience. Tm not getting through to 
you, am I? I went on your word, you let me down.’ 

‘It won’t happen again,’ she said tightly. He had a strong 
urge to fire her, but he hadn’t yet learned how to be ruthless. 
Growing up he’d watched his father do it plenty of times. 
The great Jerry Rush got off on firing people. 

Can him , he’s an asshole. 

Give the dumb broad two weeks’ money and throw her out. 
Prick , get rid of him. 

Yeah, Jerry was pretty good at booting people out. 

Bobby closed the magazine and pushed it to the side of 
his desk. ‘OK, Elspeth, I guess there’s nothing I can do,’ 

*1 guess not,’ she said flatly. 

He wanted her out of his office before he lost it. She 
didn t really give a shit, all she was concerned about was the 
way she’d been portrayed. 

It had been a long day. In the morning he’d gone on a 
location scout. Later that afternoon they’d had a production 




‘Hey,’ he called after her. Thanks for caring.’ Beth hac 
been with him almost two years. She was loyal and efficient 
He wished he could find a set assistant as smart as her. The 
girl he’d hired followed him around like an obedient dog. He 
had to tell her everything - she possessed no initiative. Onc< 
he started shooting he knew it wouldn’t work out. 

There was an alternative. Jordanna Levitt. 

Yeah, sure, what a trip that would be. Spoiled Hollywooc 
brat who thought she owned the world. He knew her typ< 
backwards, he’d grown up surrounded by them. 

Jordanna had gotten hired because of Charlie Dollar. Whc 
could say no to Charlie? He was the best actor of hi: 
generation, a true original. And whatever Charlie wantec 
Charlie got. When he’d asked Bobby to give Jordanna a job 
he’d said yes immediately. 

He’d hired her, but he hadn’t seen her. Instead he’c 
palmed her off on Gary, who’d given her a tiny office in th< 
downstairs production offices helping out in casting. Feeling 
generous, Bobby had also arranged jobs for both his brother! 
- Lcn in development, and Stan in accounting. If tho 
screwed up they were out, but at least he’d given them ; 
chance, which is more than Jerry Rush had given him. Still 
he shouldn’t complain, Jerry’s total lack of interest hac 
toughened him up and filled him with an unbeatable desir< 
to succeed. 

Score a major touchdown. He was exactly where h< 
wanted to be. 


☆ ☆ -fr 

Morton s was crowded as usual. The same old mix of studic 
heads, stars, producers and agents. The wannabees hoverec 
at the bar waiting for a table, knowing they hadn’t a hope it 
ell of getting seated anywhere near the front of the exclusiv* 
restaurant. The maitrc d’ juggled his customers with his usua 
aplomb, guiding Bobby to a side table - near the front, o 
course - where Sharleen and Mac waited. 

Sharlcen was on producer alert - primed and glossed anc 
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shimmering with steamy sensuality. She wore a clinging 
dress, dangerously low-cut, and her pale red hair was piled 
casually atop her head, a few loose curls escaping around her 
pretty face. 

“Bobby,’ she murmured in a low husky voice. “How nice 

to see you again.’ _ 

“Nice to see you, too, Sharleen. You’re looking sensational.’ 

She sat up a touch straighter, flashing a megawatt smile 
and plenty of cleavage. Thank you, Bobby.’ 

“Hey,’ Mac said, greeting him with a wave. “Don’t know 
about you, but I’m beat.’ 

“Same, 5 Bobby said. 

Sharleen pouted. “I can see you two will be great com- 
pany,’ she said, 1 suppose PU have to entertain myself.’ 

That’ll be the day,’ Mac said with a dry laugh, already 
mtasizing about the drive home. 

‘So,’ Sharleen said brightly. “I understand you’re having a 
iroblcm casting Sienna.’ 

‘We’ll find someone,’ Mac said quickly, hoping to shut her 
ip. They were consumed with the movie all day, tonight he 
vanted to sit back and forget about it. 

Sharleen concentrated on Bobby. T love the script,’ she 
.aid, her almond-colour eyes burning with intensity. “I read 
so many, but I couldn’t put this one down. The characters 
ire beautifully fleshed out, so full of anger and pain and real 
jcxuality. It’s very . . . European.’ 

“Yeah, it’s a good script,’ Bobby agreed. 

‘Not good - devastating,’ Sharleen said passionately. ‘And 
1 have a sensational idea that will make it even better.’ 

Mac was surprised. “You do?’ he said, wondering what 
Sharleen was cooking up now. 

“Yes, I do,’ she said, still concentrating on Bobby. 

Bobby waved at a couple of agents across the room. 
“What’s your idea, Sharleen?’ he asked casually. 

She leaned across the table and he couldn’t keep his eyes 
off her very impressive breasts. 

‘How old arc you, Bobby?’ she asked, running her tongue 
across her lips. 


He laughed. ‘How old am I?’ 

She sat back. It’s a simple question.’ 

Thirty-two.’ 

Timm . . . we’re the same age.’ 

Yeah, give or take a year or two, Mac thought. His darling 
wife was thirty-five, soon to be thirty-six. She was an actress. 
There would be no cake with tell-tale candles. 

‘Really?’ Bobby said. 

Yes, really,’ Sharleen replied. ‘And we look pretty damn 
good together.’ 

Mac had a horrible feeling he knew what was coming 
next. He wasn’t wrong. 

‘Bobby,’ Sharleen said intently. Think about it. I could 
play Sienna. I’m perfect. And what’s more. Til do it because I 
love the script, even though Spielberg is interested in me for 
his next movie.’ 

Mac wanted to smack her. How dare she embarrass him 
this way. ‘For luck’s sake, Sharleen - ’ he began. 

That’s OK,’ Bobby said easily. ‘Sharleen’s right, we’d look 
great on the screen together, and maybe in the future we’ll 
come up with a script tailored for us. A comedy perhaps. I 
bet you’re terrific at comedy, Sharleen, and nobody ever sees 
beyond your spectacular body. Am I right?’ 

Sharleen realized that somehow this conversation had 
veered off in the wrong direction. ‘Well ... uh ... 
yes, Bobby. Fve always wanted to do a comedy. Kind of a 
Marilyn piece, we share the same timing. But about Thriller 
Eyes-’ 

‘Wouldn’t work,’ Bobby said firmly. ‘Sienna has to be in 
her early twenties or the plot falls to pieces.’ 

‘But I thought—’ 

So Fll put the idea out there, Sharleen,’ he said smoothly, 
interrupting her. You and me together in a comedy. It’ll be 
a blast.’ He clicked his fingers for a waiter. ‘Hey, can we get 
a menu. Pm starving.’ 


* ☆ ☆ 
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They rode in silence, the powerful Rolls belong around the 
winding curves of Sunset full speed ahead. Mac couldn’t hold 
back any longer — blow job or not he had to say what was on 
his mind. That was a cunty stunt to pull.’ 

Sharleen took the innocent route. ‘What stunt?’ 

That shit about you and Bobby looking so great together 
and being the same age and all. The same age my a ssl’ 

Tm three years older than him, that’s nothing.’ 

Tm the director of Thriller Eyes’ Mac said sharply. The 
fucking director for chrissakes. How do you think it looks 
when my wife starts canvassing the star producer for the lead 
role and I’m sitting there like Joe Schmuck comes to 
Hollywood?’ 

Tm sorry,’ Sharleen said, not sounding sorry at all. Tut I 
knew if I mentioned it to you there was no way you’d 
consider it.’ 

‘Damn right.’ 

‘So you can’t blame me for trying. It’s a wonderful 
psychotic role. I’d be fantastic in it.’ 

‘You’d also be at least ten years too old.’ 

‘Nonsense. A few adjustments to the script would take 
care of that minor problem.’ 

‘Minor problem, Sharleen? I don’t think so. The script 
hinges around the fact that the girl is so young.’ 

She pursed her luscious lips. ‘You’re being difficult, Mac. 
\ou don’t want me in the movie because Fm your wife.’ 

Td have nothing against it if you were right for it.’ 

1 don’t believe you.’ 

‘Why not?’ 

Because you wouldn’t want to watch me naked in bed 
with Bobby Rush.’ 

Tm a professional, Sharleen. When I’m on the set nothing 
else matters except the movie.’ 

‘Easy for you to say now,’ she taunted, still using her low 
sexy voice. ‘When there’s no way you’d consider me for the 
part.’ 

Td consider you if you were right.’ 

It’s a hot script. All those explicit love scenes, the sex, the 



nudity ... And the ending is so intensely emotional. Ho,’ she 
shook her head knowledgeably. Tou couldn’t take it.’ 

Tes, Sharleen. I could.’ 

‘So test me for it. Let’s see if it could work.’ As she spoke 
her hand descended on his thigh and very slowly crept up to 
his crotch. 

Oh yeah. Instant hard-on. She did it to him every time. 
'What do you think, sweetheart?’ she murmured, unzip- 
ping his fly. 

*1 . . . think . . . you’re . . . a . . . very . . . exciting . . . 
woman.’ 

'Good. Because Fm about to excite the hell out of you.’ 
And with that she sprung him free and bent her head. 

Dreams do come true. Sunset Boulevard. Sharleen giving 
him a blow job. He was one lucky man. 

Just as he was about to come, a police siren blasted them 
from behind, lights flashed, and a deep male voice boomed 
through a loudspeaker. Tull over to the side. Do it now!’ 

Oh, shit! Instead of an explosion it was a mere fizzle. Talk 
about a disappointment. 

Swearing under his breath, he swerved the Rolls into the 
side of the curb while Sharleen sat up, took out her compact 
and immediately began applying fresh lipstick. Nothing fazed 
Sharleen. 

The police car pulled up behind them and a good-looking 
cop emerged. 

Everyone is good-looking in LA, Mac thought sourly, 
stuffing himself back into his pants. They all came to town 
with the intention of becoming movie stars. Too bad hardly 
any of them made it. 

The good-looking policeman strolled over cop fashion and 
shone a flashlight into Mac’s free, almost blinding him. 'Step 
out of ffic car, sir. And, lady, you too.’ 

‘Officer, Mac said, trying to sound authoritative, even 
though he was sitting there totally unzipped and feeling 

somewhat insecure. ‘Can you please tell me what the matter 
is? 

‘Driving in two lanes will do it every time,’ the cop 
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drawled. ‘Your car was zigzagging all over the place. I’m 
going to have to ask you to take a breathalyser test. Please 
exit your vehicle.’ 

Satisfied that her make-up was once again perfect, Sharleen 
spoke up. ‘Officer,’ she purred, Tm Sharleen Wynn.’ 

His flashlight zoomed in her direction and hovered on her 
face. It’s our wedding anniversary, 5 Sharleen continued in 
the same sexy tone. ‘And perhaps it was indiscreet of me, but 
I was merely giving my husband . . . how shall I say it? An 
early anniversary present. Pm so sorry if I got carried away 

. . . causing him to become overheated. Next time I’ll 

wait until we’re home. Promise.’ 

The officer was in love. Boy, did he have a story to tell the 
guys'. TJh . . . Miss Wynn,’ he managed. That’s . . . uh . . . 
not the smartest way to behave.’ 

‘I know. Officer,’ she said, fluttering her eyelashes in an 
age-old flirting stance. ‘And 1 won’t do it again. I promise. 
Can we go now?’ 

He was almost speechless, not quite. ‘Uh . . . Miss Wynn, 
maybe you’ll give me an autograph?’ 

‘Certainly,’ she said, taking his pen and magnanimously 
signing the back of his notebook with a flourish. Thank you 
for being so understanding. I really do appreciate it.’ 

‘Don’t mention it, ma’am. You be careful now.’ 

‘Oh, I will.’ 

Mac started the car and they took off. 

Turn up Stone Canyon,’ Sharleen said urgently. 

‘It’s the wrong way — ’ 

‘Now!’ 

He turned right on to Stone Canyon. 

Pull into that driveway over there. The dark one,’ she 
ordered. 

‘Sharleen - ’ 

He heard the rustle of silk as she began to divest herself of 
her clothes. This was one crazy broad and he loved it! 

Quickly he pulled into the darkened driveway and stopped 



‘Get into the back,’ she whispered, peeling off her pantihose. 

She didn’t have to ask twice. 

By the time they arrived on the back seat Sharleen was 
completely naked, and they started going at it like a couple 
of homy teenagers. ‘Ohhh, Mac, you’re the best - the crbm 
de In creme - the absolute best . . .’ she murmured heatedly, 
her hands roaming over his chest. 

Sharleen had a knack for saying exactly the right thing at 
exactly the right moment. 

Then she climbed on top of him, riding him like a stallion, 
her fine tits in his face, her musky scent all over him. 

This time when he came it was a monster. 

Marriage to Sharleen was never dull. 




partners seemed like OK guys. She sensed that one of them, 
Tyrone Houston, was on the verge of asking her out, 
obviously he didn’t know she was currently living with 

Charlie Dollar. , , , 

Tyrone was very black and very sexy. If he asked shed 

definitely be tempted - only tempted though, because now 
she was in a monogamous relationship and she wanted to see 
if it could work. 

Of course, Charlie wouldn’t care, he was that kind of guy. 
Yesterday she’d arrived home to find his ex-girlfriend and his 
three-year-old child in residence. 'You know Dahlia, don’t 
you, kiddo?’ he’d asked, stoned as usual. Then he’d gestured 
to his son. ‘An’ this is Sport. They’ll be stayin’ a couple of 


weeks while their place gets painted.’ 

No, she didn’t know Dahlia, but she certainly knew of 
her. Dahlia Summers was a regal-looking forty-year-old 
talented actress with long straight hair and a stem expression. 
Gossip had it that she and Charlie had been an on-off item 
for ten years, and when she’d pressured him to marry ha 
he’d prompdy bought her a house and moved her out. 

116110,’ Dahlia had said, not cracking a smile. 

Hi,’ Jordanna had replied, thinking that this was a strange 
situation, but one she could cope with. 

They’d all eaten dinner together in the big dark dining 
room. It was an odd set-up, and not one she’d particukrh 
enjoyed. If Dahlia stayed longer than two weeks she wa 
definitely going to get restless. 

How about breakfast?’ Charlie yelled from the bedroom 
Tm ordering bacon and sausages. Want some?’ 

Ho,’ she shouted back, T don’t eat pigs.’ 

‘You could’ve fooled me,’ he chortled. 


One thing about Charlie, he had absolutely no ego. 

At the studio she sat in her cubby-hole office sort 
trough endless photographs and resumes, shu sffiinz ± 
horn one pile to another, cross-eyed with boredom. At so 
Home Fisher, assistant to Nanette Lipskv, the 
tor for Bobby Rush Productions, put her head JSaS 
door. Florae was in her thirties, plump and cheet&l v 



1 think I can manage that.’ 

Ah, if only Nanette knew how many actors she’d had in 
and out, in and out. She stifled a wild giggle. 

‘Did I say something funny*’ Nanette demanded, her left 
eye twitching out of control. 

•Not at all,’ Jordanna replied, thinking that this was a 
double whammy, not only would she get to be face to face 
with Bobby, but she’d see Mac too. She recalled that he’d 
been sensational in bed, although she’d only been seventeen 
at the time and not nearly as experienced as she was now. 
Jordanna Levitt. Expert on men. 

Stifling another giggle she followed Nanette upstairs. 

☆ ☆ ☆ 

Two hours later she was really into it. She felt important and 
useful and, most of all, she was enjoying herself, and she 
wasn’t even stoned! 

They were a team. Bobby, Mac, Nanette and herself. They 
were focused on the final casting of Thriller Eyes and nothing 
else mattered. 

Jordanna led the talent in, read a scene or two with them 
if it was required, and then ushered them on their way. She 
soon picked up the rhythm of how to do it without hurting 
anyone’s feelings. 

Middle-aged actresses were the worst to shift, especially if 
they had a half-assed name. They came in with plenty of 
attitude, the best part of their physical anatomy on show, and 
a yen to greet either Bobby or Mac with a big wet kiss. 

Jordanna quickly learned how to circumvent that little 
piece of activity. She stationed herself between the couch 
where Bobby and Mac sat, and the chair in the middle of the 
room where the talent parked themselves. She did not move 
until everyone was settled. 

‘Very clever,’ Mac said admiringly, when she’d done it a 
couple of times. Tou leant fast.’ 

She knew that after fifteen minutes she had Bobby’s 
attention. Good. It was about time he realized she existed. 
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Reading through scenes with the actors and actresses was 
fun. She got to play a variety of characters - male and female. 
Her only regret was that she hadn’t taken the time to study 
the script beforehand. It seemed to be an interesting piece of 
material, but then Mac had a knack of making the right 
choices. His movies might not all be box-office winners, but 
his films were always intriguing and on the edge. 

The last interview of the day was a long-haired young 
actor in ripped jeans and cowboy boots. He was reading for 
the minor role of a security guard. The scene took place 
between him and the character of Sienna. 

It was a short seductive piece, and Jordanria gave it her all, 
enjoying the twists and turns of the cutting dialogue. When 
they were finished, Mac and Bobby conferred for a few 
minutes, then requested they read the scene again. Jordanna 
and the actor obliged. 

Another conference. Another repeat performance. 

They must like him, Jordanna thought, taking another 
glance at the young actor. He did have a certain charisma 
that was quite sexy. 

When she led him from the room he was vibrating with 
nervous energy. 

She eyed him up and down. ‘Pumped, huh?’ 

He cracked his knuckles. Tou got it! They had me read 
the scene drree times, they must’ve thought I was good.’ 

1 guess so.’ B 

Tou jucss} Can’t you tell?’ 

‘Hey, I’m new at this.’ 


‘ How * ou i t findin S what they say and meeting me for 
coffee at the place across the street?’ 

What did she have to lose? She was in no rush to go home 
on account of Charlie’s house guests. 

Turn ’ shc sa i di < scc you thcrc in fiftecn minutes , 

cm'! \r Ua,t ! ng I bc sa * d ’ das ^’ n g a Midnight Cowboy 
smile. Nice tccdu An even better butt. 

hurnc ? b . ack into thc interview room. That’s it,’ shc 
said, he was the last one.’ 

Bobby, Mac and Nanette were all staring at her. 



‘What? What have I done?’ she asked anxiously, sure that 
;he’d screwed up in some major way. 

7ordanna,’ Mac said at last, ‘have you ever thought about 
:aking up an acting career?’ 
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Ton’ll never amount to anything. Do you understand me ? 1 
nothing ~ a roach - lower than a roads - you’re a flicking 
turd. Do you understand me?’ 

Yes. He understood his father. He was ten years old at 
understood that he deserved bis father’s eternal rage. He i 
knmv why. It was merely a fact of life. Something he tot 
granted. 

His mother never sprung to his defence. She merely ttc 
sadly, as if every word his father uttered was the truth and no 1 
but. She nodded in agreement, and stared at him with mm 
eyes. And when his father went out she held him to her bosom 
crooned old love songs to him in a low shaky voice. 

Before she’d married his father she’d been a Las Vegas shm t 
and she hung on to her show-business memories as if she 
Marilyn - sometimes telling tales of her great triumphs with t 

The Man didn’t know much about feelings. Women i 
whores, he knew that. Bitches and whores. 

Tlris is what his father had to say about women. 'Never, nt 
let ’an get to you. They’re all cheap hookers an’ don’t you forge 
’cause if you do, they’ll screw you into an early grave an’ It 
your heart in fuckin’ ribbons. They got make-up on their faces 
witchcraft in their two-timing amts. Remember what I told ) 
son, an’ you’ll never go wrong.’ 

Tes, Dad. 

And Dad was right. Women were the betrayers. Women ) 



to be punished. And he was doingan excellent job as he drove 

down the freeway heading for his third victim. 

Of course if he’d listened to his father he’d never have gotten 
involved with The Girl. She’d lured him with those blue eyes, and 
that quirky innocent smile, pulling him closer, tempting him, 
encouraging him. Until one day he’d accepted her invitation to be 


seduced . . . 

Well, he’d shorn her. He’d shown everyone. 

Sometimes it puzzled him that he was punished for doing what 
any sane man would do. He’d pit his hands around her soft white 
throat and choked the breath out of her . Squeezed tight until she’d 
flopped in his arms like a useless rag doll. 

She’d deserved it. 


Bitcl). 

Whore. 

A white van, driven by a thin-faced youth with a wasted 
blonde draped all over him, passed by on the inside lane. The girl 
leaned over and honked the horn, then the van cut in front of The 
Man, causing him to sharply apply his brakes. The van speeded up 
and took off, its occupants doubled over with laughter. 

The Man didn’t carry a gun. Perhaps he should. If he’d had a 
gun he could have killed scum like the two people in the van. He 
could have blown them away. Sent them to join The Girl in the 
place she rested - repenting her sins. 

Ha! If he had a gun he could do a lot of things. 

He pit it on hisshopping list. 

The off-ramp beckoned him, telling him he was near his 
destination. Pasadena. A peacefiil place. When his list was taken 
care of he would have to find somewhere decent to live. Pasadena 
wouldn’t be bad. The tree-lined streets weir wide and pleasani 
enough. He could see himself living there. 

He drove down the street fiill of confidence because he krnvt 
exactly where he was going. Previously he’d checked out tit houti 
where his victim lived in a downstairs apartment. He’d ever, 
gamed access and looked around at his leisure while she woe out a 
work She was a secretary at a local law firm. No more dream: o 
Hollywood and stardom, she’d got out of the business seven year 
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ago, right after the trial. Sensible girl. Hollywood was nothing 
but a bargain basement filled with second-hand talent. A cesspool 
of out-of-control egos. ■ 

He should knew. He'd seen the things that went on. 

■ Seven years ago he could have become a star if things had gone 
as planned. He ceidd have been as big as Steven Seagal. 

But no i, it wasn’t meant to be. The Girl had ruined everything, 
and the traitors surrounding her had helped. 

But they were paying for their bad behaviour. 

One by one they were paying. 


■here’s a case I want you to come in on,’ Quincy said 

igged through the park. _ , __ 

1 got things to do,’ Michael replied restlessly. Tecpje — 

alkto.’ 

Teak, things to do. Meanwhile, how you gonna pay - 
ent? Listen, Mike, if you don’t join me, I gotta hire somebody 
else.’ 

He knew Quincy was right, he had to work - if just m 
occupy his thoughts with something other than Bella- ‘Sc 
what are you offering, a partnership?’ 

Quincy threw up his arms. ‘Don’t let’s get carried away. 
First you’ll work with me a couple of weeks, see if you like m 
Then we can talk partnership.’ 

T won’t like anything until I find my kid.’ 

1 know that,’ Quincy said, already out of breath. ‘VTi ell 
keep doing our best.’ He almost tripped. Teez, can we stop? 
I’m bustin’ a gut here.’ 

‘You’re out of shape, Q.’ 

Tm older than you.’ 

‘No excuse.’ 

Tm gonna be fuckin’ fifty!’ 

‘All the more reason to stay fit.’ 

They rested by a tree. Quincy doubled over, groaning and 
catching his breath. & 

T)K, so Fm in,’ Michael said, making a fast decision. 
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acd up. 7eez! It’s about time you said 


of big-shot billionaire FranWyn 
dcrfoV Hc^ns -TV; stations across the country. Youve 
heard of hitfi.’ 

haknow who he is.’ . . . 

Wway, -the girl - Marjory - she’s been receiving a senes 

tetters threatening to slit her throat or kill her m som 

d awful’ way'. 1 


‘How many?’ , 

‘One or two a week for the last few months. 

‘Has Franklyn contacted the police?’ 

‘No publicity. This is strictly low-key. That’s why he 

brought me in.’ 

‘What do you have?’ , 

‘Not much. The letters are postmarked from all over the 

city. The girl’s frightened.’ 

‘How specific are the letters?’ 

•Look, I gotta go see her later today. She moved back 
home with her old man. Come with me, I’d like your take on 


Michael agreed. He had to do something to keep himself 
busy. 


☆ ☆ * 

The Sanderson estate, set way back off Sunset Boulevard, was 
impressive. Two guards manned the heavy ornate gates, while 
three ficrce-looking Rottweilers patrolled the grounds. 
Quincy stopped his car and produced identification before 
they gained entry. 

This is like fucking Fort Knox,’ Michael remarked as they 
drove up a long winding driveway, passing an elegant 
fountain in the forecourt, and acres of immaculately kept 
grounds. The house up ahead resembled a slightly smaller 
version of a stately European palace. 
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A valet ushered them from the car while a formally dressed 

buder waited at the front door. 

This way, sir,’ said the buder in a dipped and very precise- 

English accent 

Michael tried to appear at ease as he entered the magnifi- 
cent mansion, but he couldn’t help thinking to himself. Holy 
ship! If the guys from the neighbourhood could see me now. How 
people live in California! 

They followed the buder into an enormous living room 
tastefully furnished with French period furniture and ornate 
antiques. 

‘Kindly take a seat,’ the buder said, looking down his nose 
at them. 

Michael roamed around, taking in his surroundings, mar- 
velling at the opulence of it all. He whisded softly. ‘Some 
place!’ 

‘Yeah,’ Quincy replied. “You get used to it after a time — 
most of the big shots live this way.’ 

They do?’ 

‘It’s one of the perks of bein’ in the movie and TV biz.’ 

1 couldn’t imagine living like this.’ 

‘Fortunately, my friend, you’E never have to.’ 

Yeah, remind me.’ 

A thin plain girl entered the room dressed all in white. 
She had long fair hair and downcast eyes. 

Quincy got up and went over to greet her. ‘Marjory, how 
you feeling today?’ 

I received another letter,’ she said, in a barely audible 
voice. 

‘Do you have it with you?’ 

She glanced nervously at MichaeL ‘Who’s he?’ 

My colleague. Michael Scorsini. He’s helping out.’ 

Her pale-blue eyes stayed fixed on Michael. T )oes Daddy 
know?’ 3 

Him, told him I was bringing somebody in. 
1 hchael and me were partners in New York.’ 

She thrust a piece of paper at Quincy. This is the latest.’ 
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Michael watched her closely. Boy, she was agitated. She 
couldn’t keep still, her hands in constant motion pulling at 
her hair, her dress, anything she could get hold of. 

Quincy read the letter, scrawled in red ink on a lined page 
tom out of a school notebook. The handwriting was -barely 
legible. He handed it to Michael, who scanned it quickly. 

R.cb Pri~.ce yo wi.l 
i 2v ss, J u l 

die s oo To itr mo ey cn ,t 
n. n J vr 

e 

s civ yo n. 


‘Where’s the envelope?’ Quincy said. 

T have it,’ she replied, her eyes darting around the room. 
Fishing in the pocket of her dress she passed a crumpled 
envelope to him. 

Quincy took it, weighing it in his hands. Tour father here 
today?’ 

She shook her head. Tsfo, Daddy’s out of town.’ 

‘So you’re by yourself?’ 

‘There s eight servants and two guards on the premises,’ 
she stated blankly. 

What a way to live, Michael thought, staring at the skinny 
tale thing. No wonder she was scared, obviously she had not 

grown up in thc rca j wor!di the ktters camc a nide 

shock. 


men do you think you’ll find dais man?’ Marjory asked 
with a frightened expression. 

Tm working on it,’ Quincy said confidendy. ‘Building up 
? i° U ^ n ° W ’ handwriting analysis - putting together 
here t he letters were sent from, all that stuff. It takes time, 

rvrnn, C ii . n S. ^ T° fab ~ cr " 1 mean thc perpetrator 
. A j" -c C *=’ ood ^'ng is you’re safe as long as you’re 
awTy.’^ lf >’ ou nccd anything at all Pm only a phone call 

Than!; you, Mr Robbins. That’s very reassuring.’ 


* * ☆ 



Later that day Michael met with Rosa. She’d called and 
invited him down to die television station to sort through 
some of the letters they’d received after his interview. 

This is it, Michael,’ she said, leading him into her office 
and indicating a huge sackful of letters. Tour fan mail. I 
diought you’d want to take a look through it.’ 

‘Fan mail?’ he asked with a note of surprise. 

‘I told you we had a fantastic response to the programme.’ 

‘Any information that could help me?’ 

£ I really don’t know. A couple of kids in the office read 
them, whether there’s anything pertinent is up to you to find 
out.’ 

He was daunted by the big sackload of letters. ‘Fll take 
’em home,’ he decided. 

Tou know, Fve been thinking,’ she said, moving around 
her desk. ‘Isn’t it about time you got out and had some fun?’ 

He laughed drily. Tou sound like my best friends. They’re 
always after me to do just that.’ 

‘I have a suggestion. My girlfriend; Kennedy Chase, is 
smart, attractive and available. She writes for a magazine, and 
it occurred to me you might make an interesting couple. 
How about I fix the two of you up?’ 

‘How about not.’’ 

‘Huh?’ 

Tm not into blind dates. In fact, right now I’m not into 
dating at all.’ 

'll wouldn’t exactly be a blind date. Fve told you what she 
looks like.’ 

Thanks, but Fm not going out right now.’ 

‘Hmm, Rosa said thoughtfully. That makes two of you.’ 

'What do you mean?’ 

T told her about you - she doesn’t want to go out either.’ 

He laughed. ‘So what are you trying to promote here?’ 

She smiled back. ‘Apparently nothing.’ 

Listen, he said, thinking she was a very attractive woman. 

* a ppreciatc your concern.’ 

‘Ah ’ she said wistfully. ‘If I was single, Michael, Pd be 

more than concerned.’ 
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Tou’re married?’ he asked lightly. 

Taken,’ she replied, wishing for a moment that she wasn t. 

‘Sounds serious.’ 

Tm hoping.’ 

They smiled at each other and Rosa decided that Kennedy 
had made a big mistake turning this one down. He was a 
great-looking guy with a very sexy edge. Not to mention his 
mouth - full lips, sensual lips . . . 

‘Michael,’ she said, pulling herself together, ‘ids time to do 
a follow-up piece on you before people forget. This is my 
suggestion, take the letters home, read through them, then 
give me a call by the end of the week and we’ll set up another 
appearance.’ 

He was unconvinced. Tf you think it’ll help.’ 

Tm sure it will,’ she said, very positively. Teople love 
watching real-life dramas, and your story is extremely appeal- 
ing. The more attention we can bring to it the better. You 
should feel fortunate you’ve got this opportunity to be on 
television. Actually,’ she added playfully, ‘you should be 
kissing my ass.’ 

‘Rosa, if I was in a better mood, I’m sure there’s nothing 
Fd like better.’ 

She laughed flirtatiously. God! She must be crazy to let 
this one go. ‘Ohhh, Michael, I bet you can be a bad one.’ 

They exchanged smiles again and he left, stopping at a 
small Italian restaurant he frequented for dinner. He sat 
outside at a table for one and ordered a simple plate of pasta. 

The pretty waitress was all over him. ‘Alone again, 
Michael?’ she asked, with a definite come-on in her voice. 

That’s the way I like it,’ he replied, thinking that there 
would be no women, his experience with Shelia had made 
him realize that unless it was meaningful it simply wasn’t 
worth it. And how could anything be meaningful until he’d 
found Bella? 

Or her body . . . 

The thought that his daughter might be dead haunted 
him. It lurked in the shadows of his mind and refused to go 
away. 





He ate his pasta and drove home to his apartment, 
stopping at the supermarket for a carton of milk and two 
bottles of fresh orange juice. 

Once home he took the big sack of letters and tipped them 
out on to the floor, staring at them for a while before sorting 
them into neat stacks. 

Somewhere in one of the piles of envelopes there might 
be valuable information. He could hope, couldn’t he? 

By seven o’clock he was reading. 
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Chapter Twenty-Two 

☆ 


Jordanna was in a state of shock. She could not believe that 
Mac Brooks and Bobby Rush were actually considering 
testing her for the role of Sienna in Thriller Eyes . It was like 
one of those insane dreams come true. 

She would never forget the look on their faces when she 
walked back into die room. The three of them sitting there 
staring at her - Bobby, Mac and Nanette. 

And then Mac came out with the famous words. ‘Jor- 
danna, have you ever thought about taking up an acting 
. ” 

‘Who, me? No way,’ she replied, flip as ever, although of 
course she had. 

‘You’re good,’ Bobby said. ‘You’re really good.’ 

She barely glanced in his direction. Tley, I was just 
following die actors,’ she said, gathering up photos and 
rdsumds, trying to appear disinterested. 

‘Here’s the thing, Jordanna,’ Mac said. ‘We’re searching 
for someone to play Sienna. It’s a challenging role, and so far 
wc haven’t come up with the right actress. You could be her.’ 

‘I could?’ she gulped. 

Wes, you could.’ 

‘What wc thought,’ Bobby said, joining in, ‘is that wc 
should run a test on you.’ 

Test me? 

‘1 don’t sec anybody eke in here.’ 

Well, yeah, sure,’ she said, attempting to sound nonchal- 



ant, although her stomach was jumping butterflies. Dammit, 
she was probably coming across like a total idiot. What was 
it about Bobby that made her completely lose it? 

Mac nodded seriously. ‘Ids worth a shot, after all, you 
come from a talented family.’ 

That was the trouble - her talented family. Like Jordan 
said, how could she ever live up to the great Levitt reputa- 
tion? On screen her mother, Lillianne, had been an incan- 
descent presence, a beauty that made grown men drool. And 
a wonderful actress, too. 

TJh, let me think about it,’ she mumbled. 

“We’ll do the same,’ Mac said. 

She left the office as fast as she could, full of mixed 
emotions. She almost forgot about Midnight Cowboy wait- 
ing across the street, but he hadn’t forgotten her, he was 
right there when she drove out of the studio gates, waving 
anxiously. 

‘What did they think of me?’ he demanded. 

They, uh . . . they liked you very much.’ 

T)id they think I v/as good? What did they say about my 
reading?’ 

“They loved it,’ she lied, not wanting to tell him it v/as her 
they were interested in. 

His words were tripping over each other. “Have I got the 
part? I know ids only a small role, but Mac Brooks is an ace 
director, and Fd sure get off on working with Bobby Por.fr. 
Who’s set for the girl?’ 

‘Beats me,’ she said vaguely. 

She had a coffee with him while she mulled things over. 
Should she tell Charlie? Or her father? What if her test war. 
terrible and they hared her? 

Oh, God, what had she got herself into? This was 
ridiculous. 


Midnight Cowboy was on a roll talking about himself, p 
t0 ^5 ^d come to California four years ago, done son 
m c "j n gi then a few one-liners in movies. He stated that i 
wanted to be as big as Clint Eastwood. ‘And I will be/ ! 
said ’ acrua % believing it. ‘One of these davs.’ 
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Sun, baby, she thought, and Clinton will grow flowers out 
his ass and boojfle down Main Street. 

Eventually he made his pitch. Normally she would have 
said yes because he was real hot looking with the requisite 
tight butt. But wasn’t she supposed to be improving her life? 

Gotta stop sleeping with actors. Especially the tight butt 
brigade. 

She jotted down his phone number, told him she’d call 
him later, and drove back to Charlie’s. 

The place was buzzing. Charlie was entertaining. He sat 
in the middle of his old brown couch, smoking a joint, 
surrounded by hangers-on. Sport, his three-year-old son, 
crouched at his feet playing with an electric train set. Dahlia 
lingered at the bar sipping Perrier, her face long and 
mournful. 

T didn’t know you were having a party tonight,’ Jordanna 
said accusingly, thinking the least he could have done was 
warn her. 

Charlie smiled dreamily, his eyes on a space trip. t Hey, 
kiddo, it’s only a Iitde celebration - for Sport.’ 

Tie’s three, Charlie,’ she pointed out. ‘Shouldn’t the guests 
be younger?’ 

He chuckled and offered her a drag on his joint. 

She declined. She’d been dying to tell him her news and 
now he was too stoned to care. 

Tm going up to my room,’ she said. Like he gave a shit, 
he was too busy playing genial host to a room full of drugged- 
out freeloaders. 

Once in her room, she slammed the door, put on a CD of 
Madonna singing ‘Bad Girl’, and sat back on her bed. 

Opportunity knocks. Was she going to open the door or 
not? 

Picking up the script of Thriller Eyes she started reading. 

The role of Sienna was wild. In fact, if Sienna hadn’t 
turned out to be a psychotic killer at the end of the piece, she 
would have been a lot like her. 

Reaching for a yellow marker she went through the script 


again, highlighting certain passages, saving the words alarm, 
getting deep into the character. 

Wistfully she thought it would have been nice if Charhe 
was around to read with her, but no, he v, as too busy 
partying, and she had no desire to join in. 

Madonna gave way to Prince singing ‘Cream’. The music 
drowned out the noise coming from downstairs. She glanced 
out the window and observed that the party was getting 
bigger. Valet parkers were shuttling cars back and forth, and 
there were now two catering trucks parked around the side. 

Charlie should have told her he was planning a party, she 
did live there, after all. 

Around midnight she decided to venture downstairs and 
check out the action. 

There were people everywhere, spilling out on to the 
terrace, crowding the bar, hanging out around the swim- 
ming-pool. The smell of pot was heavy in the air. A skinny 
girl - star of a TV sitcom - sat cross-legged on the floor 
popping pills, while a well-known country singer in snakeskin 
boots and matching vest snorted cocaine from a side table. 
Belly-dancers undulated their way through the crowd, and 
the noise was deafening. 

She didn’t know anybody except Cheryl, who held court 
on the big leather couch surrounded by two bimbo-type 
blondes, an under-age redhead and several attentive men. 
Charlie was nowhere to be seen. 

She went over. What are yaw doing here?’ 

Tii, Cheryl said vaguely. T wondered where you were.’ 

Conducting a little business?’ Jordanna asked, indicating 
the girls gathered around her. 

Socializing,’ Cheryl replied, sipping a tequila on the rocks, 
ws good to socialize.’ 

‘So I sec.’ 


Is it true 
‘Yes.’ 


you’re living here now?’ 


Thanks for telling me. I had to find out from Shep.’ 
never sec you any more, Cheryl, you’re always too busy.’ 
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‘Business comes first.’ 

‘I guess business is booming.’ 

‘In this town - always,’ Cheryl said, attracting the atten- 
tion of a waiter. ‘Another tequila rocks,’ she said tersely, 
before turning back to Jordanna. ‘You seen Grant?’ 

‘Is he here, too?’ 

‘Over by the bar,’ 

She had no intention of hanging around Cheryl anti her 
merry band of hookers, so she fought her way through to the 
bar, where Grant had a Chinese girl pressed up against the 
wall. They were exchanging tongues. 

‘Grant,’ she said, tapping him on the shoulder. 

He stared at her with a foggy expression. 

‘Jordanna,’ she said, adding a sarcastic, ‘Remember me? 
We grew up together.’ 

A stupid grin spread across his face. ‘Yeah, Jordy . . . 
How’s it goin’?’ 

He was stoned out of his head, and when Grant was 
stoned lie was bad news, A couple of years ago he'd had 
a serious heroin problem. His father had found out, and 
forced him into Rehab. When he’d gotten our he’d been 
fairly straight. Now he was obviously back on the merry-go- 
round. 

■y The Chinese girl pulled him hack towards her, wiggling 
' “ ! tongue in his face. ‘Crnon, honey baby, let’s get into it,’ 
lie crooned. 

‘See ya, Jordy,’ Grant said, his stupid grin firmly in place. 
She wandered around the part)' searching for Charlie. 
Where the hell was he? And why did he want all these stoned 
people in his house? 

She poked her head around the kitchen door. Chaos 
reigned as the caterers did their stuff. Mrs Wilier was nowhere 
to he seen, she’d probably taken off the moment the party 
started. 

Hack in the front hallway she was just in time to see Amic 
arrive, accompanied by another batch of hangers-on. 

‘I-cvitt!’ Amic exclaimed, hardly able to believe his luck. 
‘Amic,’ she replied coolly. 
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Where’s the man?’ 

Tier's around- 5 . 

‘Hsvc r/t seen yen ia the dub lately. You've missed some 

radical rights.' 

Tve been working.’ 

‘Tck? He chortled with laughter. Working? I don’t 

believe it.’ 

Tuck you, Amie.’ 

Amic turned to his friends. You see,’ he said proudly, ‘she 
loves me.’ 

Jordanna stalked away 2nd headed upstairs. She was about 
to go to her own room when she changed her mind and 
dea'ded to wait for Charlie in his bedroom. Eventually he’d 
stagger upstairs, and then she could talk to him about her 
test, maybe even read through some key scenes with him. 
Thar's if he wasn’t too out of it 

She entered his large untidy bedroom. It was dark, but 
she could hear noises. ‘Charlie?’ she said, switching on the 
light. 

His head was between Dahlia’s legs, eating her pussy like 
he’d been on a starvation diet. He came up for air, completely 
unembarrassed at being caught. Dahlia lay there without 
moving, her face a study in stoicism. 

‘Oooops,’ Charlie said, his half-crazed smile at full mast. T 
guess you caught me with my mouth in the cookie jar!’ 

She stared ar the two of them. Her heart was beating very 
fast, but she managed to remain calm. Yes, I guess I did,’ she 
said quietly. 

Wanna join in, kiddo;’ he asked, raising an extravagant 
eyebrow. 

She shook her head. ‘No, thank you, Charlie.’ And with 
that she turned die light off and left the room, closing the 
door behind her. 

It was definitely time to move on. 

Midnight Cowboy got a call at one a.m. He was asleep. 
1 •no’s this:’ he mumbled. 

'Jordanna. Remember me? I read with you at the casting: 
session today.’ & 
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‘Hey, yeah, Jordanna, what time is it? Have I got the 
part?’ 

‘Oh, like Fd be calling you at one a.m. to tell you that you 
got the part,’ she said edgily. 1 gave you a good recommen- 
dation, can’t do more than that.’ 

‘So what’s up?’ 

Thought Fd drop by.’ 

‘Now?’ 

‘No, tomorrow morning.’ 

Teah, yeah, yeah - come by now, it’s cool.’ 

Where do you live?’ 

‘Venice.’ 

‘Shit’ 

What?’ 

Tou mean Fve got to drive all the way to Venice?’ 

Tou don’t gotta do anything.’ 

‘OKI, give me directions.’ 

Throwing a few things in an overnight bag she took off, 
her Porsche zooming all the way down Wilshire to the beach. 
She felt let down and hurt. OK, so she hadn’t been foolish 
enough to imagine Charlie was a long-term relationship, but 
she also hadn’t expected to find him in bed with his ex- 
girlfriend while she was still living in the house. Men. They 
always let her down. That’s why she was better off with one- 
night stands. Hit and run. Make out on her terms. 

Rule number one - never stay around long enough to get 
hurt. 

Midnight Cowboy’s tumbledown house was situated in a 
rough neighbourhood near the boardwalk. She couldn’t 
decide where to hide her car, so she left it on the street 
hoping it wouldn’t get vandalized or stolen. 

He greeted her in Levi’s and nothing else. Great body. 
Great sex. And he didn’t mind using a rubber. At least she 
made that concession to good behaviour. 

In the morning her Porsche was still there, untouched by 
human criminal. She drove back to Charlie’s, took a shower 
and changed clothes. 
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MtsWffletwas sipping team &sidtdsfiE- e At! 
out, dear:’ she asked, quite dteer&l for a Gi*~g~ 

‘Haven't made up my mind yet,’ Jordanns. reoce 
bine an apple from the fruit dish- ‘Sony to disappom. p 
q thought with Miss Dahlia and Sport moving bad: r 
Hhads a temporary arrangement.’ 

*No.’ Mrs Willet was adamant, ‘Mr Dollar assured m< 
they'd be here on a permanent basis. 

Well, good for Mr Dollar,’ she said, biting into the appli 
as she walked over to rite door. Tell you what, Mrs W, if 
do decide to move, you’ll be the last to know.’ 

The hatchet-faced housekeeper glared at her. 

At the studio there was a message for her to report straigh 1 
to Bobby’s office. She lingered in the ladies’ room first 
studying her reflection in the mirror. She looked good. 
Bright-eyed. Too enthusiastic! No. When it came to scoring 
a role in a major movie there was no such thing as too 
enthusiastic. 

Bobby Rush threw her off balance. He knew all her 
secrets, so to speak. He’d lived the same experience and come 
through unscathed. It was unnerving. He was unnerving. She 
couldn’t quite get a beat on him, he seemed so together, and 
yet she - better than anyone - knew how difficult it must 
have been growing up with Jerry Rush as your father. 

She also found Bobby undeniably attractive, even though 
he wasn’t her type. Oh, no, not at all. She liked them young 
and hungry or old and successful. Bobby didn’t fit into either 
category. 

They were waiting for her when she entered the office. 
Bobby sat behind his desk, while Mac paced around the 
room. Take a seat,’ Mac said. ‘And for chrissakes relax.’ 

Easy enough for him to say. She was uncomfortable 
exated, filled with trepidation. Oh, God, it was so unlike her 
to be nervous. 

So, Mac satd. ‘Have you given our idea some thought*’ 
res, she said, trying to sound cool and in control. Tf you 
mil want me to test, Fll do it.’ y 
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T)id you mention it to your father?’ Mac asked, chewing 
on his thumbnail while watching her intendy. 

‘Why would I do that?’ she snapped. 

T thought - ’ 

‘Mac,’ she interrupted heatedly. ‘I don’t e% f en live there any 
more - why would I tell Jordan?’ 

Bobby got up, came around his desk and stood in front of 
her. ‘Your mother was an actress, wasn’t she?’ 

‘Yes,’ she said, beginning to feel really uptight. 

‘So how come you never wanted to try it before?’ 

She decided to be honest. ‘Because my father told me Pd 
have too much to live up to.’ 

He burst out laughing. That’s exactly what I heard from 
my old man, and look at me today.’ 

Teab, look at you. I saw Style Wars, she wanted to say, but 
she curbed her tongue for once. This was her chance to do 
omething she’d always wanted, and she wasn’t about to 
>low it. 

We’!! test you today,’ Mac said. ‘Bobby’ll test with you.’ 

‘When?’ she asked nervously. 

This afternoon.’ 

Her stomach churned. ‘I can’t do it that soon.’ 

‘Why not?’ Mac asked, quite reasonably. 

‘Because . . . because I need more time,’ she stammered, 
Jnablc to come up with a better excuse. 

‘Don’t worry about a thing,’ Bobby said, patting her on 
he shoulder in what she considered a patronizing fashion. 
You’ll go over to wardrobe now, then we’ll sit down for a 
:ouplc of hours and read through the test scenes.’ He fixed 
rcr with his incredibly intense blue eyes. ‘Jordanna, trust me. 
It’ll be OK.’ 

Sure, for him it would be OK, for her it would be a 
licking nightmare. 

She returned downstairs in a daze. 

The good news was that she was going to test. The bad 
tews was that now everybody knew who she w'as. Somehow 
.vord had leaked. 


Florrie greeted her with a frown and a sharp, ‘Why didn t 
you tell us who you were?’ 

t What was I supposed to do? Take out an announcement 
in the trades?’ she fired back. 

‘No,’ Florrie said, with a hurt expression. ‘But you could 
have confided in me? 

Sure, confiding in Florrie would be like buying a full-page 
ad in Variety. 

Jordanna noticed people were treating her differently. The 
kids around the office who’d once been so friendly and nice 
were now either distant or fawning all over her. 

Nanette called her into the main casting office and gave 
her a vigorous pep talk. ‘Listen, dear,’ she said, squinting 
while dragging hungrily on her cigarette. *You might be able 
to pull this off or maybe you won’t. The camera loves some 
people, hares others. Nobody knows until you get in front of 
it.’ She expelled a stream of lethal smoke into Jordanna’s face. 
Tm sure you’re aware they wanted Winona Ryder for this 
role.’ 

Oil, great, make me feel really secure. 

Over in the wardrobe department a bossy worn an in ill- 
fitting dungarees tried to talk her into wearing a short red 
low-cut dress for the test. 

‘No,’ she said, going on instinct. ‘My character wouldn’t 
wear this, it’s too cheap-looking.’ 

‘J know what the character would wear better than you , 5 
the wardrobe woman said, ready for a fight. 

She refused to be swayed. T won’t test in that dress,’ she 
said, searching through several racks of clothes until she came 
across a simple white silk suit. ‘Sienna doesn’t flaunt her 
sexuality, she’s more subtle,’ she explained, holding the outfit 
up against herself. This’ll be perfect.’ 

The wardrobe woman made a face and reluctandy agreed 
she could wear it. ^ 

Reading through the scenes with Bobby was painful. She 

' V1 . S , ( T S , he had a i oint - She wished she was stoned. She 
wished she wasn’t there. 
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Oh i, Charlie, where are you when I need you? 

Bobby was pleasant enough, but he got impatient if she 
didn’t do things his way and that made her even more edgy. 
As she got into the character she could feel the vibrations of 
Sienna. I know this girl, she thought. I know her very well. 
She’s real fucked up. And if it wasn’t for the fact that I’m a 
survivor she could’ve been me. 

‘What are you thinking?’ Bobby asked, placing his script 
on a table. 

‘About the character and her hang-ups,’ she said, hesitating 
for a moment. 1 understand her psychology. Sienna’s a little 
crazy, like me.’ 

He raised an eyebrow. ‘Toidre a little crazy, Jordanna?’ he 
said, teasing her. 

■You know what I mean, Bobby. Pm. sure your life hasn’t 
always been easy.’ 

Their eyes met, and for a brief moment there was a strong 
connection. 

. ‘Right,’ Bobby said, breaking the look as he picked up die 
script again. ‘Let’s read the second scene one more time.’ 

The two scenes they’d chosen were quite different. One 
took place at die beginning of the movie when Sienna was 
supposed to be naive and innocent. The second scene hap- 
\, pened near the end, when her madness finally manifested 
% itself. 

* Jordanna enjoyed reading die second scene most, playing 
psychodc was easy. 

After they’d rehearsed for a while longer, Bobby got up 
and said, That’s it, you’re on your own. Get yourself over to 
hair and make-up and I’ll see you on the set.’ He took her 
hand and squeezed it. ‘Good luck.’ 

No flip reply came to mind. What was happening to her? 

Thanks,’ she mumbled, Til uh ... I’ll try my best.’ 



Chapter Twenty-Three 

☆ — 


men Kennedy saw Style Wars she went into a fury. THeyM 
taken her piece on Bobby Rush and totally reworked it - 
adding a whole load of material about his father and his 
hang-ups, all the stuff Mason had wanted. And her name was 
on the interview. Her name! 

She called Mason in a white-hot rage. He blamed it on an 
over-zealous copy-editor. She told him exactly what he could 
do with his job. He pleaded with her to reconsider. She 
didn’t know what to do, this had never happened to her 
before and she felt so betrayed. 

Rosa came over and calmed her down. ‘You need a good 
lawyer,’ she advised. ‘Stay with the magazine and get a legal 
document stating they can’t change a word or you’ll sue their 
ass. Why blow a good gig?’ 

Angry as she was, Kennedy agreed that was an excellent 
idea. 

Rosa sat on the floor in the living room performing leg 
lifts. There’s been another murder,’ she said. 

Kennedy snapped to attention. ‘When?’ she asked. 

‘A few nights ago - in Pasadena.’ 

I 'Who was the victim this time?’ 
j Avvoman - strangled in her apartment. She lived with 
\ , bo ^ riend > but he was out of town.’ Rosa stretched her 

: Cgs ® left< Tdere’s the kicker. Exactly the same MO. She 

! '^ n f ra .P cd or robbc 4 and the killer left that death-to-the- 

i t0n sl S n on her body. Ids not public knowledge, but one 
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of our news guys is tight with the County Sheriffs Depai 
ment and they got a report of the murder on the teletyj 
The sign matches the one left on the woman in We 
Hollywood.’ 

What do the police say?’ 

‘Nobody’s releasing any statements.’ 

That’s three women strangled within a couple of month 

*1 know.’ 

‘What did this one do?’ ' 

‘She worked in a bank.’ 

Timm . . .’ Kennedy said thoughtfully. ‘Did you know tl 
other two both worked on movies? Margarita was a make-i 
artist, and I found out that Stephanie Wolff was a sen 
supervisor.’ 

That could be coincidence. It’s certainly not enough ' 
connect them.’ 

1 know. But surely somebody should be investigatir 
other than me?’ 

‘You’re right.’ 

‘Who’s in charge of this case, Rosa?’ 

The problem is that all the murders took place in differei 
counties, so there’s several investigating officers. Til see wh 
I can find out.’ 

‘Do that.’ 

The next morning she attempted to call Bobby Rus 
anxious to apologize. It was no surprise when he failed i 
take her call. She sat down and wrote him a letter, explainir 
what had happened. At least it made her feel better. 

☆ * ir 

Detective Carlyle was an overweight slob who ate doughnu 
for breakfast, smoked cheap cigars and was sating up for 
hair transplant. He’d been on the force too long to care aboi 
anything much, he had too many personal problems. 

Pirst there was his wife — she wanted him to retire and g 
live in Montana. Secondly, die re was his mistress —she tvantc 


him to divorce his wife and move in with her. Mostly 
Detective Carlyle was lucky to make it through the day. 

When Kennedy Chase requested an interview he turned 
her down. Obviously the woman had connections, because 
an hour later his Captain called him in and informed him that 
he had to see her. 

'What I gotta talk to a magazine writer for?’ he grumbled. 
‘She’s doing a story on that woman who got herself 
strangled. You’d better make sure our department comes out 
of this looking good.’ 

'OK, OK,’ Detective Carlyle said, agreeing reluctantly. 
When Kennedy strode into his office he got a shock, he 
wasn’t expecting this classy looking blonde broad with the 
sensational body. He perked up considerably. 'What can I do 
for you, honey?’ he asked with his best Fm-a-stud smile. 

‘You can stop calling me honey for a start,’ she said briskly, 
sitting down in a chair on the other side of his desk and 
crossing impressive legs. 

Another uptight feminist. Whatever happened to the days 
when you could compliment a woman without getting a 
snotty put-down? 

'What can I do for you, Miz? he asked, heavy on the 
sarcasm. 

She chose to ignore his attitude. Tm writing a piece on 
three women whoVe been strangled in LA over the past 
couple of months.’ 

‘Yeah, yeah,’ he said dismissively. 'The one in West 
Hollywood’s the only one concerns me.’ 

‘Why’s that? 1 

m S ” «on 0nly °" e ^ *' cAnC took P lacc ” 

e linked?’ 


Td like all the information you have ’ 

He cleared his throat, snotty broad*- who did she think 


But isn t there a feeling that the cases mis 
^Where d you hear that?’ he asked cagily. 

It doesn’t matter where I heard it.’ 
h matters to me.’ 
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she was? The only information I can give you is that .we have 
no proof of anything as of now.’ 

Tfow can you say that?’ she said forcefully, thinking to 
herself that this guy was verging on being a moron. The 
murderer left the death-to-the-traitors sign on the last two 
victims, there has to be a connection.’ 

Detective Carlyle shifted in his seat, he was dying to let 
loose a fart, but this uptight drill sergeant would probably 
complain. ‘Rest assured we’re investigating,’ he said, fed up 
with being grilled. 

She uncrossed her legs and rose to her feet. ‘When you 
have something. I’d appreciate it if you’d give me a call.’ 

She handed him her card and left. 

As soon as she got home she reviewed her files. She’d 
interviewed several people who’d known the first victim, 
Margarita Lynda, and they’d all spoken highly of her. Accord- 
ing to her neighbours she was a hard-working woman with 
plenty of friends. 

She’d also found out that Margarita was divorced and had 
cd by herself with no current boyfriend. The ex-husband 
is not a suspect because he’d died in a car accident six 
onths ago. 

According to her best friend, Margarita used to enjoy 
>ing to Country and Western clubs every Saturday night. It 
is an interesting lead. Maybe Margarita had met someone 
ere. A man who’d followed her home ... A stalker who 
eyed on women living by themselves. 

The second victim, Stephanie Wolff, was a different case, 
lesbian, with a tight circle of friends, she’d lived with her 
dcrly mother and her only interest had been her work. 

The only tiring the two women had in common was that 
cy\d both worked in the movie industry'. 

Gerda Hemsiey, the third victim, didn’t seem to tie in. 
ic’d been a banking officer. 

Kennedy hadn’t questioned anyone about Gerda yet, but 
e planned on doing so. 

Later she called Rosa. ‘How about going line dancing one 
night?’ 



Rosa hooted with laughter. Line dancing? 

‘You’ll love it,’ she assured her. 

‘Are there men there?’ 

‘Cowboys’ 

‘OK, count me in.’ 

‘I knew I could.’ 

'Ey the way,’ Rosa added, 1 keep on forgetting to tell 
you.’ 
mat?’ 

*1 talked to Michael the other day.’ 

‘Michael?’ 

Tou know, that incredibly good-looking ex-detective I 
wanted to fix you up with?’ 

‘Oh yes, another one of your fabulous blind dates.’ 

The funny thing is he doesn’t want to go out with you 
either.’ 

‘Wow,’ Kennedy said drily. Tm really heartbroken.’ 

Rosa laughed. ‘Hmm . . . What can I tell you? You’re 
probably perfect for each other.’ 

Too bad we’ll never find out.’ 


Chapter Twenty-Four 

☆ 


Jordanna had never had a feeling like it. Standing in front o 
a camera with a crew watching her every move, being th 
centre of attention, becoming another character. It was thi 
most dizzying, amazing, awesome experience. She fel 
important — really important — for the first time in her life 
Never mind that she’d grown up on film sets, been sur 
rounded by movie stars at home, this was the real thing, thi 
was magic. 

Bobby seemed pleased with her performance, so did Mac 
'Hiey did several takes on both scenes, and then all too soot 
it was over. 

‘What happens next?’ she asked Mac as they strolled from 
tire set. 

He threw his arm around her shoulders. We’!! see how 
you come across, and if it works we’ll show the test to the 
studio guys who’ll make the final decision.’ 

chance^ ^ ^ Shc asked ho P eftl %- ‘Have I got a 

“This is a new you,’ he replied affectionately. Tou actually 
sound vulnerable.’ 

^Sure I am,’ shc replied seriously. ^Vhy wouldn’t I be?’ 
Cause all I’ve ever seen is the other side of you. The 
tough biker chick image with hot and cold running guys.’ 

m c anging my life, Mac,’ she said earnestly. ‘I moved 
out of the pool house. I don’t take money from Jordan any 
more. Fm finally getting it together.’ 


That’s good to hear. You know, Jordanna, I’ve always 

had a special feeling for you.’ 

She tried flirting in a jokey way. Special enough to put 
me in the movie?’ 

Shaking his head he laughed. "Hey, c’mon, you know it’s 

not up to me.’ c . , 

She left the studio in a daze, trying to be cool but hlled 

with great expectations. God! What would everyone say if 
she got the part. Jordan, Charlie, her friends, a legion of 
Midnight Cowboys with tight butts and hungry eyes. Wow! 
It would really blow everyone’s mind. 

And if she did get it, her life would change. She’d have a 
career, a reason to get out of bed in the morning. She would 
be somebody in her own right, not merely Jordan Levitt’s 
daughter. 

It occurred to her that because she was his daughter they 
might not take her seriously. 

No. Had to think positively. She had a fair chance. Look 
at Bridget Fonda, Laura Dem, Anjelica Houston. Plenty of 
Hollywood kids made it, you just had to be prepared to try 
harder to prove your own worth. And she was ready to do 
that. She was really ready. 


☆ ☆ ☆ 

‘Hey, kiddo.’ Charlie was happily ensconced in front of his 
giant screen TV in the den while Sport played at his feet with 
a selection of toy soldiers. Dahlia was nowhere to be seen. 

TTi, Charlie,’ she said evenly, wondering if he felt even the 
tmiest bit guilty about the previous evening. 

He threw her a quizzical look. ‘Mrs W tells me you didn’t 

spend the night.’ y 

That’s right.’ • 

o Jl Willet bu ^ed into the room, picked up 

port and said, Tune for this little man’s dinner.’ 

^J^d, Charlie said, waiting until she was gone before 

asked „ S ' h \ attenuon to }° rdanna - Where were you?’ he 
Skcdl usm g *e remote to dick off the TV. \ . 
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1 had an appointment with sex.’ 

He chortled. 'You’re ' pretty out there, kiddo.’ A beat. 
‘Anyone I know?’ 

‘Not your generation, Charlie.’ 

He scratched his head. ‘A young one, huh?’ 

She wanted to hurt him as much as he’d hurt her. Tight 
butt, hard dick. I needed to jog my memory.’ 

He took another long beat before replying. ‘Sorry if you’ve 
got an attack of the damaged feelings, but I never promised 
you fidelity.’ 

‘I know.’ 

‘So why are you upset?’ 

‘Because . . . because . . .’ Why twu she upset? Could it be 
that she’d expected something from him that he wasn’t 
capable of giving? Could it be that she had expected fidelity? 
‘Because I thought - ’ 

Tes?’ 

That we had something special.’ 

We do.’ 

What?’ she asked, genuinely puzzled. 

‘Friendship. I like you, Jordanna. Don’t you like me?’ 

Tcs, Charlie.’ 

Then drop it. Dahlia’s back. She doesn’t mind you being 
around. See if you can feel the same way about her.’ 

‘I can’t,’ she said honestly. 

Too bad.’ 

Tm moving out.’ 

Where to?’ 

TU find a place.’ 

‘Do you need money?’ 

She d sooner work for Cheryl than take money from him. 
‘No, thank you, I’m fine.’ 

Well, kiddo, you know you’re welcome here any time. 
My door is always ajar - give it a kick and come back in 
whenever you want.’ 

She didn’t know where to go, only that she had to get 
out. She couldn’t go home to Daddy any more. Shcp was 
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hardly likely to welcome her again. Cheryl was probably knee 
deep in girls. And Grant was wasted. 

That left Marjory. Even though she was living at home, 
the Sanderson estate was bigger than a hotel, and Franklyn 
Sanderson spent most of his time on his private jet. Yes, 
Marjory seemed like a good idea, so she went upstairs and 
called her. 

Marjory was happy to hear from her and insisted she came 
right over. She packed a couple of bags and left a note for 
Mrs Willet saying she’d send for the rest of her stuff. 

One of these days she had to find a place of her own, this 
was getting ridiculous. 

Maybe if she got the part in the movie . . . 

Don’t even think about it, she told herself sternly. Do not 
get your hopes up. 

She left the house with no regrets. And once more it was 
a girl and her Porsche against the world. 

☆ ☆ ☆, 

Marjory seemed to be in a lively mood. 

‘How come you moved home again?’ Jordanna asked, 
settling into one of the lavish guest suites. 

‘Daddy insisted,’ Marjory replied, pulling at the hem of 
her pink cashmere sweater. ‘Because of the letters.’ 

Jordanna frowned and began unpacking one of her bags. 
‘You’re not still getting them?’ 

‘Regularly.’ 

‘Where do they come to?’ 

‘He was sending them to my apartment,’ Marjory said, 
fiddling with her long pale hair. ‘But now they’re coming 
here.’ 

Jordanna opened a bureau drawer and threw in some T- 
shirts. That’s creepy,’ she said. ‘Like he’s watching you.’ 

‘I know,’ Marjory' agreed. 

‘What’s your father doing about it?’ 

‘He’s hired a private detective.’ 
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Tou’ve got to be careful.’ 

‘Iam.’ 

For a moment Jordanna thought she might confide about 
the test. Then she changed her mind. 

Wait and see, a little voice warned her. Don’t go announc- 
ing something that might not happen. 

Later she fell asleep missing Charlie, but knowing for sure 
she’d made the right move. Charlie was a talented man with 
a big heart, but when it came to relationships he was totally 
insensitive. 

In the morning she reported for work as usual, hoping to 
hear something - anything - even if they didn’t like her she’d 
sooner know than not. 

Nobody said a word, she was stuck in the casting cubicle 
sorting through photos as if nothing had happened. 

At the lunch break Florrie entered the room, perched on 
the side of her desk and came out with a half-hearted apology. 
1 suppose it was smart of you to keep who you are a secret,’ 
she said, chewing on a breath mint. ‘Sorry I let it out.’ 

Tt wasn’t that I kept it a secret,’ Jordanna explained 
carefully. T simply didn’t advertise.’ 

‘Wljy are you working?’ Florrie demanded rudely, as if it 
5 her right to know. ‘You must have tons of money.’ 

It’s not my money, it’s my father’s.’ 

Isn’t that the same thing?’ 

Jordanna decided there was no point in carrying this 
iversation further. TJh, Florrie,’ she said, attempting to 
md nonchalant. 'What’s happening upstairs?’ 

Same old thing,’ Florrie replied, obviously about as 
sitivc to the situation as a plank of wood. ‘Actors in, actors 
..Oh, and that girl from TV came in - Barbara Barr. The 
. from that big deal night-time soap. Y’know, she’s always 
he tabloids. Anyway, she read for Sienna.’ 

Jordanna felt her heart jump. ‘Was she good?’ 

They’re putting her on video.’ " 

Now her heart was pounding. ‘Really?’ she said, trying to 
sound as if it didn’t matter. 

‘After lunch.’ 



T>i'd you hear anything about my test?’ 

‘Nope,’ Florrie replied, picking at her nail polish. But it 
locsn’t matter, does it? It’s not like you’re a proper actress or 
mything. I expect they were getting desperate when they 
ested you. There’s two more Siennas coming in this after- 
loon, and three videos of New York actresses.’ 

Jordanna managed to remain expressionless as Florrie 
rattled on. She didn’t think the girl was being mean or even 
bitchy - merely thoughdess. Everyone thought that if you 
bad a famous parent, it was enough, you didn’t need anything 
else, certainly not a job. In a way she could understand 
Cheryl’s delight at becoming a successful Hollywood madam. 
She’d made it in her own right, not because of Daddy and 
his studio. 

Tm not eating lunch today,’ Florrie confided, removing 
her big butt from Jordanna’s desk. T have to lose three 
pounds by Saturday. Fve got a date with that cute guy over 
in promotion, the one with the new Acura Legend car.’ 

Three pounds won’t cut it , Jordanna thought. Tty fifteen. 
Florrie wandered off. Jordanna sat still for a moment, 
considering her next move. Should she go and badger Mac, 
or sit tight and wait to see what happened next? 

Sit tight. Stay cool. Do not get panicked. 

But I am panicked. Totally. I want this part more than Fve 
wanted anything in my entire life. 

Chill out. 

Fine. 

Midnight Cowboy called the casting office in the after- 
noon. Her luck she answered the phone. 

‘Any news?’ he asked, sounding as agitated as she felt. • 
For a second she thought he was asking about her, then 
s e remembered she hadn’t mentioned her test to him. TJh 

... no But if there is, the casting director will contact your 
agent. 3 

‘Fuck!’ 

‘What?’ 

T hate this waiting to find out crap.’ 

I know exactly what you mean.’ 
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‘Fuck!’ he repeated, as if it were her f ault. 'Oan't you go in 
id ask}' 

Nice of him to tell her what a wonderful time he’d had the 
ight she’d driven over to his place and given him the best 
:x he’d probably ever experienced. 

Nice of him to be so solicitous and charming and 
anccmcd. 

If he knew she’d tested for Sienna he’d throw a fit! 

She almost told him, but changed her mind. ‘I gotta go,’ 
nc said. Work beckons.’ 

‘Call me as soon as you hear?’ 

Don’t hold your breath. 

The rest of the day dragged. She caught a glimpse of 
darcy Bolton, another young actress who arrived to read for 
Itenna, accompanied by her manager. 

She’s too short. Her face rs pointed, like a fence’s. And she’s 
Marine/ too much make-up. 

When Florric emerged from the interview room on her 
vay to the bathroom, Jordanna grabbed her. ’What was she 
|c?’ she demanded. 

■ *’ r 'hat’s who like?’ Horne replied vaguely. 

■ ‘Marcy Bolton. Did she read? Was she good? How did 
hey react?’ 

‘Mac seemed enthusiastic.’ 

‘And Bobby?’ 

‘He was OK with her .’ 

Tell me she stunk, l- lame Tell me they hated her! 

‘Has anyone else read for Sienna?’ 

They’re viewing the New York tapes no%v.’ 

Jordanna wished she could burst into the office and watch 
vith them, get an eye on the competition. ‘How’s your 
ooth?’ she asked Florric, hoping that maybe she’d have to go 
jack to the dentist. 

‘It’s all right,’ Florric replied, moving her tongue around 
icr mouth. ‘If ever you need a good dentist . , 

No, Plorrie, / do not need nr/ood dentist. I need atmvers and I 
seed than now! 
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Mac came down to see her at five thirty. She stared at him 
cxpcctandy, waiting for the good news. He cleared his throat 

looking everywhere except at her. 

‘So?’ she said at last. What's the verdict?’ 

‘Sorry,’ he said, rubbing the bridge of his nose. ‘I fough 
for you, but the studio won’t go for it. They say you don’ 
have any experience — which unfortunately is true — but ii 
my opinion we could have made it work.’ He patted her oi 
the shoulder. Tf ids any consolation you came across lik 


dynamite.’ 

The disappointment that enveloped her was so ovet 
whelming she could barely breathe. Who’s got the part?’ sh 
managed to get out. 

‘Barbara Barr.’ 

She’s totally wrong. Doesn’t anybody realize that? 

Is . . . is Bobby happy?’ 

‘Between you and me he’s not ecstatic - after all, she’s TV 
but this is an important movie for him and he wants to pleas 
the studio. They’ve decided that since we can’t get a star i 
this late date, it’s prudent to go with Barbara. She has a 
enormous TV following and gamers front-page publicity 
They think it’ll work.’ 

‘Do you?’ 

T wouldn’t agree to cast her if I didn’t.’ 

So that was it. Big opportunity out the window. 

Normally something like this would have set her off on 
self-destruct course. Drinks, drugs, Midnight Cowboys, Bt 
lately she d been feeling more centred, and the never-endin 
cycle of trying to cure things with transient remedies had t> 


stop. 

I can handle it, she told herself. I can and I will. 

She’d handled the Charlie situation when he’d screw 
Mound on her. OK, so she’d run to the actor in Venice I 

a u h f d J made ber feel ^tter, she hadn’t gotten wast 
and she had used protection. Score one for a change 


The truth was she’d finally realized she was responsible fo 
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her own life. No more brooding about Jordan and his serie 
of wives, they were his business, not hers. At last it wa 
becoming clear. No more punishing herself. 

‘So that’s the end of my brilliant career,’ she said ruefully. 

“You’re taking it well,’ Mac replied, obviously relieved. 

Tm a big girl,’ she said, full of false bravado, because she’c 
learned early on that the best way to survive was to hide youi 
true feelings. 

'And a smart one,’ Mac said. ‘Bobby’s giving you a shot a 
his personal assistant. He’d like you to go up to his office.’ 

From movie star to PA in one minute flat. Quite a leap 
‘Sure, Mac.’ 

‘Oh, and, Jordanna?’ 

Yes?’ 

‘We’re going to have fun making this movie, that’s i 
promise.’ 

She smiled wanly, still hiding her disappointment, ‘OK, 
Mac, if you say so.’ 


☆ 


'Good morning, Mr President d The Man cleared bis throat and 
tried again, lowering his voice to a macho growl. 'Good morning, 
Mr President. 1 

The Man stared at his naked reflection in the mirror and 
repented the greeting twice more. 

If circumstances were different he could have been the President 
of America. It was possible. The great American dream was always 
attainable. Look at some of the men who’d made it. Carter - a 
peanut fanner. Reagan, an actoi\ Kennedy - a womanizer. 

Ahh, what it must have been like in the days of Kennedy, 
when the media were not mooping around every comer photo- 
graphing every move. President Kennedy had gotten away with 
, plenty. 

The Man decided to add President Kennedy to the list of men 
he admired. Of course, the dead President would not knock Steven 
Seagal from the top spot, because Steven Seagal was a true hero. 
Unbeatable. 

The Man continued to study his reflection in the minor. 'Gooe 
morning, Mr President, 1 he said in a whispery female voice d U, 
Marilyn Monroe. 'How ya doin 1 , Mr President? 1 

It ocairnd to him there was a certain similarity betweer 
Monroe singing Happy Birthday, Mr President 1 , to Presiden 
Kennedy, and Barbra Streisand crooning one of her tnotimfii 
lenr songs to President Clinton. 

Tire truth was that all Presidents were whoremongers. H 
knew that. America knew that. It didn’t seem to make an 
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difference. In America looks were everything, and the best looking 
scored the most points. 

I am very good-looking, The Man thought smugly. I am very 
handsome. I could have been a famous movie star if the breaks 
had been different. 

A knock on his door startled him. How dare anybody disturb 
him. How dare they interrupt his precious solitude. 

Whips thereV he called out. 

‘Shelley.’ 

Shelley? He didn’t know anybody called Shelley. In fact, he 
didn’t know anybody at all. He was alone and that’s the way he 
tiked it. 

* You must remember me,’ Shelley said hopefidly. T live in the 
house. We bump into each other sometimes. My mother sent me a 
home-made fruit cake and I’d like to offer you a piece.’ 

‘No,’ he said abruptly. 

‘Please,’ she wheedled. ‘Yesterday was my birthday.’ 

He didn’t wish to arouse her suspicions. Til be out shortly,’ he 
said gruffly. 

‘ Come to my room - it’s by the pool.’ 

He wondered if Shelley wanted him to fitch her. That’s what 
most of them were after. Most of them except The Girl who’d led 
him on, and then, when he’d tried to consummate their relation- 
ship, she’d treated him like a stranger. 

On reflection he was glad he’d killed her, even though he’d 
been forced to accept the harsh and unfair punishment. 

AND THE TRAITORS SHALL DIE FOR GANGING UP AGAINST 
ME. EVERY ONE OF THE BITCHES AND THE WHORES. 

He remembered meeting The Girl for the first time. So pretty 
and beguiling - it had not been difficult falling in love with her. 

But she’d made one fatal mistake , She’d rejected him. She 
should never hare done that. 

He dressed quickly, unlocked his door, re-locked it behind him , 
and went looking for Shelley. 

He found her in a large room overlooking the old tile swim- 
ming-pool. 

Her door was open, but he did not enter immediately, he stood 

llrcitn+ttlv fm tlrr+tUnld 


At last/ she said, rushing to greet him. T thought Td never 

get you here/ . . . c , 

He entered the room, hoveling awkwardly m the middle oj we 


floor. 

'I can offer you herb tea, apple juice or wine/ she said. 

' Nothing .’ 

'You know, John -you don’t mind if I call you John, do you?’ 
John? And then he remembered he’d told her his name was 
John Seagal, which of course was a lie. 'No / he said flatly. 

■ What do you do ?’ she asked curiously. T never sec you around. 


You seem so .. . lonely .’ 

'I’m a writer/ he lied. 

The news excited her. 'Oooh, do you write screenplays ?’ 

He noticed that her hair was the same colour as The Girl’s. 
Natural yellow, not dyed like most of the hussies in Hollywood. 

'Books/be said. 

Nmv she was even more impressed. 'That’s serious. What kind 
of books?’ 

'Vendettas.’ 

' Vendettas ?’ 

'Revenge. If somebody does you wrong then you must sec tkr. 
get their come-uppance.’ 

'Oh, you mean like Death Wish. I love those mcriet where 
Charles Bronson walks around blowing the bad guys aww. ~w 
don’t you write a movie like that?’ 

I told you - 1 don’t write movies. ’ 

'Shame, you could’ve written one for me, and when 3r r wttr 
you could’ve written all my movies. Then I ctdd ted rrs-c-s 
'No, sorry, I only work on John Seagal fdma Her rr dzmr 
personal Jriend.’” She hesitated a moment eriwe rudnttt - 
'And, actually, you are, because I don’t hare anr tt^ndawtZJL. ~ 
hardly brow anybody.’ ~ 

, He found it hard to believe tidtapretn Arid-* - 

brew anybody. ‘ 


It occurred to him that maybe hi: unde had dr 
mother , and they’d arranged to put the gwi ~ dee 
>tm. Nothing they did would surprise him 
Thought fir the day. If she was a spy hrd have 
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‘How cotnc you’re here?’ be asked. 

‘A friend borrowed the place from a girlfriend of hers, and she 
kind of passed it on to me.’ 

H on told me you didn’t have any friends he said accusingly. 

‘She’s just a girl I met at acting doss.’ 

‘Toil go to class?’ 

nCes.’ 

He wished he could go to acting class, but it was impossible. 
Had to keep to himself People were treacherous, and the less he 
mixed with them the better. 

‘I’m moving soon,’ Shelley revealed. ‘My acting teacher is going 
to Europe for three months and he’s asked me to house-sit.’ 

WJjere’s that?’ he asked, not really interested. 

Way up Laurel Canyon,’ she said. ‘It’s a lovely small house, 
completely secluded. Perhaps you’ll visit me.’ 

He nodded. 

‘ Let me fetch you a piece of cake,’ she said, moving across the 
room. ‘Pm front Utah >,’ she called over her shoulder. Where art 
you from?’ 

There seemed no harm in telling her. ‘New York.’ 

‘You won’t believe this,’ she exclaimed, ‘but I’ve never been to 
New York.’ 

She was wearing shorts and a skimpy T-shirt, and as she mowed 
back towards him carrying a plate, he noticed her small breasts 
bouncing up and down beneath the thin material. 

He’d not had a woman in a while. That initial fevered rush of 
whores when he’d first left jail had sated bis sexual appetite, but 
now . . . 

What if he decided be wanted to fitch Shelley? Would she allow 
him to? Or would she react the same way as the one with the 
yellow hair and start yelling and screaming and kicking until he’d 
been forced to put Ids bands around her soft white throat and 
squeeze tightly until he’d shut her up. 

Shelley handed him apiece of fruit cake on a blue plastic plate. 
Haste that,’ she said, licking her fingers. Ws delicious.’ She paused 
for a moment, then blurted out, ‘Can we go to a movie one night?’ 

He considered her invitation. No,’ he said. 

Why not?’ 




The late Gerda Hemslcy’s boyfriend was a big man with 
rugged features, crew-cut red hair and a worried expression. 
He was the manager of a sporting goods store. Kennedy 
arrived to see him at his place of work. He wasn’t happy 
when she introduced herself and told him she was writing a 
story. 

Tm trying to put this behind me,’ he said, agitatedly 
glancing around. ‘Gerda was a fine woman. We lived together 
a year and then . . . this. Now everything’s gone crazy. I had 
to move out of our apartment yesterday. I can’t stay there 
without her.’ 

Kennedy made an instant evaluation and crossed him off 
as a s us pea. She always trusted her immediate reaction when 
it came to people, and she sensed this was an ordinary guy 
'caught up in a bad situation. ‘Have the police questioned 
you?’ she asked. 

Wes,’ he said grimly. ‘As if they had a right to. It isn’t 
enough my girlfriend gets murdered, now I become a sus- 
pect.’ He paused for a moment. ‘You know what’s happening 
in this country, don’t you?’ 

What?’ 

It’s the criminals that get treated right,’ he said heatedly. 
The innocent people are the ones that end up with no 
justice.’ 

She nodded. Tm sure you’re right.’ 

“I know I’m right,’ he said forcefully. 
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A sales clerk came up with a request for him to sign off on 

a cheque. He did so. 

Kennedy took out her notebook. Can I ask where you 
and Gerda first met?’ 

He frowned. Are you questioning me, too; D o you tlunK 

Fm a suspect?’ . 

‘Of course not,’ she said, realizing what a strain he must 

be under. Tm writing about several other women whove 
been murdered in the same way. Two of the women worked 
in the movie industry', Gerda in a bank. What did she do 
before that?’ 

‘She was a bookkeeper at an accountant’s office.’ 

‘And prior to that?’ 

‘Her mother knows. She can tell you.’ 

T)o you happen to have her number?’ 

He wrote the mother’s number down on the back of a 
receipt and handed it to her. 

Thanks,’ she said. Til leave you alone for now, I can see 
you’re busy.’ 

He nodded abruptly and walked over to the cash register. 
She made her way to the front of the store and stood 
outside for a moment before crossing the parking lot. 

He ran after her and caught her before she reached her 
car, startling her. ‘Sorry,’ he said, out of breath. Tut you 
must understand — this isn’t easy for me.’ 

T do understand,’ she said sympathetically. 

Took,’ he hesitated, having trouble talking. Tm glad 
you’re trying to do something. You have no idea what it’s 
like when somebody close to you is murdered.’ He paused 
before condnuing, choking back his emotions. Tf they ever 
catch the guy who did it, I’d like to personally hang him up 
by his balls.’ F 

Kennedy nodded understandingly. Tf it was up to me I’d 
make sure you could.’ 

She called Gerda’s mother from the car. An answering 
machine picked up, so she left her name and number and 
requested a return call. Then she set off to meet Rosa foi 


brown eyes sparkling. ‘Listen, Kennedy,’ she said, Tm about 
to suggest something, and I insist you say yes because it’s a 
fantastic idea.’ 

Oh, God, Rosa never quit. If it’s a man—’ she began. 

‘No,’ Rosa said, interrupting quickly. It is not a man. It’s 
business, pure business - OK?’ 

She sighed. ‘All right, tell me about it.’ 

Tapping her long scarlet fingernails on the table, Rosa 
said, The situation with these murdered women is getting 
out of control, and since the police are not exactly active, my 
news station has decided to adopt it as our story. We’re all 
very excited. And I came up with a brilliant idea. You’re 
going to appear on camera and talk about it on the evening 
news.’ 

Kennedy almost laughed aloud, Rosa had really lost it this 
time. l Mc? On television? You’ve got to be kidding. I don’t 
even watch it, let alone appear on it!’ 

‘I am not kidding. You’ll do it,’ Rosa said, eyes flashing. 

Why would I?’ 

Tm telling you, there’s a serial killer out there. It’s time 
the police formed a task force, and we can make them. The 
power of TV is awesome. You’ll see.’ 

‘I’m sorry, there’s no way I can do it.’ 

Rosa wasn’t listening. ‘Don’t worry, you’ll be great.’ 

‘Says you.’ 

‘My news director’ s joining us for coffee. If you haven’t 
said yes by then he’ll talk you into it. And no, Kennedy, do 
not get turned on - he is not available.’ 

She began to laugh. ‘Finally, a man who’s not available. 
And this is the one I’m going to want, right?’ 

Rosa laughed too. ‘Yeah, right.’ 

☆ ☆ ☆ 

Kennedy was apprehensive, it was all happening so fast. She 
should have said no and listened to her gut instinct, but Rosa 
and her news director had been very persuasive. 
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She sat down and wrote an editorial, then she went ov 
it with the news director, who was very enthusiastic. 

Rosa advised her how to behave in front of the carnet 
'It’s easy. Sit still and get a fix straight into the camera. Wht 
the monitor rolls, you’ll see your words come up on the tel 
prompter - all you have to do is read ’em. It’ll look exact 
like you’re talking directly to the viewers.’ 

‘Are you certain this is going to help?’ she asked tent 

tively, not sure at all. 

Tositive,’ Rosa guaranteed. 

Then why don’t you do it?’ 

‘Because they’re used to me. They see me on the nev 
every night. You’re a big-time journalist, our viewers w 


love it.’ 

T am? 

Tcs, you am. Your Style Wars cover story on Bobby Ru: 
is pretty controversial. USA Today did a piece about it. You’ 
hot right now, and we’ll use that factor to boost ratings.’ 

‘I am not responsible for that story.’ 

Think about it this way, you’ll be doing some good. If v 
can get the Chief of Police to put together a task force, tht 
wc’U have done our job. Remember the Hillside Strangler 
few years back? This is beginning to be just as bad.’ 

‘OK, OK, Fll do my best.’ 

They did a mock run-through. What an ordeal! SI 
stumbled and stuttered her way through it, feeling like 
complete fool. Later she went into the make-up room whe 
they proceeded to put too much blusher on her, and a det 
green eye-shadow she hated. T can’t stand all this make-ut 
she complained. 


TV lighting washes people out, especially blondes,’ 
explained. This way your features will come across.’ 
Next the hairdresser teased and sprayed her hair. 

God! I look like a Barbie doll,’ she moaned, peering i 
mirror. r & 

^o, you do not. You look magnificent, stop having 
by the time she got back in front of the camera sh 
nervous. Really nervous. 
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The news team began taking their positions. Rosa and her 
co-anchor - a black man with crinkly hair and a deeply 
reassuring voice - sat in the middle of a curved desk, while 
the other regulars gathered around them. 

Kennedy’s mouth was so dry she didn’t know whether 
she’d be able to say anything or not. Who needed this kind of 
stress! 

Finally the cameras started to roll. She watched Rosa slip 
easily into her anchor role and felt slightly better. If Rosa 
could do it, so could she. 

By the time the studio manager gave her the signal to start 
spealting she was like a greyhound at the starting gate - ready 
to win. 

Taking a long deep breath she began to speak. 

☆ ☆ ☆ 

‘So,’ Kennedy said, after the show, feeling quite elated. Tvc 
done my part, now it’s your turn - we’re going line dancing.’ 

‘Arc you certain this is a good idea?’ Rosa asked unsurely, 
as they left the studio. 

Kennedy got behind the wheel of her Corvette. ‘Whether 
it is or not, we’re doing it.’ 

‘Maybe we should have brought Ferdy with us.’ 

T have a feeling he’d stand out,’ Kennedy said drily. 
‘Somehow I don’t think these Country and Western dives are 
exactly crawling with six-foot-four black basketball players.’ 

Rosa agreed. T suppose he isn’t exactly unobtrusive.’ 

They drove to Boots, a Country and Western club on Pico 
Boulevard, pulled into the large parking lot, and got out of 
the car. Rosa immediately began worrying about her appear- 
ance. ‘Is my ass too big for these jeans?’ she said anxiously. 
‘I’m sure people are going to be pointing at me saying, 
“There’s that anchorwoman with the big fat ass.’” 

‘Oh yes, that’s what they come here for - just to spot 
celebrities with big butts.’ 

Tou’d be surprised. This is Hollywood, babe, celebrity 
spotting is what it’s all about.’ 


‘You’ve got it wrong — people come to these places to 
Icam to dance. They’re into this whole cowboy thing.’ 

‘Bullshit,’ Rosa replied succinctly. They' come here to get 
picked up.’ 

‘Margarita wasn’t the type.’ 

‘Every woman’s the type if she’s available.’ 

1 don’t think so, take me as your prime example.’ 

‘Oh ,y<»<. You’re hardly normal.’ 

Thanks a lot.’ 

The place was packed. Would-be cowboys abounded 
circling the vast round bar that took up the entire centre of 
the huge space. There were a few' booths against the walL 
and several standing stations v/here you could place your 
drink and survey the action which took place on a large dance 
floor where groups of people indulged in two-stepping and 
line dancing. Good old country' togetherness. 

7eez!’ Rosa exclaimed. ‘Am I in the wrong place! This is 
Americana City. I ber Tm the only Hispanic here. PH 
probably get beaten up in the parking lot!’ 

‘Calm down,’ Kennedy said. We’ll have a drink, take a 
look around, then we’re out of here.’ 

T don’t believe these guys,’ Rosa exclaimed, checking out 
the passing parade of men. ‘Look at ’em. Cowboy's by night, 
accountants by day.’ 

How do you know?’ 

Hey, you think real cowboys would walk around like that 
with their ten-gallon hats and sassy' attitude. Honey, I can 
assure you, they’ ain’t real cowboys,’ 

‘So now you’re an expert on cowboys. I thought basketball 
players were your thing.’ 

Do me a favour - buy me a beer and let’s make this 
short.’ 

They approached the bar. Howdy, little ladies,’ greeted 
me barman, confirming all their worst fears, 

*1 suppose a Martini’s out of the question?’ Rosa said, 
perching on a bar stool. 

He chortled happily. 

Two beers,’ Kennedy said. 


239 


This your first rime?’ the barman asked, with a gap 
toothed leer. 

£ How did you guess?’ Rosa drawled sarcastically. 

■You can have a real blast if you leave your cares on th 
doorstep.’ 

Rosa’s eyebrows shot up. ‘You got that out of a fortun 
cookie at Trader Vic’s, right?’ 

His face was blank. Trader who?’ 

‘Forget it.’ 

T suppose you get a lot of regulars here?’ Kennedy asked 
leaning her elbows on the bar. 

°S’ right,’ he replied. ‘Regular as clockwork. They com 
in, dance four or five hours, then go home happy. That’s ou 
motto at Boots - put a smile on your face and a spring ii 
your step.’ 

‘Oh, please,’’ murmured Rosa, 

Will you shut up,’ Kennedy whispered. T’m trying t< 
make contact here.’ 

‘Make contact, my ass,’ Rosa said. ‘Oooh, there goes 
cute one,’ Her attention was taken by a blond hunk in a plaii 
shirt, jeans and a brown Stetson. 

They made eye contact and he swooped. ‘Care to take i 
to the floor, ma’am?’ he asked politely. 

Why not?’ she said, winking at Kennedy. 

‘Litde lady’s gonna fit right in,’ the barman remarked a 
Rosa hit the floor with the hunk. 

. ‘My friend, Margarita, used to come here,’ Kennedy said 
showing him a picture. ‘Do you remember her?’ 

‘I know a lotta people, but names ain’t my strong point 
He squinted at the photograph. ‘Naw, don’c recall her.’ 

Tou might have read about her,’ Kennedy continued 
‘She was murdered a couple of months ago.’ 

Was she murdered here?’ he asked marter-of*factly. 

•Here?’ 

Tm not supposed to say diis.’ He leaned across the bat 
speaking confidentially. Wc had'a coupla rapes in the parkin; 
lot.’ 

*You did? When?’ 


The last one was a few weeks ago. Course, they’ve beefed 
up security since then.’ 

‘Margarita wasn’t raped, she was strangled^. Its 
she might have been followed home from here. 

‘Really?’ he said thoughtfully. Tou a relative?’ 

‘No, Fm a writer,’ she said, handing him her card.Tf you 
come up with anything, give me a call.’ 

He peered at her card. ‘Kennedy. That’s a funny name for 

a girl.’ 

‘What’s your name?’ 

‘Brick.’ 

‘Oh, that’s much more sensible ... for a boy.’ 

Before he could react she took her bottle of beer, moved 
away from the bar, and stood at the edge of the dance floor, 
where she watched Rosa making a complete fool of herself as 
she tried to two-step with the young stud who had his arms 
all over her. Trust Rosa to get right into the spirit of things. 

‘OK, folks! Time for a litde line dancing!’ the disc jockey 
announced through his microphone. ‘We’ll start you off with 
the Tumbleweed - follow that with a sexy dose of smooth 
Black Velvet - an’ then we’re divin’ straight into the Achy 
Break}'.’ A cheer went up. 

Rosa’s cowboy for die night escorted her off the floor. 
We’re going over there to practise,’ Rosa said, her cheeks 
flushed. ‘Billy’s teaching me to line dance.’ 

‘Billy, are you a regular here?’ Kennedy asked, stopping 
him before he whisked Rosa off. 

Wes, ma’am, come here all the time.’ 

to °h out her photograph of Margarita. T>o you know' 



Tipping his Stetson back he stared at it for a moment. 
Can’t say I do, ma’am.’ 


She used to come here ever}' week.’ 

^Reckon she hung out on different'nights to me.’ 

^Reckon she did,’ Kennedy replied. 

should ash one of the bouncers. They kno\ 
eicrythin happens around here.’ 7 

That’s a good idea, thanks.’ 




She’d noticed several bouncers roaming around the place 
dressed in black cowboy hats, black shirts and the de rigitciir 
tight blue jeans. She approached one standing by the door, a 
shiny silver sheriffs badge gleaming on his shirt. 

‘Do you remember this woman?’ she asked, showing him 
the picture of Margarita. 

He glanced at the photo. What do I get if I do?’ 

What do you want?’ she replied, going along for the ride. 
This one was not shy. C A date,’ he said. 

T have a feeling my husband wouldn’t appreciate it.’ 
c Aw, shit! All the best ones are taken.’ 

‘Do you remember her?’ 

Teah, good-lookin’ lady. She used to come here every' 
irsday night. Fancy little dancer.’ 

Did she hang out with anybody in particular?’ 

Nope. Sometimes she’d be with a couple of girlfriends, 
er saw her leave with a guy.’ 

You’ve got an excellent memory.’ 

If s a trick of the trade.’ 

?he was surprised he didn’t tag little lady on to the end of 
sentence, he seemed to be die type. ‘OK, thanks,’ she 
1, brushing back her blonde hair. 

Too bad you’re taken,’ he said, winking suggestively. 

It was obvious she was getting nowhere fast. She looked 
und for Rosa, and found her in die practice area now 
ning some kind of intricate two-step with the very 
ntivc Billy. Oh, boy, if Ferdy could only see her now! 
We’re going,’ she said. 

We are?’ 

Sorry to drag you away.’ 

Rosa waved at her new conquest. ‘See ya, cowboy.’ 

He tipped his hat. ‘See ya, pretty lady.’ 

Stop baby-snatching,’ Kennedy scolded. Tou’vc got one 
mile at home, isn’t that enough?’ 

Rosa giggled. ‘I may be taken but Fm not dead!’ 



Chapter Twenty-Six 




ac Brooks couldn’t sleep, something was on his mind and 
ere was no way he could shake ic. He watched Nigbttinc for 
while, until Sharleen complained that the glow from the 
levision was bothering her. 

*1 need my sleep, hone)',’ she murmured, TH have bags 
nder my eyes in the morning if you keep this up.’ 

He switched off the television and lay fiat on his back in 
he dark, his mind racing this way and that. 

Something was horribly wrong, his past was coming back 
o haunt him and it wasn’t a good thing. 

When he’d heard about Margarita Lynda’s murder he’d 
bought of it as random violence, one of the many perils of 
living in LA. But recently he’d found out about Stephanie 
Wolffs demise, and he’d known, without a doubt, that their 
murders had to be linked. Then tonight, on the early news, 
they’d reported the brutal murder of actress Pamela March. 

He’d gone cold inside. There was no doubt now, he knen 
who was committing the murders. 

After dinner he’d gone to his study hoping for some peao 
and quiet so he could think things through and decide wha 
action he might take. 

Sharleen had followed him in, leaned over the back of h 
diair and began ruffling his hair. ‘Let’s go to a movie i 
Westwood,’ she’d suggested. ‘And if you’re veree, veree goo< 
v ' c 00 ma ke out in the back row. How does that grab you; 
'Not tonight, sweetheart.’ 
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She was in a flirtatious mood. ‘Why not, pussycat?’ she’d 
asked, playing with the top of his ear. “I promise you I’ll 
make it worth your while.’ 

‘Because I don’t feel like it.’ 

‘You’re so boring when you’re working,’ she’d said, 
pouring. 

‘So are you,’ he’d retaliated. 

1 could’ve been in this movie,’ she’d said petulantly. 
‘Bobby and I would’ve had sensational chemistry, and you 
know it. It’s so silly you’re jealous . . .’ 

‘Sharleen, Fve told you once, I am not jealous.’ 

“Yes, you are.’ 

‘No. Fm not.’’ 

‘Oliver Stone wants to meet me.’ 

‘Good. I hope he meets you, loves you and hires you. 
~ :veral months in Vietnam will do you a power of good.’ 
‘He’s not doing another Vietnam movie.’ 

‘Whatever,’ he’d said shortly, wishing she’d leave him 
one. 

Now he was lying in bed unable to sleep with Sharleen 
side him, breathing deeply, her eyes closed, her luscious 
outh slightly open. 

All he could think about was the murdered women. How 
mg would it take before the police connected them? 

How long before they realized that all three had worked 
a The Contract ? 

He knew he had a responsibility to speak up, but if he did 
> it would only drag the whole nightmare back into the 
eadlincs. 

Seven years ago a murder had been committed on his 
lovic. Ingrid Floris, a beautiful young actress, had been 
rurally killed by the actor portraying her ex-boyfriend. He’d 
ragged her from her trailer in front of several witnesses, and 
fer a violent struggle, strangled her. 

Margarita Lynda had run screaming for help, while 
rcphanic Wolff and Pamela March had hovered in the 
„ irking lot watching the entire incident - both of them 


transfixed with horror. Jordanna Levitt, Cheryl Lander 
Gerda Hcmsley had seen everything from the window < 
production trailer. 

By the time Margarita had returned with a couple of 
drivers, it was too late to save Ingrid. She was already d 
. Ail six women were called as witnesses at the trial. 

All six helped put the killer away. 

The name of the actor was Zane Marion Bicca. H 
the nephew of Maris godfather, although nobody knei 
including Zane, who thought it was just pure luck tha 
gotten such a big break in an important Hollywood me 

Mac knew better. Mac had done his godfather a ft 
because when asked he was smart enough not to say no 

The truth was that nobody said no to Luca Carlotti. 

Christ! Mac realized that Zane must be out of jail 
the horrifying reality was that it could be him systema 
killing every one of the women who’d testified against 1 

Everyone except Jordanna, Cheryl and Gerda. 

Maybe they were next. 

He sat bolt upright in bed, sweat beading his forehe 

‘Wassamatter?’ Sharleen mumbled sleepily, throwir 
arm across him. 

‘Go back to sleep, baby,’ he said, surprised to he 
voice so soothing and calm. 

Timm . . .’ She turned over and he noticed the voluj 
oudine of her breasts through her silky nightgown. Tc 
he wasn’t in a better mood, although they rarely had 
the bedroom - that was too normal for Sharleen. 

He slid out of bed and went into his dressing room 
he put on jogging pants, a sweatshirt, socks and Nikes, 
he went downstairs. There was no point in trying to 
this problem wasn’t going away. 

He hurried into his study shutting the door behim 
The blinds were open to the patio, so he pulled them 
then crossed the room and removed a small Picasso fire 
wall next to the fireplace. Behind the expensive pa 
embedded securely in the wall, was a hidden safe. 
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11V the combination and the steel door clickec 

open. This was his safe. Sharleen had her Own. Only ir 
California. 

He paused for a long moment before divesting the safe o 
its contents. It wasn’t often he took the bitter-sweet memor; 
trip - some things were best left unremembered. 

First he removed a large brown envelope containing 
several photographs. He opened the envelope, took out thi 
photos and spread them across his desk. 

Memories came flooding back. Mac Brooks aged three 
balanced on the shoulders of his father, a tall, lanky man avid 
curly brown hair and a carefree expression; Mac at six wid 
his mother, Priscilla, a gorgeous blonde in shorts and a haltei 
top; Mac at twelve - a dirty-faced villain with a crooked grit 
and larceny in his heart; and Mac at fifteen, standing next tt 
his godfather, Luca Carlotti. 

Mac stared intendy at the photo. Luca Carlotti, a shot 
man with deep-set hooded Valentino eyes, full lips anc 
patent-leather slickcd-back hair. He wore a cobra’s smile anc 
excellent tailoring. 

Luca Carlotti had been the most feared man in the 
neighbourhood. He’d also been the most loved. 

Luca Carlotti could make dreams come true or he coulc 
crush you underfoot. He was a powerful force and Mac 5 ! 
father was his right-hand man. 

As Mac grew up he soon realized why the great Luc 
Carlotti was his godfather. It was because Luca was fuckin| 
his mother, and his father didn’t have the balls to object. 

Luca Carlotti and Mac’s parents hung out, went every' 
where together, until one night they were at an aftcr-houn 
club in Harlem listening to a famous jazz, singer. It was pasi 
two in the morning when they left. Mac’s father exited the 
club first to signal their driver. As die sleek limousine pulled 
up, Luca and Priscilla emerged from the dub. 

A car cruised slowly by. Luca stopped, began to saj 
something. At that exact moment a hail of bullets came ai 
them. Luca dropped to the ground dragging Priscilla with 


straight through the 
is sixteen at the time, 
m that day on he was 
: got everything he 

wanted. 

He wanted to be a boxer. 

Luca paid for a trainer and arranged a series of amateur 
fights. 

He wanted a car. 

Luca bought him a red Mustang. 

He wanted to be a film director. 

Luca fixed it so he could go to film school. 

He wanted to be employed on an actual movie. 

Luca arranged for him to work as third assistant on New 
Tork Nijjfjts, a film some of his ‘friends’ had invested money 
in. 

The experience thrilled Mac. He knew he had found his 
true vocation. 

The director of New York Nights was William Davidoss, a 
forceful man with a loud voice and flamboyant style. His 
daughter, Willa, was the key to Mac’s golden future. 

Shortly after the movie mapped, he and Willa ran off to 
Las Vegas and got married. Within three years he was 
directing his first movie. 

Luca Carlotti and his mother had wished him luck when 
he’d moved to Hollywood. They’d respected his decision to 
distance himself from his New York connections. Luca 
understood things like that, he was a very unders tanding 
man. 


him, while Mac’s father took a bullet 
heart - a bullet meant for Luca. Mac w; 

Luca was not an ungrateful man. Fr< 
actively involved in seeing that Ma 


It -wasn’t until years later, when Mac was prepping The 
Coiitrnct, that Luca had phoned him.’ I need a favour, son,’ 
he d said, as if they 3 d spoken yesterday. 

Mac hated it when Luca called him son. Even though 

' Vas in bed with Ws ^ther, it didn’t give him the 
nght to call him son. 


it sS'Zr h " d ’ he ’ d K P &d because 

suited him to stay on his godfather’s good side. 
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*1 got me this nephew wants t*be an actor,’ Luca said. ‘Not 
a bad-lookin’ kid - give him a part in one of your movies. I 
promised my sister Fd do this.’ 

It can’t be a starring role,’ Mac said curtly. 

‘A coupla scenes, that’s all I ask.’ 

‘It’s done.’ 

Mac remembered their conversation well. And then he 
remembered Zane Marion Ricca. 

☆ ☆ ☆ 

From the moment Mac set eyes on Zane Marion Ricca begot bad 
vibes. Zane had an attitude problem - he thought that just 
becattse he’d been cast in a major movie he was a star and behaved 
accordingly. 

Mac did not appreciate such behaviour on his set, he expected 
everyone to respect each other and get along, but with Zane 
around it was not to be. 

Because of bis promise to Luca, Mac was stuck with the little 
jerk. He’d interviewed him briefly, had him read for the small but 
pivotal part of the ex-boyfriend, and hired him, much to the 
disgust of his casting director, Nanette Lipsky. 

He has no experience,’ Nanette complained. ‘Wiry, Mac? 
You’re usually so partictilar.’ 

Because he’s got a look,’ Mac replied stubbornly. Tt'll work for 
the character.’ 

Zane did have a look. Flat grey eyes narrowed like slits in a 
pale thin face. A blank expression. Black hair, slicked back like his 
unde. 

Zane wasn’t handsome, he wasn’t ugly, he was merely . . . 
nothing. 

His nothingness would enhance the role. Mac felt he could lire 
with it. 

He was wrong. Zane was the worst pain in the ass he’d ever 
come across. He hit the set like he thought he was as famous as 
Tom Cruise. He insulted the make-up person straight off. Mar- 
garita ran to Mac in tears, complaining bitterly. Then Zane 
proceeded to alienate everyone else connected with the movie. 



he 

he felt duty-bound to deliver. . 

Ingrid Floris was an incandescent beauty. Young and inno- 
cent, with a pure virginal grace, Mac felt sure she had a big 
career in front of her. He’d given her a small part in his prermis 
movie and now she had a larger role in The Contract She did 
not disappoint him, her performance was just right. She had a 
special quality, similar to a young Grace Killy. 

Mac was so impressed that he didnrv even try to hit on her as 
was Ins habit. It would hare been diffiadt, because at the time he 
was still married to Willa, and he was also sleeping with 
Jordanna, who at seventeen was a wild thing. He felt guilty about 
sleeping with jordanna for about five minutes. But she was so 
determined - if she wanted something she went for it. And she 
wanted him, it was hardly like he chased her. 

He lived in fear that her father - a jriend of his - would find 
out and kill him. But Jordanna merely laughed when he expressed 
his thoughts. 

Jordan couldn’t care less what I do,’ she said lightly. He’s 
too busy getting manied again . . . and again . . . and 
again!’ 

You’re going to be a very exciting woman me of these days,’ 
he told her. 


j’- ' t t / j ^ 

Mac felt helpless. What mild be do? If it wets any other now 
„M haw fired him. S« t he'd promised Luca this favour and 


She grinned. What ami now, a dog?’ 

Yeah, that’s exactly what you are - a cute little mutt.’ 

Them affair lasted exactly six weeks. After that she got bored 
and turned her attention to one of the extras who rode a Harley 
and surfed. Mac was relieved, her energy was sapping emy ounce 


Ingrid had almost completed her role in the movie when si 
T* d , t0 nwk ™ th Zane - Her disposition was as sweet as h 

* fe mn zm ** 

sZi™j%?‘r bM ^ ep ^ cmth ' !a ™ u » 

7 J U SCC1 . IC \ betwecn h md and Zane were quite towerfh 
z™ -Bb he jerk of, l, c year, but it mM 
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playing, because that’s what her ex-boyfriend in the movie was 
supposed to be, a total jerk-off. 

Mac had no idea that off the set Zane was coming cm to Ingrid 
-propositioning her, inviting her out, bombarding her with gifts 
andjlowers. His attention was unwelcome, Ingrid had a boyfriend. 
She told Zane, who refitted to accept it, ccnttinuing to pursue her 
fidl force. 

On the day they were due to shoot the rape sum, Ingrid was 
extremely nervous. She confided in Margarita while sitting in the 
make-up chair. 

'Do you want me to talk to Mac?’ Margarita asked. 'I will if 
it’ll make you feci more secure.’ 

Ingrid shook her head. I’m sure Zane doesn’t mean any harm 
. . . he’s confiised, it’s almost as if he thinks I am the character I’m 
playing, and he is my ex-boyfriend. It’s weird, but I suppose it 
works for him.’ 

‘ Don’t worry, we’ll all be on the set watching out for you.’ 

Rape scenes were hard to shoot at the best of times, but with 
Zane the experience was tougher than usual. He was taking all 
his frustrations out on Ingrid, treating her roughly in rehearsal, 
in spite of Mac’s warnings to lay back. 

When it came time for the first take Zane really let rip. 

'Cut,’ Mac yelled. 

Zane was on top of Ingrid, shoving his mouth down on hers, 

‘k “ei at 1 ,er clothes. 

‘ Tucking cut!’ Mac screamed when Zane failed to stop. 

Still he kept going. 

'Crazy bastard,’ Mac shouted, running forward and personally 
hauling Zane ojflngnd, who was genuinely petrified. ‘Ton dumb 
motherfiteker!’ Mac bellowed. What the hell do you think you’re 
doing?’ 

Zone’s eyes were flat and cold. Tm acting ,’ he said. Isn’t that 
what you wanted ?’ 

'When 1 call cut, you goddamn jump. Tlsis is my film, my set, 
and you go by my rules. Now get the fiick outta my sight.’ He 
bent to assist Ingrid to her feet. Ton OK, sweetheart ?’ 

She nodded, attempting a weak smile. It’ll work for the scene, 
won’t it?’ she asked hopcfiiUy. 



<fou bet/ M ac said. Trint it P he called out. Tm not putting 
you /trough that again . 3 

later that day Zane went to Ingrid’s trailer. She thought he 
had come to apologize and let him in. They began to verbally fight 
- even Ingrid had a limit ns to how far she would allow herself to 
be pished. When Zane tried to farce himself upon her - claiming 
she’d been leading him on - their fight turned physical and they 
bunt cut of her trailer in fidl combat. 

It all happened so fast. 

One moment they were struggling, and the next Ingrid lay 
dead on the ground. 

A young promising career was over, and Mac fait cmnpletely 
and utterly responsible. 


☆ ☆ ☆ 


‘Honey, what arc you doing?’ Sharleen stood in the doorway 
of his study wrapped in a pale peach peignoir, the outline of 
her full breasts disturbingly visible. 

‘Sharleen,’ he said patiently. ‘Go back to bed, if s three in 
the morning.’ 

‘I know,’ she said, shivering as she entered the room. 
That’s exactly my point.’ 

Tm studying the script,’ he said. 

‘No you’re not.’ 

Tes, I am.’ 


Come to bed,’ she said temptingly. Tm lonely.’ 

“Don’t do this to me, honey. I need rime by myself.’ 

She spied the photographs, and before he could stop her 
desk P icked 0112 of *sm up. It was 
sSBdfng to 

Well, who is it?’ 

‘A friend of the family/ 

Sharleen gazed sr the -tv „ err , , 

gangsterish.’ ? * aU ” ^ Ioox£ --- 


Mac laughed uneasily, casually moving around his desk 
and plucking the photo from her grasp. ‘Gangsterish! What 
kind of word is tbatV 

She grabbed for the photo. TLet me see again. How 
come—’ 

He held her wrists lightly and shut her up by pressing his 
lips firmly down on hers. 

Sharleen responded immediately. After all, they weren’t in 
the bedroom, why wouldn’t she? 

Peeling off her peignoir he bent her back against the edge 
of his desk and roughly lifted the skirt of her nightgown. 

‘Sweetheart,’ she murmured huskily. The kids . . . they 
might come in.’ 

‘Everyone’s asleep,’ he assured her, touching the tangle of 
hair between her legs. ‘Besides, I thought you got off on a 
little danger.’ 

As he said danger he thrust himself inside her. She was 
not quite ready, which added to the excitement. 

‘Mac-’ 

He reached for her breasts, covering them with his hands 
as he began to make love to her. 

She threw her head back and sighed deeply. 

Soon they were in perfect sync. 



Chapter Twenty-Seven 

☆ 


rking with Quincy was about to keep Michael very busy 
:ed. Apart from the Marjory Sanderson case there were 
:ral other things Quincy was into, such as trailing an 
nt husband on behalf of a jealous wife, and damage 
trol on a drugged-out female TV star. 

Our job is to keep her outta the papers,’ Quincy said, ‘So 
cy time this girl goes out, gets stoned, hits somebody, or 
ites a riot in a club, we gotta pay people off an’ make sure 
'oesn’t headline the scandal rags.’ 

‘Sounds like a full-time job,’ Michael said, swigging non- 
oholic beer from the bottle. 

‘She has a bodyguard with her at all times. He reports to 
: every morning. If there’s any damage control I take care 
it, an’ get paid plenty for doing so.’ 

‘Who picks up the tab on this oner’ 

‘Orpheus Studios. She works for their TV production 
mpany. Orpheus picks up the tab on a lot of things, you’d 
surprised.’ 

They were sitting in front of the television in Quincy’s 
>usc half watching a ball game. Amber had cooked them a 
icd chicken and mashed potato dinner, and then gone up to 
:d as she, Quincy and the kids were leaving on a weekend 
aing trip to Big Bear early the next morning. Michael had 
oluntcercd to house-sit. 

Remember Rosa, that TV reporter:’ he said, settling back 
n the couch. ‘I met with her the other day and she handed 
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me a sackload of letters. I’ve been reading through them. 
Mosdy they’re from women.’ 

Quincy’s eyes didn’t leave the television. ‘Yeah? What do 
they say?’ 

Michael shrugged and shook a cigarette loose from a pack 
of Camels. ‘Y’know the kind of thing,’ he said, slightly 
embarrassed. ‘They wanna marry me, take care of me, have 
my babies.’ 

Quincy chuckled loudly. ‘You mean they want to jump 
your bones, right?’ 

°V ery funny,’ Michael said, lighting up his cigarette. 

‘But true, huh?’ 

There were a couple of interesting letters that might be 
worth following through.’ 

What makes you think so?’ 

T know it’s probably crap, but I gotta do something. The 
cops have come up with exactly nothing - I call ’em ever)' 
day.’ Reaching into his jacket pocket he pulled out two letters 
and handed them over. ‘Here, take a look.’ 

The first letter was written on scented notepaper with 
raised flowers printed around the top. Quincy scanned it 
quickly. 

Dear Mr Scorsini, 

I watched you cm TV. I can be of great help to 
you. To make contact, take an ad in the personals of 
213, the weekly Beverly Hills magazine. Be 
prepared to pay ten thousand dollars cash fin- 
information. 

It will be worth it to find your child. 

A friend. 

What do you make of it?’ Michael asked. 

‘Someone trying to scam you for money.’ 

You think?’ Michael said, expelling a stream of smoke. 

Yeah, I think,’ Quincy said, shifting on the couch. ‘Jeez, 
Mike, if Amber saw you smokin’ in here she’d have a freakin’ 
fit.’ 

*0^ more drag and it’s history.’ 




That’s it, I think. Oh, yeah, I had a call from my 
connection at Orpheus Studios asking me to meet with Mac 
Brooks, die director.’ 

‘What does he want?’ 

Don’t know until we see him. We’ll visit the set first thing 
Monday.’ 

Tou mean I get to watch a real live movie being shot?’ 

‘Exciting, ain’t it?’ 

They looked at each other and broke up. 

In the morning Quincy, Amber and the kids left early. 
Michael rolled out of bed and decided to call his mother. 
He’d spoken to her twice since Rita’s murder. Naturally he’d 
told her about Bella’s disappearance, but she hadn’t bothered 
to phone him back to check on developments or see how he 
was holding up. Big surprise. 

She answered on the first ring, which was a relief because 
it meant he didn’t have to speak to Eddie. 

‘Hey, Ma, how’s it going?’ he asked, falsely cheerful. 

The same, Mikcy,’ she said with a weary sigh. ‘Always the 
same.’ 

That’s good.’ 

‘You’re not coming back, are you?’ 

Do, Ma. Can’t do it. Gotta stay here ’til I find Bella.’ 

That’s right, you gotta stay there,’ his mother repeated, 
not sounding too concerned. 

‘How arc you?’ he asked. ‘Eddie keeping his hands to 
himself?’ 

‘Eddie’s all right, Mikey. He works hard. You always talk 
bad about him, but he’s only doin’ what he has to do. It gets 
him through the day.’ 

Gets him through the day, my ass, Michael thought sourly. 

Tic’s an old man now, Mikey,’ Virginia added, her voice 
quavering. ‘An’ I’m an old woman.’ 

Do, you’re not, Ma.’ 

T get heart flutters, and my blood pressure’s shooting way 
up.’ 

‘ Cmon , you’ll outlive us all.’ 

‘Don’t want to,’ she said sourly. Tve had enough.’ 





*Do you need money, Ma>’ Not that he had arr rr sr~ 
but as long as he could make his rent he was har-r ~ kr 
her what was left. 

She cheered up considerably. Tf you got some, M5-r. 

havta take pills now, they cost plenty. We could use scm 
help/ 

H°w come she needed money when he’d heard from one 
of his friends in the neighbourhood that his brother h ad 
come mto plenty of b»cfe> Appamntly Sal was now invtfS 
" Sf 1 M l peering and drove around in a flash- *v-- 
mth te w* of eighteen months, Pandi a 
fed borie blonde who ran an escort service lied ~~ 

Mictaelhad°r 'sf” 8 ’ T‘ * g0ing we “- ^ £ 

Michael had seen Sal was at his wedding to PanHi 

gotten mto a big fight over Rita. g 1 d C 

bd 2S £; '-^s hcrsobaip&; 

'Rita’s moving to Califom°' S?* tdla have no «=ss? 
getting a divorce? because *e wans - my, 

w M <®=d --- 

Vdalmost^L? fta “««»l^ ~ =s 

^ Paring his fascia; 

Wcre killing their Z! ^ bctwe ® fa. 

«» his ear. ty, ^ - =ty 



recalled Rita at her best, when they were first togetheh She 
been so fan-loving and fall of life, now she was just anothe 
crime statistic. A pretty girl chasing a big career who’d ende 
up on a slab in the morgue. 

He slept fitfully, first dreaming about Rita and Bella, the: 
waking early and lying in bed thinking about the two letter 
he’d shown Quincy, and wondering if he should do anythin] 
about them. If Heron Jones was in Vegas how would he fan 
him? It shouldn’t be too difficult tracking Heron if he wa 
still performing. 

He decided that maybe he’d hop on a plane next weekend 
take a little trip. It was worth following every lead. 

In the morning he got up late, cooked himself bacon anc 
eggs; and enjoyed the luxury of watching ball games uninter- 
rupted all day long. 

At seven thirty he sent out for pizza, then setded back on 
the living-room couch to watch the first tape of The Godfather. 
Amber had bought Quincy the trilogy for his last birthday 
and if he was lucky he’d get to watch all three Godfather 
movies. What a treat! A1 Pacino, James Caan, Marlon Brando, 
Robert Duvall - each actor better than the next. 

He was mesmerized, so much so that he almost didn’t 
hear the phone. He grabbed it just in time. c Yeah?’ 

A whisper)' female voice. ‘May I speak to Quincy, please ’ 

mo’s this?’ 

‘Marjory Sanderson.’ 

‘Hey, Marjory - ’ He pressed the pause button on the 
remote. This is Michael Scorsini - Quincy’s partner. He had 
to leave town this weekend, but he told me if you need 
anything at all to let you know I’m here for you. What’s up?’ 

... I don t feel . . . safe,’ she said hesitandy. 

happen? 3 ’ 1 ^ StCaighter ' ‘ What do y ou mean ? Did something 


“ thC h P USC and the ^e here and the dog: 
lu everythin? . . * hnr T hiair/* i ® 


■ but 1 h “e this bad feeling: 
t w hac do you want me to do?’ 

Can you come over?’ 
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He stalled for a moment, the last thing he felt like doing 
was driving over the hill into Bel Air. c Uh . . . sure, Marjory, 
if it’ll help you out.’ 

Tlease. 5 

‘OK, Fll be there soon as I can. 5 

Goddamn it! Just when the tape was getting to the best 
scene in the movie - the hospital set-up where A1 Pacino has 
to guard Marlon Brando all by himself. 

He thought about calling Quincy, but decided against 
disturbing the family on their weekend vacation, he was quite 
capable of calming Marjory. 

He had on jeans and a workshirt, but why change? After 
all, it was Saturday night - what did she expect, a suit? 

Too bad if she did. He turned off the TV and set off. 

The guards at the gate waved him through when he 
arrived at the estate. He wasn’t sure if they’d been apprised 
of the situation or not, so he didn’t bother stopping to 
discuss it, he drove straight up to the main house, parking 
outside the massive solid oak front door. 

The buder let him in and led him into the fancy living 
room, where he took a scat and waited . . . and waited . . . 
and waited. 

Thirty-five minutes later Marjory made her entrance. 

Tm so sorry,’ she said. T was on the phone to my father.’ 

Michael was not used to dealing with Hollywood. He was 
pissed and it showed. ‘Yeah, well, you don’t even have a 
magazine in this room - or a television,’ he said curdy. *1 
don’t appreciate waiting around with nothing to do, 5 .. 

She fluttered around the room. Was it his imagination or 
was she naked under her sheer white dress? He could make 
out the outline of her erect dark nipples, not to mention the 
faint shadow of her bush. 

‘How about a drink, Mr Scorsini,’ she offered, her thin 
face flushed. 

‘Call me Michael,’ he said, averting his eyes from the 
obvious show she was putting on. 

‘Very well . . . Michael,’ she said, her voice almost a 
whisper. ‘Can I fix vou something?’ 


TJh ... I don’t drink.’ »• 

What a coincidence, neither do I.’ 

She was seriously pissing him off. He’d driven over here 
because she’d sounded upset and panicked, and now she was 
calmly offering him a drink like nothing was going on. This 
isn’t a social call, Marjory,’ he said tightly, T came here 
because you asked me to. You said you were upset. How 
about telling me what happened?’ 

She lowered her eyes, Tie phoned.’ 

‘Is tills the first time?’ 

‘Yes. He’s never called before.’ 

What did he say?’ 

The same things he wrote in the letters. That he’s going 
to kill me . . .’ She trailed off, too upset to continue. 

What did his voice sound like? Was it muffled? Young or 
old?’ 

‘It was . . . muffled.’ 

‘So you couldn’t figure out his age?’ 

‘Maybe . . . maybe in his thirties.’ 

That’s good, Marjory. That’s a start. Black, white, 
Hispanic?’ 

‘American.’ 

‘So after you hung up, you called your father - is that it?’ 

‘I ... I contacted you. Then my father phoned to see if I 
was all right.’ 

Why, did he know about the call?’ 

‘No, he phones most evenings. I told him you were on 
your way over. He was pleased.’ 

‘OK, Marjory, this is the next move. Fm going to put a 
machine on your phone line. It’ll tape all your conversations 
so the next time he calls we’ll be able to tape him - hear what 
he sounds like, maybe even trace the call.’ 

‘My private conversations?’ 

TU show you how to activate the tape. If it’s private you 
can turn the machine off.’ 

‘I understand.’ 

Til set it up tomorrow when I can get the equipment. In 
the meantime, you got a friend who can spend the night?’ 
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‘My girlfriend is staying here now . 5 

‘That’s good. Where is she ? 5 

Working on a movie. She won’t be back until later . 5 

‘Any idea what time?’ 

Marjory shook her head. 

Ts she an actress ? 5 

‘No. She’s Bobby Rush’s set assistant . 5 

‘Sounds like fun . 5 

Tt does ? 5 

Yeah, anything to do with the movies must be fun . 5 He 
wondered if he could light up a cigarette in this mausoleum. 
T)o you work, Marjory ? 5 

T help out on charity committees. Ids very time- 
consuming . 5 

T bet , 5 he said, not believing her. As far as he could tell 
this girl was in desperate need of a life. ‘OK,’ he said briskly, 
ready to make a move. ‘You got the guards, you got me on 
the phone if you need me, you got that butler guy - he lives 
here, right ? 5 

‘Not in the main house, he has an apartment in the 
servants’ building . 5 

‘How about if he moves into the main house for the 
night ? 5 

‘I wouldn't feel secure , 5 she said anxiously. Td sooner you 
stayed . 5 

This was a new one. You want me- to stay ? 5 he asked, 
genuinely surprised and not thrilled. 

Yes, Quincy said if I needed him to spend the night it 
would be OK . 5 

Fine for Quincy to say that, he’d pissed off on a skiing 
trip. ‘He did, huh ? 5 

Yes . 5 

TJh, y’know, Marjory, I didn’t come prepared . 5 

‘All our guest rooms arc fully stocked with anything you 
might need. You can sleep in the room next to mine.’ 

Tris kinda inconvenient . 5 

She fixed him with accusing palc-bluc eyes. Tic threatened 
to kill me. I can’t stav here alone . 5 


Michael sighed, there was no backing out of this one. 
Yeah, that 5 !! do it every rime/ he said wryly, rubbing his 
stubbled chin. ‘OK, Marjory, if it’ll make you sleep easier I 
guess I can stay.’ 

She looked suitably grateful. Thank you.’ 

‘Don’t mention it.’ 

‘Have you eaten?’ 

T had a pizza. When you called I was watching The 
Godfather on tape - that’s some movie.’ 

‘My father has a complete library' of films. Pm sure we 
have it here if you’d like to continue watching it.’ 

That wouldn’t be a bad idea.’ 

TU watch it with you.’ 

Not exactly what he had in mind, but he could hardly say 
no. 

‘Come/ she said. ‘Let me show you the library'.’ 

He followed her down a vast hallway into an enormous 
wood-panelled library. On one side of the room were floor- 
to-cciling shelves filled with probably every movie ever made 
stacked neatly side by side. 

‘Now, let’s see/ she said. Tit will either be under “G” for 
Godfather, or sometimes he has them filed under directors. 
Was it Scorsese?’ 

‘Nope,’ 

T know/ she said triumphandy. ‘Francis Ford Coppola.’ 
‘Very good.’ 

' She started searching through the tapes and finally found 
it. ‘We could watch it in the screening room. It’s set up for 
video.’ 

He shrugged. ‘Suits me.’ 

‘And then I can have the guards send out for pizza.’ 
d didn’t say r I wanted pizza, what I said was Pd already had 
some.’ 

‘Whatever you like . . . Michael.’ 

He had an uneasy feeling. There was something in the air 
he didn’t like. Was she coming on to him? Please, please, don’t 
let it be so. But Michael had an antenna for these things. 
How was he going to explain this one to Quincy? 


Chapter Twenty-Eight 

☆ 


Watching Bobby Rush in action was quite an experience, 
Jordanna really got off on his dynamic energy, he never 
stopped. Not only was he the star of Thriller Eyes, but he was 
also the executive producer, so if he wasn’t in the shot, he 
was busy looking over Mac’s shoulder or conferring with 
either Gary or Tyrone about budgets and schedules. 

Strangely enough, Jordanna found working for him to be 
an invigorating experience. She had not expected it to be so. 
He was extremely fast, and the real challenge was anticipating 

E“ "T? 5 bcf ° re he “W. Not that she planned on mating 
cr i cs 1 wor go cr to a movie star, but it was interesting, 
and as Charlie had said, being on the inside track and 
watching everything up close was an education. 

When she’d worked on The Contract she was a kid of 

? Wh u’ d T l ] b£Cn hircd bccause of her father’s 
uence, so there hadn’t been much for her to do. This time 

she was next to Bobby at all times, and felt very much a part 
ofthc great movic-making experience. Mac was right, it was 

sa m f5^. fnCndly h bUt kCpt his She did the 

“r 1 h ' m C ° of her 35 Jordan Levitt’s 

coufd be the T? t0 prOVC hmcIfand show Jrim that she 
could^be there for him, giving him the kind of support he 

His secretary visited the set every day, so did his publicist. 
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Jordanna couldn’t help noticing how both women fassec 
around him. It aggravated her - the way they hung on to hi: 
every word as if they didn’t have anything better to do. So hi 
was Bobby Rush, movie star. Big flicking deal. 

Three days into the shoot he said to her, Tou know 
Jordanna, I’m kind of surprised.’ 

‘Why’s that, Bobby?’ 

"Cause I figured I’d have to fire you after one day.’ 

Thanks a lot!’ 

‘Hey, this is a demanding job. But I gotta tell you, you’ri 
doing real good.’ 

‘Is that a compliment?’ 

He smiled lazily. T guess so.’ 

He had the bluest eyes she’d ever seen, and a sensations 
body. Not a Midnight Cowboy body, but a great one all th 
same. 

The one area Jordanna had always had complete confi 
dence in were her relationships with men. Sex was easy. She’i 
known from an early age she could have anybody she wanted 

Bobby was different. Whenever she thought of him in 
sexual way she got a strange shy feeling. This so confused he 
that she couldn’t even bring herself to flirt. It was ridiculous 
And yet . . , why did she find herself thinking about him al 
die dmc? 

Well, of course, I think about him. I’m working for him . Ft 
mth him seventeen hours a day. Why wouldn’t I think abou 
him? 

Could this be love? 

No way. 

Neidicr Mac nor Bobby ate with the crew. They too 
dieir meals in their respective trailers, sometimes together s< 
diey could get into one of their heated discussions. 

Bobby was a vegetarian, although he sometimes at 
chicken. 

‘Don’t you ever feel like a great big juicy steak?’ she askei 
him. 

‘No.’ 
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She rolled her eyes. *1 couldn’t go without it.’ 

Til take you to a slaughterhouse one day - that might 
change your mind. 5 

‘Oh, come on, Bobby, you wear leather shoes, don’t you? 
And jackets and gloves?’ 

“But I don’t eat it - there’s a big difference.’ 

Usually she had the caterer prepare him a plate of veg- 
etables or pasta, but Saturday night he decided to have dinner 
with the cast and crew. He strolled over to the catering truck, 
getting into line behind a couple of the grips. She stood next 
to him. 

‘How’s Charlie?’ he asked. 

‘Charlie?’ she answered blankly. 

‘Charlie Dollar.’ 

‘Oh, Charlie . . . um, Fm sure he’s fine. I haven’t seen him 
for a while.’ 

‘You haven’t?’ 

“Wc were hanging out on a temporary basis.’ 

‘Really?’ 

“Yes, really.’ 

Timm . . .’ 

‘What docs that mean?’ 

C I got the impression - ’ 

That wc were fucking?’ she said boldly, wanting to shock 
him. Tes, that’s right, wc were, until he moved his ex- 
girlfriend back in. Satisfied, Bobby? Is that what you wanted 
to know?’ 

He began to laugh, which infuriated her. ‘Slow down,’ he 
said, still laughing. Tm not The Enquirer. I don’t care what 
you do.’ 

Now she felt really foolish. Why had she come out with 
all that stuff? It wasn’t his business. 

If you don’t need anything. I’ll take my break,’ she said 
tightly. 

'Go right ahead.’ 

She skipped out of the line of fire, thought about visiting 
Mac in his trailer, but he’d been in a strange mood all day 
and she didn’t feel like bothering him. 
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Just as she was turning the comer to hang out in the 
make-up trailer, she bumped into Tyrone. 

He grabbed her arm. ‘Hey - ’ he said. ‘You’re working so 
hard I never got a chance to tell you how great your test was. 
If it had been my call Fd have hired you right then.’ 

You would?’ 

‘Oh, yeah.’ 

Thanks,’ she said, smiling broadly. There was nothing like 
praise to put her in a good mood. 

You eating from the truck? Or you want to catch a bite at 
this little Chinese place I know around the comer?’ 

You’re tempting me,’ she said, thinking he looked like 
Denzel Washington with a Magic Johnson build — not a bad 
combination. 

‘Let’s go.’ 

Timm . . . maybe I should tell Bobby, just in case he needs 
anything.’ 

‘And she’s diligent, too. I like that in a woman.’ 

They found Bobby sitting at one of the trestle-tables 
surrounded by admiring females. 

Tm kidnapping Jordanna,’ Tyrone said. Til have her back 
within the hour.’ 

Bobby barely glanced up. ‘See that you do,’ he said, ‘or Fll 
dock her pay.’ 

Tyrone laughed. Jordanna didn’t, she was too busy trying 
to figure out who all the women were. A couple of them 
were part of the production, but there were at least three 
others she couldn’t place. 

‘Who’s the cast of female talent?’ she asked casually, once 
they were in Tyrone’s car. 

‘Huh?’ 

The women all around Bobby. It seems like he has a 
travelling fan club.’ 

Tic does. They trail him everywhere, slipping him their 
phone number, telling him how much they loved his last 
movie - or hated it. Anything to grab his attention.’ 

Tyrone seemed like a pleasant enough guy. But Jordanna 
made a conscientious effort not to come on too strong. There 
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was no way she was about to jump into bed with him. The 
new Jordanna reigned supreme. No more one-night adven- 
tures. Although a joint would have been nice, she kind of 
missed running the clubs and getting high. 

No. That was the old Jordanna. Now she had this whole 
new image to live up to. Jordanna Levitt - working girl. 
Could’ve been an actress, but it didn’t work out. 

When they arrived back at the location, Bobby was in 
deep conversation with Barbara Barr. 

‘What’s she doing here?’ Jordanna asked Tyrone, irritated 
that Barbara was on the set. ‘She doesn’t start until the end 
of next week.’ 

Tyrone shrugged. ‘She’s probably dropping by to meet 
everyone. Bobby encourages a family atmosphere.’ 

‘It’s not the crew she’s meeting,’ Jordanna pointed out, 
unable to hide her displeasure. 

Tyrone threw her a quizzical look. ‘You’re not interested 
in Bobby, are you? ’Cause if you are, let me know and FU 
back off.’ 

‘Who me?’ she said indignantly. Tnterestcd in Bobby? Oh, 
pltasd' 

7ust asking. I don’t like to ran second.’ 

‘Ask away, because it’s the most ridiculous thing Fvc ever 
heard. I am working for him, and I respect his work, but as 
for as going out with Bobby Rush — mt\ Cntott, give me a 
break.’ 

‘OK, so you don’t want to go out with him, how about 
me?’ 

How about you what?’ 

‘How about you and me going out?’ 

‘We just did — that Chinese meal was great.’ 

‘I can offer you more than a Chinese meal.’ 

‘Yeah? What?’ 

A smile spread across his face, Trobably not anything you 
haven’t seen before.’ 

‘Ooh!’ she said flirtatiously. T don’t know about that.’ 

*Lct me sec,’ he said. ‘We’re working all weekend, and 
then Tuesday’s a day off. Dinner Tuesday night?’ 


Barbara Barr stayed far too long, which really P®*d 
Jordanna off as she watched to a&r. No way was Barbara 
Barr right for Sienna, her doll-like prettiness drdn t work for 
the role. Her long raven hair was obviously dyed and did not 
suit her sallow complexion. She was too short and her eyes 


were too close together. 

Bobby, however, seemed quite taken - typical male - just 
because Barbara was giving him her full attention as if he was 
the only man on earth. Corny shit. Jordanna had given up 
doing that at sixteen. Bobby let Barbara sit in his director’s 
chair, chatted to her between takes, and generally took no 
notice of anybody else. 

Jordanna was there when he needed her, running and 
fetching and doing. Suddenly the glow was off the job. She 
felt like she was nothing more than a glorified errand girL 
Barbara ignored her. That was OK, she ignored her bade. 
Mac was in a vile mood. It was unlike him to be testy wi±. 
the actors, but he was short with everyone. 

All in all it wasn’t a scintillating night, and she was 
delighted when they packed up at one a.m. Jumping frm 
her Porsche she drove back to Bel Air playing Shabba Ranks 
full volume on her car stereo. Shooting by the guards at 
Marjory’s, she pulled up behind a grey Ford, entered the 
house, and was surprised to find the butler standing in the 
front hall. Isn’t it past your bedtime?’ she asked. 

'Miss Marjory is in the screening room with a . . . friend,’ 
he said disapprovingly. 

'What friend is that?’ 


The detective gentleman.’ 

‘Are they watching a movie?’ 

Tm not sure, Miss Levitt. May I get you a drink, or 
something to eat?’ & : - 

God, fiting at Marjory’s was just like being in a luxury 

^ LT twenty-four-hour room service. thanTS 
wander m and say good-night.’ 

Wes, Miss Levitt.’ 

She opened the door to the screening room and stood a 
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the back watching the final scene of The Godfather play out. 
She was silently transfixed until the credits began to roll, and 
then she exclaimed, 1 love this movie! I try to see it at least 
once a year.’ 

Michael turned around as Marjory switched on the lights. 
He saw a beautiful young woman with long tousled dark hair 
and a devastating smile, wearing a battered leather jacket, 
faded jeans and combat boots. 

Jordanna saw an incredibly good-looking man in his 
thirties with thick jet hair, intense eyes, an athletic body and 
a dangerous edge. 

t Hi,’ she said, with a friendly smile. ‘You must be Mister 
Detective.’ 

‘Michael Scorsini,’ he said, getting to his fccr. 

‘A nice Italian boy, huh?’ she said, still smiling. 

‘You got the Italian right,’ he replied. ‘Nice and boy, hey, 
Fm not so sure.’ 

She laughed. 

Marjory was agitated. ‘Why are you back so early?’ she 
questioned. “I thought you were night shooting.’ 

Jordanna glanced at her watch. ‘It’s nearly two, isn’t that 
late enough for you?’ 

Marjory edged closer to Michael. Tm fine,’ she said, 
placing a possessive hand on his arm. ‘Michael’s taking 
excellent care of me.’ 

‘Good,’ Jordanna said, getting the message that Marjory 
did not want her around. Til . . . uh . . . leave you two alone 
then.’ 

"Hey, 1 Michael said quickly, turning to Marjory, ‘since 
your friend is home, perhaps ids not necessary for me to stay 
over.’ 

Tou promised,’ Marjory said, fixing him with a hurt 
expression. 

‘What’s going on?’ Jordanna asked, looking from one to 
the other. 

'I had a phone call from die psycho,’ Marjory said, ‘the 
one who’s been sending me letters. He threatened to kill me 
tonight.’ 



‘Oh, great. Now FU really sleep well,’ Jordanna said, only 

hai qf it’ll make everyone feel better Fll stay, 5 Michael said. 
T)o you pack a big gun?’ Jordanna asked teasmgrv . 

TBig enough. 5 

Then definitely stay over.’ 

<You got it,’ he replied, thinking that Jordanna was quits 
something, but had trouble emblazoned on her foreheac 

in big red letters. „ 

She tilted her head. Is that a New York accent! detear 


‘Brooklyn.’ 

‘And what’s Brooklyn doing in Bel Air?’ 

He shrugged and made a face. ‘Beats me.’ 

Marjory was getting even more agitated. ‘Excuse me 
Jordanna,’ she said. ‘Can I have a word with yon?’ 

‘Yeah, sure. What’s up?’ 

Marjory steered her into the corridor outside the screening 
room. Tie’s mine' she hissed, red in the face. 

‘Excuse me?’ Jordanna said blankly. 

Tie’s mine,’ Marjory repeated. Tie’s here for me , no 
you.’ 

TVhat are you talking about?’ 

‘Michael - Fm talking about Michael. You’re flirting wid 
him. You flirt with everybody. You think you can hav 
anybody you want, but this one is mine.’ 

Jordanna threw her hands up. ‘Oh, sorry - 1 didn’t realiz 
i was stepping on your territory. I thought he was you 
detective, not your lover. By the way, what is that yoifr 
wearing? Arc you aware it’s see-through?’ 

Marjory blushed an even darker shade of red, the colou 
rising in her cheeks. Michael likes me this way.’ 

T didn t realize it had progressed this far. How come voi 
haven’t mentioned him before?’ 

You don’t know everything about me.’ 

Ihis was true, Jordanna reasoned, even though they 5 * 
grown up together, Marjory had always t 
to herself, never joining in die outrageoi 
and Jordanna got up to, Grant used to 


een a loner, keeping 
s things that Chery 
call her sexless, an. 


Shep claimed she was quietly crazy, but somehow 
always been part of the Hollywood five. 

‘Look,’ Jordanna said, yawning. Tm tired. Fvc ] 
tough day, and I can assure you Pm not trying to put a 
on your guy. Fm going to bed, HI see you in the momi 

Thank you,’ Marjory said tightly. 

Jordanna turned at the end of the corridor. 'Hey, I 
you are getting laid - it’s about time.’ 

Before Marjory could reply she was out of sight. 

Marjory returned to the screening room. 

Michael feigned a yawn. Tm beat. We should call 
night.’ 

‘Oh,’ Marjory said, disappointed. C I thought we c 
watch Godfather Two' 

Tempting offer, but I gotta get some sleep. And so sh 
you.’ 

*1 suppose so,’ she said, reluctandy. 

T>on’t worry, FI1 be right next door if you need anyth 

Tes . . . Michael.’ 

Gotta keep this on a very impersonal level, he thougl 
himself. This girl could go way over the edge - and he 
not want to be the dumb schmuck at the receiving end ol 
obsession. 



☆ 


Since leaving prison he’d killed four women. Five if he counted 
The Girl who’d started it all She was totally responsible for the 
deaths of these four women. It was her fault. He rcfiised to take 
the blame. 

Although he had to admit there was something extraordinarily 
pleasurable about doing away with these women. 

He thought about their necks a lot their soft white necks. 
Squeezing the life out of them was a vety civilized way to kill. 

There were two more women on his list. Two more females who 
had to be punished. Cheryl Landers and Jordanna Levitt. He’d 
purposely left them for last because they might not be as easy as the 
other four. They lived different lives. 

When he was working on The Contract Cheryl and Jordanna 
had been regarded as nothing more than a joke. Two teenage girls 
with rich fathers and no experience. Yet they’d managed to stand 
up with the others and accuse him. They’d managed to say that 
they’d scat him kill The Girl. 

Fortunate for him his unde had connections. The best lawyers 
were hired to defend him and he’d gotten away with manslaugh- 
ter. If it had been up to those she women who’d testified against 
him, he would have been jailed for life - he might even have 
drawn the death penalty. 

Tracking cad) of the women had beat easy. He still had in his 
possession the original crew and cast list from The Contract. 
Margarita Lynda and Stephanie Wolff had both lived at the 
same addresses. Gcrda Hcmslcy had been a little more difficult to 
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find, but he’d tracked her. The Post Office had supplied him m 
Pamela March’s new address. 

He had hmne addresses for fordanna Levitt and Che\ 
Landers , and over the next few days he planned on making su 
they were both still in residence. 

The only problem was he could not decide which one to di 
with first. He remembered Cheryl as a sour-faced girl, alwr, 
complaining. And fordanna was the restless one - marclm 
around the set as though she owned the world. 

He hated them both. He hated them so much more than t 
other four women, because fordanna and Cheryl came from t. 
kind of privilege he would have liked to have had. And fin • th 
they would be punished. 

Today he would begin the tracking. Watching a victim da 
before the event was almost as exciting as the moment of finality 

He had plans far both Cheryl and fordanna. Strangling the 
was too easy, they deserved to suffer as be had suffered. 

Tcs, he had big plans. 

He spread the cast and crew sheet on the tabic studying 
carefully. Cheryl Landers lived in Bel Air. fordanna Levitt’s hem 
was in Beverly Hills. 

Bel Air or Beverly Hills - where to start? 

He realized this was not going to be so simple. Those big fan 
mansions had security systems and guards. He was not nai 1 
\ about the fact that people who lived in large expensive houses tot 
‘ more precautions. 

But nobody could outstnart him. He’d done his time in prisoi 
He’d endured countless acts of vile degradation and hadn 
complained - the humiliations he’d put up with had made hi) 
strong. Stronger than most. 

He tossed a coin to see where he would start. 

Bel Air or Beverly Hills. Which would it be? 


Chapter Twenty-Nine 

& 


Michael escaped from the Sanderson estate on Sunday morn- 
ing by saying he had work to do - which was no lie. 

When she saw he was leaving, Marjory acted distressed. 
‘But what if I receive another call?’ she asked plaintively. 

‘Soon as I get hold of the tape equipment Fll be back,’ he 
promised. ‘On the way out I’ll stop an’ speak to the guards, 
tell ’em what’s going on.’ 

‘No,’ she said vehemently. T)addy doesn’t want anyone 
to know. If this got into the press it could be very harm- 
fill.’ 

‘How’s that?’ 

‘Daddy shuns publicity, especially about me. He’s always 
been nervous about kidnapping.’ 

The guards should be alerted, Marjory.’ 

‘They’re always alert.’ 

Then you have nothing to worry about,’ he said, silently 
reminding himself to ask Quincy if he’d met the father, 
because in his opinion it was crazy if the guards weren’t 
appraised of the situation. 

Back at Quincy’s house there were several messages. He 
punched on the machine and listened while he fixed himself a 
cup of coffee. 

The first message was from the bodyguard of the young 
TV star. ‘Trouble,’ the bodyguard said. ‘She punched out 
another girl in front of Club Sirocco a few nights ago. I 
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ot her out of there in time, but somebody should pay a visit 
i the bouncer ’cause I’ve heard he’s tryitf to sell his 
:ory.’ 

The second message was from Quincy’s mother, enquiring 
ftet her grandchildren. 

The third was a long complaint from Amber’s girlfriend, 
helia. Michael listened to her message with amusement. Tli, 
lis is Shelia. Just thought I’d touch base. I dated that friend 
f yours . . . Michael. Haven’t heard from him since. Men are 
ach bastards, they take you out, lure you into bed and that’s 
ie last you hear. Anyway, I wouldn’t mind going out widi 
im again - he was cute. Give me a call.’ 

The final message was from Quincy sounding extremely 
issed. ‘'This you ain’t gonna believe. Me and a tree got very 
rvtimate - it’s called a broken arm. I won’t be back tomorrow. 
Vhcre are you anyway? Hell of a house-sitter you turned out 
obc.’ 

Michael called him back immediately. 

Tm a one-man business, Mike, what am I gonna do?’ 
Juincy complained. 

‘You’re not a one-man business any more,’ Michael 
eminded him. Tm your new partner.’ 

'Can you handle things until I get back?’ 

‘Yeah, Fm kind of getting used to it. I spent die night at 
'darjory Sanderson’s. You forgot to tell me we babysat, too. 
Dh, an’ there’s a message from the guy who looks after your 
aad girl TV star.’ 

Trouble?’ 

‘Nothing I can’t take care of.’ 

‘And you’ll go sec Mac Brooks tomorrow?’ 

Tou got it.’ 

‘Wc’tc drivin’ back on Tuesday. Check my red appoint- 
nent book on the desk an’ you’ll find everybody’s numbers 
isted - connections at the studios, all my clients.’ 

‘Relax, OK? And the next time you go skiing be more 
xtrcful.’ 

‘Careful? Shir! You think I did this on purpose?’ 

Tcah, that’s what I think.’ 


‘Asshole.’ 

Tutz.’ 


☆ ☆ ☆ 

Bobby Rush knew he’d made a mistake. After shooting late 
on Sunday he’d taken his soon-to-be co-star, Barbara Barr, 
back to his house and back to his bed, where they’d indulged 
in two hours of very physical sex. 

Now it was 6 a.m. Monday morning and he was regretting 
every minute of it. She didn’t start work on the movie for 
another two weeks and he’d already compromised himself. 
Not diat she wasn’t pretty and talented with a sexy body. But 
getting involved with his co-star was a negative, it always led 
to big trouble, and he’d promised himself he would never do 
it again. Barbara was also overly demanding. He couldn’t 
quite place what it was, but there was something about her 
that set off warning bells in his head. 

He had another problem. Should he wake her and send 
her home? Or should he go to the studio leaving her alone in 
his house? There were papers and personal things all over the 
place and he hardly knew her, it wasn’t a comfortable 
situation. 

He made the decision to wake her. 

‘What time is it?’ she sighed, stretching languorously. 

‘Late,’ he lied. Time to get up.’ 

She rolled across the bed. ‘You were hot last night, Bobby. 
A real hot fuck.’ 

Reviews were always interesting. ‘I was?’ he asked, not 
averse to hearing raves. 

She sat up and the sheet slipped, revealing her ample 
breasts with extended nipples. T wouldn’t say it if you 
weren t, she murmured, throwing her arms around his neck 
and pulling him close. ‘I have never enjoyed giving head to 
anyone like I do to you. Your cock really turns me on.’ 

His sudden hard-on suggested that rushing to the studio 
didn’t seem quite so important. He began touching her 

nipples with the tips of his fingers. 
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‘Don’t do that to me unless you mean it,’ she moaned. ‘I 
can’t get through the day filled with the thought of your 
cock. I need it, and I need it now.’ Her hands began feverishly 
unzipping his pants. 

He forgot about it not being a good idea and fell on top 
of her. 

She spread her legs. He began pounding into her fast and 
rough, the way she seemed to like it. 

It was raw sex, very basic. 

‘You’re the best fack I ever had!’ she exclaimed after a 
noisy climax. 

Not exaedy the perfect way to be described - flattering on 
one hand, but not so flattering on the other. What did she 
think he was? A screwing machine with no feelings? 

Now that it was over he started regretting it again. 
Sneaking a quick peek at his watch he decided he just had 
time for another shower, then he had to get out of there if he 
didn’t want to be late for his call. 

She trailed him into the shower, naked and sweaty. 

‘Enough!’ he said sternly, when she joined him under the 
running water and went for his cock again. 

It’s never enough for me,’ she said, getting on her knees 
while tire water cascaded over her head. 

Backing out of the glass door he reached for a towel. 

What’s your fucking problem?’ she yelled after him. 

1 Tenure my fluking problem, he wanted to answer. 

When she emerged from the shower it took her for ever 
to dress. 

Til drop you home,’ he said, when she was finally ready. 

‘Goody,’ she replied cheerftilly. That’ll give me time to 
change and cat breakfast before I meet you for lunch.’ 

Who invited her to lunch? Certainly not him. 

Today’s a bitch,’ he said quickly. °l won’t have time for 
lunch.’ 

Then I’ll sit and watch.’ 

TJh . . . Fm not crazy about people on the set when I'm 
shooting an important scene. It blows my concentration.’ 

She regarded him coolly. T>o I feel rejection in the air?’ 





Jesus, why did he get himself into dumb situations? ‘Are 
you nuts?’ he said calmly. 

‘I hate rejection. It pisses me off.’ 

Something told him this one was a dinger. The sooner he 
cooled it the better. 

He drove straight to her apartment and pulled up outside. 

‘How about I cook you dinner and have it waiting when 
you come home?’ she suggested brightly - a woman of many 
moods. ‘Do you want to give me your key?’ 

No, I do not want tojjiveyou my key. 

1 have a business dinner tonight,’ he said, trying to sound 
suitably disappointed. 

She threw him a penetrating stare. Tm beginning to think 
you regret what we did last night and this morning.’ 

His reply was smooth as silk. ‘How could I possibly regret 
being with you?’ 

Even as he said it, his words rang horribly false. Maybe 
that’s what Kennedy Chase had nailed him on. Maybe he was 
nothing more than a charming jerk with an excellent line in 
bullshit. 

Oh, great, nothing like putting oneself down to start the 
day. 

When will I sec you?’ she persisted. 

Til call you later,’ he promised. 

‘You’d better,’ she said, half joking, half not. ‘Or I’ll have 
to punish you in a really bad way.’ 

At last she got out of his car. He watched her enter her 
building. When was he going to learn? No actresses. 

They were shooting in the Ambassador Hotel. He drove 
dicrc fast, Sade on his stereo to soothe him on his way. 

When he arrived, Mac was standing by the catering 
truck getting breakfast. ‘Morning,’ he said. ‘How was your 
night?’ 

mat night?’ Mac said sourly. We didn’t finish until 
one.’ 

Bobby yawned. “Yeah, you’re right, it was a tough one. 

. But I think we got some good stuff, don’t you? Can’t wait to 
sec dailies.’ 
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‘Are you eating?’ 

‘No, gotta go straight to make-up - see you on the set’ 

He sat in the make-up trailer staring at his reflection. It 
was a well-known feet that Jerry Rush had nailed every one 
of his leading ladies. Was he turning into his father? He did 
not want to be known as Bobby Rush - movie star and major 
cocfcsman. 

On the other hand, what was he supposed to do? There 
was nothing wrong with having a fast one-nighter if he felt 
like it. 

She’s an actress, his inner voice warned. 

Teak, well, Pm an actor - so what? 

Jordanna tracked him to the make-up trailer and handed 
him a cup of coffee. ‘You look like you had a long hard 
night,’ she said amiably. ‘You’ve got bags .under your eyes I 
could pack clothes in.’ 

He glared at her. “When I want your personal critique Til 
ask you.’ 

Tcs, hr, Mr Rush.’ 

Where’s my script?’ he asked irritably. 

Tn your trailer.’ 

‘Can you get it?’ 

‘But, of course . . . sir.’ 

Jordanna had a smart mouth. She’d be a good assistant if 
he could only survive her attitude. 

TDo me a favour,’ he called after her. ‘Bring my portable 
phone, too.’ 

She hurried to his trailer and picked up the script and die 
phone. On her way back she bumped into Mac. Tou feeling 
OK?’ she asked, stopping for a moment. 

Did she know something? Jordanna had always' been 
extremely intuitive. Why? Don’t I look well?’ he said warily. 

‘You always look well, Mac - for an old guy.’ 

Way amusing, Jordanna.’ 

T m trying to put a smile on your face, I haven’t seen one 
there lately.’ 

Tvc got a few personal problems.’ 

‘Sharicen?’ 


‘No, not Sharlcen,’ he said, guardedly. ‘My wife and I ar 
very' happy.’ 

‘I’m thrilled to hear it.’ 

‘You really arc a smart ass.’ 

Tm really fed up with hearing that.’ 

Then stop acting like one.’ 

“You know what the problem is, Mac? I say what’s on m 
mind. I don’t hang back. So if that makes me a smart ass • 
too bad.’ 

He shook his head and walked away. He was not in th 
mood for Jordanna’s shit, he was too worried about Zan 
and what he might do next. 

He wondered if he should warn Jordanna to be exception 
ally careful, because if anything happened to her he’d neve 
forgive himself . . . 

No, nothing would happen to Jordanna. Besides, he wa 
meeting with the private investigator later, everything wouk 
be taken care of. 

When Jordanna and Cheryl were called to testify' at Zane' 
trial, Jordan Levitt and Ethan Landers had tried to fix it sc 
they didn’t have to appear in court. But both girls had beer 
adamant, they’d absolutely insisted on testifying. Foolish 
decision. 

At the time Mac had been in constant touch with Inca 
Carlotti. ‘I can’t afford to be connected to Zaire hr a~ f 
he’d warned his godfather. ‘I must be kept our c: this I — ~r 
an actor a job - that’s all I know.’ 

Fortunately Luca had agreed with him ‘Zaue has mr — 
who you arc,’ he’d said. T never ever rr erfeusd -=-= ur 
each other.’ 

‘Good. It’s imperative we keep hr mar wr-f 

‘Personally,’ Luca had ruminamd. his - — — ' w— - 

‘I’d like to kill the dumb metberrurim. ~ — — . — • — — — 
bastard docs a thing like fe-- — - — ~ - 

Tic’s your nephew, not mure.' 

Mac had always harboured me — ^ 

have been sent to the eieum'r — - 

Now f he had to find cur if ° ^ ^ 


could have called Luca, but he didn’t care to do so. The less 
he had to do with Luca Carlotti, the better. 

☆ ☆ ☆ 

A production assistant stopped Jordanna on her way back to 
the make-up trailer, handing her several new script pages. 
She took them to Bobby, who flicked through them before 
asking her to attach them to his script. She sat in the comer 
doing so, while he activated his portable phone. She pre- 
tended not to listen, but of course she did. 

He called Barbara, knowing he had to ease out of the 
situation he’d gotten himself into as quickly and cleanly as 
possible. He decided the best thing to do was be truthful and 
tell her their one night of sex was a mistake. 

Tm sorry if you thought I rushed off this morning,’ he 
said, speaking dose to the receiver. Pause. Tcah, I had a 
good time, too. Lunch tomorrow?’ Another pause. ‘Sure. I 
happen to have the day off.’ 

Lunch was good. It would give him an opportunity to 
convince her that getting involved was a bad move for both 
of them. 

As soon as he hung up, Jordanna was by his side. ‘Shall I 
book you a table at Le Dome or Cicada?’ she asked, little 
Miss Efficient. 

‘Beth will take care of it,’ he said shortly. 

Hmm . . . Jordanna thought, that means he doesn’t want 
me to know. That means he’s having lunch with Barbara 
Barr. That means he took Barbara home last night and 
probably fucked her senseless. 

Was he nuts? Barbara Barr had a reputation for being a 
maniac, any idiot knew that. 

For some unknown reason Jordanna was filled with an 
unfamiliar feeling of dismay. 

She couldn’t be jealous, could she? 

No way. Wry would I be jealous of Barbara Barr? 

Bemuse you like Bobby. 

I do not! 


OS’? 


Oh yes you do! 

She hurried from the make-up trailer, dashed straight over 
to Kraft Service and wolfed down three sugar doughnuts and 
two cans of 7-Up. Then she felt sick. 

Satisfied, dear P 
Scravyou. 


☆ ☆ ☆ 

He tried not to look impressed, but Michael had never visited 
a film set before. Oh, sure, he’d seen plenty of movies being 
shot on the streets of New York, but now he was in 
Hollywood and tills was the real thing. It was kind of 
exciting. 

Unfortunately they were not shooting at a studio - the 
location was die Ambassador Hotel on Wilshire Boulevard. 
He drew into die parking lot and left his car alongside a line 
of trailers. Then he walked towards die building, stopping to 
ask a guard where die filming was taking place. 

Tou’ll find them inside die grand ballroom,’ the guard 
said, waring his newspaper in the general direction of die 
hotel. 

Strolling through the spacious grounds, Michael marvelled 
at die old hotel - it was quite something. Way back he’d read 
it was die hang-out of ail the big stars of the thirties and 
forties - Clark Gable, Joan Crawford, Lana Turner - what a 
time diat must have been! 

When he reached die set diey were in the middle of 
shooting a scene. He hovered on the periphery, fascinated by 
die activity. 

Looking around, he recognized Mac Brooks from pictures 
he’d seen of him with his wife, Sharleen Wynn Brooks, the 
very sexy movie star. Lucky guy. 

As soon as Mac called ‘Cud, Michael started over to him. 

His path was blocked by a young black production 
assistant with dreadlocks and a sharp attitude. ‘Can I help 
you?’ she asked officiously. 

T got a meeting with Mac Brooks.’ 


283 


‘Is he expecting you ? 1 

Yes.’ 

Your name?’ 

‘Michael Scorsini, uh . . . from the Robbins Agency . 5 

Wait here, Pil see if I can get his attention . 5 

She went and conferred with Mac, who glanced over £ 
waved. When she came back she was slightly more frienc 
•He 5 !! be finished with this shot shortly. Grab a seat and h; 
out - there’s a few empty ones over there . 5 

He sat in a high canvas director’s chair and wonde 
what it must be like to be an actor. All that attention. All t 
money. All that power. 

Not that he’d ever had any ambitions in that dirccti 
although in high school the acting coach had always b 
after him to join the drama group. 

Bobby Rush hit the set movie-star style, surrounded b) 
entourage. Michael immediately recognized the dark-hai 
girl he had met at Marjory’s. He waited until they stat 
blocking the scene, then got up, made his way over 
tapped her on the shoulder. ‘Remember me?’ 

She turned and looked at him with surprise. ‘Hey, Brc 
lyn!’ she exclaimed. 

‘Hey, Bel Air!’ he responded. 

What are you doing here?’ 

Tve got a meeting with Mac Brooks.’ 

She grinned. ‘I see you survived your night at 
mausoleum.’ 

You feel the same way about that house as I do . 5 

Tm only staying there on a temporary basis until I get 
own place. Marjory’s been a friend for a long time. We \ 
at school together.’ 

‘Really? She seems kinda . . . neurotic.’ 

‘I wasn’t going to be the one to say it, but, uh . . . y 
Tve always thought she was slightly crazy.’ 

‘What do you make of these letters she’s been getting? 

‘I don’t know - what do you think?’ 

C I haven’t formed an opinion.’ 


7S4. 


‘Look, if her father’s paying, you may as well stick with 
the gig. She likes having you around, make the most of it. 

‘What’s that supposed to mean? 5 

‘Hey, dmon, Brooklyn, get real. You’re a good-looking 
guy, Marjory will inherit everything when big Daddy slides 
off. You could be on easy street here.’ 

He did not appreciate her thinking he was only around to 
take advantage of Marjory. Tm working for her,’ he said 
tightly. That’s all I’m doing.’ 

‘Sorry,’ she said blithely. Torget I said anything.’ 

1 will.’ 

They stood in silence for a moment watching the rehearsal. 

‘OK, Brooklyn,’ Jordanna said, genuinely curious. ‘Give 
me the juice. What arc you seeing Mac about?’ 

Trivatc business.’ 

1 bet I know. He’s discovered Sharleen’s having an affair 
and wants her followed.’ 

‘You’ve got some imagination.’ 

‘Arc you like the private detectives in those cool Raymond 
Chandler novels? Do you leap out at people brandishing a 
Polaroid when they’re in the bedroom making out?’ 

‘You’re behind the times. If I was going to do that Fd 
have an electronic camera embedded in the ceiling.’ 

‘Ooh, very hi-tech.’ 

‘Quiet please!’ the first assistant yelled. “WeYe going for a 
take. Everyone settle down.’ 

Michael watched them shoot a scene between Bobby and 
Cedric Farrell, the actor playing his father. They did the scene 
five times until Mac was satisfied, then he conferred with his 
cinematographer, walked over to Michael, shook his hand 
and said, Glad you could make it, Michael. Quincy comes 
highly recommended. Where is he today?’ 

‘A skiing accident.’ 

‘So, you guys are partners?’ 

Tcah, we were detectives on the force back in New York, 
now we’re together again.’ ^ 

^Vhat I have to say today is confidential,’ Mac said. ‘Very 
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confidential. -I don’t want to read about myself 
Enquirer ?. ■ 

We got a reputation to prorect. You can trust us.’ 

‘Let’s go to my trailer.’ 

They left the set, walking through the empty hotel 
way outside until they reached Mac’s luxurious trailer. 

Take a scat,’ Mac said. 

Michael sat down on the built-in couch. ‘So,’ he sail 
don’t you tell me what’s on your mind?’ 

Tvc been in this business a long time,’ Mac said, 
around. ‘Made a lot of movies.’ 

1 know. Fve seen most of them. You do great worl 

Mac liked the fact that this detective was smart eno 
have seen all his movies - or at least most of them. “E 
see The Contract ?’ 

‘Yeah - powerful movie.’ 

Tt was, wasn’t it?’ 

That ending was really something. Had me on th 
of my seat.’ 

‘Do you remember the story that hit the press whil 
making that film?’ 

“Uh ... I don’t recall anything.’ 

‘A murder took place. A young actress was strang 
one of the actors working on my film. We tried to 
low profile, but it made headlines.’ 

‘Now that you mention it . . .’ 

‘I recast both roles - never used Ingrid or the actor 
movie. There was a trial and he was sent to jail. As 1 
was concerned that was the end of it.’ 

‘So?’ 

“During the trial six women gave evidence against h 
six of them witnessed the murder.’ 

Tm listening.’ 

“In the last couple of months three of those wome 
been killed.’ 

“Excuse me?’ 

“You heard me correctly. Three have been murderec 
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The last thing Kennedy felt like sitting through was an 
interview with Charlie Dollar. Especially since a new murder 
had taken place, and she was anxious to investigate further. 

Her appearance on TV had garnered quite a reaction. 
‘We’re stirring ’em up,’ Rosa assured her. Tve heard the 
Chief of Police and the Mayor’s office are finally getting into 
it. We’re forcing ’em into action. They’ll have to make an 
announcement soon, or there’ll be a public outcry.’ 

That’s great,’ Kennedy said, delighted that something was 
happening. 

‘My news director wants you to appear again. He sees this 
as an ongoing story. In fact, he’d like you to be on once a 
week until they catch this maniac.’ 

Kennedy agreed. Anything to help nail the killer. She 
knew that somewhere up there Phil and her father were 
watching her. Hopefully they were proud she was working 
on something worthwhile. 

In the meantime she was stuck interviewing another movie 
star. This time the lucky victim was Charlie Dollar - a man 
who picked up his own phone. She’d actually gotten to speak 
to him when arranging the appointment, an unusual occur- 
rence when dealing with a celebrity. He’d given her directions 
to his house and told her he’d expect her at noon. 

When she arrived, she was surprised that he answered the 
door himself. ‘Hey, lady journalist, come on in,’ Charlie said, 
greeting her warmly. Two big dogs sprung to attention. 
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rake no notice of the killers,’ he said, leading her through to 
ic living room. ‘I got ’em trained - they only bite other 
ctors.’ 

He had the wildest smile she’d ever seen, and glittering 
coned eyes. Even though he was slighdy balding and a little 
aunchy, he was definitely attractive in his brightly coloured 
lawaiian shirt, pale beige Chinos that had seen better days, 
nd scuffed white sneakers with no socks. 

• ‘Sit down,’ he said, waving towards the couch. 

She checked out her surroundings, deciding she liked his 
iousc, it was lived in and comfortable, not designer decorated 
o the last inch like most Beverly Hills homes. Obviously he’d 
urrounded himself with things he loved. The old brown 
eathcr couch was worn and welcoming; there were interest- 
ng paintings on the walls; the dogs wandered around as if 
hey owned the place; and Charlie seemed perfectly at ease. 

‘Let’s start by taking a detour an’ going off the record,’ he 
;aid with an endearing grin. 

‘Sure,’ she agreed. 

‘Y’sec, I got this raging desire to smoke a joint, but not if 
t offends you. Oh, yeah, an’ don’t mention it in your story - 
bat’s all I ask.’ 

Didn’t he know he was stepping on dangerous territory? 
Edis opening line was almost too good not to write about. 

‘Can I trust you, Kennedy?’ he asked, fixing her with his 
rrazy sccn-it-all eyes. 

‘I suppose so,’ she said reluctantly. 

‘Good,’ he said, lighting a joint and taking a deep drag. 

This was a new one, an actor who dared to get stoned in 
front of a journalist. She admired his balls. 

‘You really ' did a kill on Bobby Rush,’ he remarked, 
offering her a drag. 

She shook her head. ‘It wasn’t me, but I guess I have to 
take the blame.’ 

Unperturbed, Charlie took another long pull. ‘What 
happened?’ 

My copy was changed and expanded. I feel bad about it. 
Trust me, it will never happen again.’ 
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“I hope not.’ 

‘Don’t worry, you’re completely protected. I now have £ 
contract that precludes them from changing a word.’ 

‘Bobby’s an OK guy,’ Charlie said, through a haze oi 
smoke. ‘It’s a bum rap growing up in this town with a famous 
parent. He’s doin’ good.’ 

*1 would say having a famous parent makes life easier. 
Money, privilege . . . anything you wish for.’ 

‘I never fight with lady journalists, but you’re wrong.’ 

She decided to change the subject. ‘You have a tittle boy. 
don’t you?’ 

A pleased grin spread across his face. ‘Sure do. His name 
is Sport, and he’s the greatest.’ 

‘On the record, are you planning to marry his mother?* 

Charlie chuckled again. ‘You’d better ask Dahlia whethei 
she’s planning on marrying me. I simply do what people ask 
me to. If I make it through the day, then Fm a happy movie 
star!’ 

Charlie had an extremely seductive, easy-going manner, 
his charm was addictive. 

‘Do you mind if I use a tape recorder?’ she asked, reaching 
‘ into her purse and extracting a small Sony cassette machine. 

‘Show me yours - Fll show you mine,’ he replied, with a 
stoned smile. 

‘You want to tape mcV 

Tm sure neither of us would appreciate tire inconvenience 
of being misquoted.’ 

He got up and came back with a portable Panasonic 
recorder which he placed on the table in front of them. ‘We’re 
even,’ he said. 

‘Hmm . . .’ Kennedy said, ‘and I never had you tagged as 
suspicious.’ 

They exchanged a long look. 

‘You arc one good-looking broad,’ Charlie said at last. 

‘Broad?’ she said with a mixture of amusement and 
contempt. 

‘Uh-oh, I smell a feminist in the room.’ 

She smiled coolly. ‘Sweet talk will get you absolutely 


nowhere.’ She activated her tape. ‘Can we c 

movie?’ , - ^ c- 

He leaned forward, clicking on his cats-*. ^ 
deem that a great favour. All people usually care 
personal life.’ He paused, then waved his ars^c,^ 
in the air, taking on a Shakespearian stance. >'• eo cc 
- that is the question,’ he emoted, sounding more 
grand stage actor than his usual self. 

‘Arc you going to answer it:’ 

Teoplc aren’t interested in the essence of an arm 
they want is this personal shit, tabloid to tne m. 
America today.’ 

Tvc seen you in the tabloids.’ 

‘Can’t avoid it. Wish I could.’ 

‘Let’s start with than What do you thin k cf the sums 
appear about you?’ 

‘Fairy' stories,’ he snorted disdainfully. The rniun 
reality is that people believe ’em.’ 

Tou really think so?’ 

Talk to any of the maids and < 
come at me waving a paper savin’, ‘Die yuu : 

Jackson did?” Or Marlon Brando. Or Jack 1 
baby, they are true believers.’ 

Is everything written in the rmhidr lire' 
‘Sometimes there’s a micron cf turd 5 — 
got a column to fill every wedc. 5 : ±sf 
things up. An’ if they drift invent. ±s 
word - embellish!’ 

He seemed to have a hard cf mrrru 
to lure him back. Tefs talk sheer ~r 
"Why did you decide to crrcrcru-rrur 
His eyebrows shot rr. duur inn su 
look, *\yhy not? When lie in a ---» 

making my own decisions. ~miir- - 

^ this a new trend Str rue Zu — 

future you’ll produce ail - 

‘Haven’t made cn m rf-r r^f 
• - . vou were ma tried ~ _ T" ~ 


rs? me 


me 

Eke 



She was startled. t Uh . . . yes . . . How did you know?’ 

“Cause I followed his work. Yours, too. Liked that piece 
you wrote on Anita Hill. And die stuff you got into about 
the Bush Administration was admirable. But my favourite 
work of yours and Phil’s were the pieces you did together for 
'National Geographic. His pictures were outstanding. Lady, 
you two sure got around.’ 

Yes, we did,’ she said quietly, impressed that Charlie knew 
who Phil was. 

*1 was real sorry to read that he died.’ 

Inexplicably her eyes filled with tears. It was still so painful 
to talk about Philip. 

Charlie observed her discomfort. ‘Hey, I got me an idea,’ 
he said, jumping to his feet. ‘We’ll drive down to the beach 
for lunch. I’ll treat you to crab cakes at Ivy on the Shore, 
order you an exotic drink, and we’ll pretend we’re on 
vacation. How about it?’ 

It sounded good. Why resist? ‘If that’s what you’d like to 
do,’ she said, feeling uncharacteristically vulnerable. 

He grabbed her hands, pulling her up from the couch. 
‘C’mon, sweet green eyes, follow me. Pm the king of how to 
forget your worries an’ stay happy. Let’s do it!’ 

☆ ☆ ☆ 

Cheryl Landers was on a power trip. She had the attention 
of some of the most important men in town. All of a sudden 
she was a major player. No longer known as just Ethan’s 
daughter, she was finally free. And making mucho bucks. 
What an exhilarating high! 

Her girls were the best. Once she’d taken over Donna’s 
list, she’d weeded out the druggies and trouble-makers, and 
solicited some fine new talent. First class service all the way 
was her motto. You pay top price and you get top pussy. 
Everyone was happy. Especially Grant, who not only tried 
out new girls for her and supplied the drugs that quite a few 
clients requested, but also did an excellent recruiting job, 
bringing her would-be talent on an almost daily basis. 


Cheryl found there was another advantage to being the 
Hollywood madam. Men. They ail desired her approval, and 
she could play with them the way she’d always wanted. 

She and Grant had started a regular exclusive Saturday- 
night late party at her house and it was a hot ticket. The 
guest list was exciting. Beautiful girls who got paid for their 
services, and homy powerful men who seemed to get off on 
shelling out big bucks. Several movie stars were regular 
attendees; an English rock superstar who went through the 
girls by the dozen; producers, studio executives and a scatter- 
ing of Euro-trash. 

She kept her Arab clientele separate. They paid for their 
own parties, and she made sure they paid double. 

Grant was seriously considering dropping out of the 
agency business and becoming her partner. Tour entire 
operation could be bigger and better,’ he said, trying to 
persuade her. “We’d send girls all over the world — maybe 
even work out a franchise. The possibilities are limitless.’ 

She’d been paying him a commission for the gads he 
found, and since business was so good why not bring him h 
— not as a full partner, but allowing him id collect a 
percentage wouldn’t bother her. As long as he didn’t get too 
stoned he would certainly be an asset. He could take over 
many of her responsibilities, and she’d enjov having him 
around on a more permanent basis. 


He was sulky when she told him her plan - he wanted 
fifty per cent of her take or nothing. 

‘OK, nothing,’ she bluffed. 


He agreed to thirty per cent and quit the agency. 

Cheryl was delighted. Nobody knew it - not even Jor- 
danna - but growing up she’d always harboured a secret 
crush on Grant. It started when she’d hit puberty, and 
continued over the years. She’d never told anyone because it 
was painfully obvious bimbos were his women of choice. 

rant always went for the exterior - the big-breasted, long 
ha.r, for gloss)- bps look. He’d never second-glanced W? 

beside^* enoUgh) her breasts w ere too small, and 
bes.dcs, hed always regarded her as one of the boys - and 
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although they’d had fun together, it had never gone any 
further. 

Over the years Cheryl had sat back, watched and waited. 
Now she was in an excellent position, she was about to be 
his boss, and total control would be hers. 

Cheryl had decided that if you wanted something badly 
enough you cotild have it. And she wanted Grant. She’d 
waited almost twelve years, wasn’t that long enough? 

☆ ☆ ☆ 

Charlie was an interesting man, he did not try to charm - he 
just did. He seemed totally oblivious to his fame, which made 
him even more attractive. 

People loved Charlie. They waved at him from their can 
as he sped down the freeway behind the wheel of his black 
Rolls, grinning his maniacal grin, playing Sinatra, swigging 
from a flask of something he assured her was distilled water, 
although she suspected it was pure vodka. 

T wouldn’t expect you to have a car like this,’ she said, 
fingering the expensive leather seat. 

He creased his forehead, genuinely puzzled. *Why do 
people always say that?’ 

She gestured vaguely. T don’t know. It’s - it’s too . . . 
grown up.’ 

He chuckled. 'Surprise, surprise, I am grown up-’ 

How old are you?’ she asked curiously. Reports vaned, 
pegging him as anything from forty-nine to fifty-five, 
‘Mentally twelve. Physically - a hundred and twelve. 
Spiritually fifty-three. It’s a bitch, but it’s better than the 
alternative.’ 

Which is?’ . 

Dead,’ he said flatly. T lost a lot of loyal buddies m 
Vietnam.’ 

Were you there?’ 

He lowered the volume on Sinatra. ‘Sure I was. Where do 
you think I learned the valuable lesson that to get through 

%rr\rt t mtfa cf-nrf- nff 


‘College?’ she said facetiously. 

A hollow laugh. ‘Naw. Never went. Dropped outta High 
School at fifteen an’ hit the road. That’s a whole loada higher 
education right there.’ 

Tm sure.’ 

Tfow about you, green eyes? Give me the story.’ 

c High school. College. The entire process.’ 

‘Sounds conventional.’ 

T met Phil in college, we got married and travelled die 
world together. He was a very special man.’ 

‘Ain’t it a bitch - it’s always the good ones that go first. 
You must miss him a lot.’ 

She didn’t know what to say. How did you put into words 
die unbearable pain of losing someone close to you? It was 
impossible. ‘I do,’ she said quiedy. 

Charlie swerved across three lanes of speeding traffic and 
just about made it to the Santa Monica exit. 

‘Driving’s not your greatest skill,’ she gulped, bracing 
herself against the dashboard. 

The trick is,’ he said, with a perverse smile, ‘never to hit 
anything, an’ never to have anything hit you. That’s my 
philosophy. Think about it, it’s sure worked for me.’ 

Their lunch togcdicr was enjoyable. She couldn’t remem- 
ber laughing so much in a long rime. But there was also a 
serious side lurking bcncadi Charlie’s light-hearted exterior. 
Apart from being one of the greatest film actors of his 
generation, he was also an extremely complex and interesting 
man. When he suggested dinner die next night she readily 
agreed. Wait until she told Rosa about this one! 

After lunch, Charlie drove her back to his house where she 
picked up her car and headed straight to the television studio. 
Rosa and the news director were waiting for her. They spent 
die afternoon going over material for her appearance that 
night. She got the facts on Pamela March, die latest murder 
victim. Pamela had been strangled late Friday in West 
Hollywood - Detective Carlvlc territorv. She was a small- 

4 4 4 

time actress, divorced widi no children. Thirty -one years old, 
she had been walking her dog when she was attacked. Exacdv 
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the same MO as Stephanie Wolff. Only this time there was 
no death-to-the-traitors sign left on the body. 

‘But it has to be the same killer, right?’ Kennedy ques- 
tioned, still scanning the information. 

‘Unless it’s a copy-cat murder,’ Rosa replied. ‘Sometimes 
that’s what happens.’ 

This time Kennedy fought against make-up and hair. She 
insisted on doing her own, applying a smoky brown eye- 
shadow and a deeper lipstick. Then she brushed her honey- 
coloured hair until it casually framed her face. 

Going over her copy she felt surprisingly calm. It read 
well, she was pleased with what she’d written. 

Before the broadcast she wandered into the Green Room, 
picked up a chocolate chip cookie and nibbled on it. 

Rosa entered a few minutes later. ‘Everything OK?’ 

This is a cinch,’ she replied, not feeling at all nervous. ‘I 
think I’m getting used to it.’ 

Told you you’d grow to love it!’ Rosa exclaimed, grab- 
bing a botde of Evian on her way out. ‘See you on the set. 
We’ve got a busy show. Oh, and, by the way, if you bump 
into Michael, do me a favour and try not to insult him.’ 

‘Michael who?’ 

‘Scorsini. The New York detective with the missing kid. 
Remember? He’s on again tonight.’ 

‘What a coincidence,’ she said, shaking her head. 

T told you, you’re safe, he’s not dating and has no desire 
to, just like you.’ 

‘Sure' 

Rosa laughed. ‘Honestly,’ she said, vanishing out the 
door. ‘One of these days you’ll learn to believe me.’ 

Kennedy perched on the edge of the couch and glanced 
through her notes again. Four women. Brutally murdered. 

There was a strangler on the loose and she had to help 
stop him before he claimed a fifth victim. 



Chapter Thirty-One 

☆- 


After leaving Mac, Michael drove over and talked to the 
doorman at Club Sirocco about the badly behaved TV star, 
but his mind was elsewhere. The meeting with Mac Brooks 
was really bothering him. Women were getting killed, Mac 
thought he knew who was doing it, and he’d only now 
decided to say something; Didn’t these Hollywood people 
have a fucking social conscience? 

The first thing he’d done after leaving Mac was call a 
contact in the LAPD asking him to run a check on Zane 
Marion Ricca. An hour later he’d received the information 
that Zanc had been released from jail three months ago. He’d 
also scanned newspaper reports on the murdered women. 
He’d come across a fourth victim, Gerda Hemsley, and 
wondered if she’d also worked on Mac’s movie. 

He couldn’t believe that this insane guy was somewhere 
out there running riot, and nobody was doing a goddamn 
thing. 

He reached Mac on the set. Tve got news,’ he said tersely. 

"Just remember I’m speaking on a cellular phone.’ Mar 
said waminglv. *1 have people all around me.’ 

Is that all he cared about? That someone might hear him? 
The part)’ we spoke about is on the loose. What co vou --art 
me to do about it?’ 

Now that he knew for sure, Mac panicked He had to 
reach Luca and tell him. 'Nothing, 5 he said. 

'Nothing,’ Michael repeated. 
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Tor now.’ 

‘By the way,’ Michael added. T>ocs the name Gerda 
Hemsley mean anything to you?’ 

“Yes, why?’ 

‘Add her to the list. She was strangled two weeks ago.’ 

☆ * * 

Mac was bad-tempered with everyone. So much so that 
Bobby came to him at the end of a set-up and said, ‘What’s 
your problem?’ 

It’s personal,’ Mac replied shortly. Til work it out.’ 

‘Something to do with Sharleen?’ 

Why did everybody always think it was Sharleen? 

‘Everything with Sharleen is fine,’ he said irritably. This is 
nothing for you to concern yourself with.’ 

Bobby stared at him for a moment, trying to decide 
whether he needed to push it further. ‘OK, OK, Fm not 
concerned,’ he said at last. ‘But try and take it easy on the 
crew, they’re about ready to mutiny if you don’t lighten up.’ 

At the lunch break, Mac shut himself in his trailer, ready 
to make the call. 

A million and one excuses not to came to mind. Luca 
might not be home. He could be busy. Maybe he was out of 
town. It was also unwise to conduct this particular conver- 
sation on a cellular phone, people listened in for sport, it 
could be dangerous. 

The last reason convinced him. He left his trailer and went 
back to die hotel, making his way into the offices at the front 
where a pretty secretary asked if she could help him. 

Tm Mac Brooks - the director of Tfmller Eyes? he said, 
giving himself billing. Ts there somewhere I can make a 
private call?’ 

‘Certainly, Mr Brooks,’ she said, impressed. 

He followed her into an empty office where she assured 
him he would have complete privacy. 

Waiting until she dosed the door behind her, he punched 
out Luca’s number. 


A guarded male voice answered the phone. 

*Lct me speak to Luca Carlotti,’ Mac said, keeping his 
/oicc low just in case the secretary had X-ray ears. 

'Who wants him?’ 

Tell him Mr Brooks from California. He’ll know.’ 

‘Hold on.’ 

He began picking at a hang-nail, tearing at his skin until it 
throbbed. Sweat beaded his forehead. Why was this phone 
call making him so agitated? 

Because he was dangerously close to being exposed, as 
Luca Carlotti’s godson, and if the truth came out it could 
ruin his career. Even Sharleen didn’t know. 

He wondered what she’d say if he confessed. Hey, Sharleen, 
sweetheart - there’s something I haven't told you. My godfather is 
one of the most notorious mob guys in New York. What do you 
think of that? 

Sharleen would probably say, so what? She wouldn’t 
understand die ramifications. Besides, she had this attitude 
that nothing mattered unless it directly concerned her. 

Luca’s unmistakable raspy growl. ‘Mac?’ 

'Hey, how ya doin’?’ Automatically he slipped into his old 
Brooklyn accent. 

Doin’ good,’ Luca replied. 'What’s kickin’ with you? Still 
out on tire coast?’ 

He cleared his throat. There’s a problem,’ he said 
hoarsely. 

Luca chuckled. ‘So what else is new? Problems Pm here 
dsolvc.’ 

This is your problem, too.’ 

. ‘Spit it on the table.’ 

Tour sister’s kid - he’s out.’ 


Tcah, Luca said calmly. That ain’t news dme.’ 

He was amazed. Tou mean you knew':’ 

‘The fucker’s bin out three months.’ 

Why didn’t you tell me?’ 

‘I gotta report in to you?’ 

thC ^ buiJding inside b™- Luca *-as treating 
h.m w,th no respect, and that was one thing his father 3 
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instilled in him. Get people to respect you and you’ll neve 
than a man. 

Sure. It had done his father a lot of good. Lv 
respected the shit out of him while screwing his r 
He’d never forgive Luca for that. 

'You should’ve told me,’ he said angrily. 'You sh 
flicking told me.’ 

Luca’s voice hardened. ‘I shoulda done what I 1 
right, an’ I did. I gave instructions to that shit-fecci 
sucker tistay put on the West Coast. He ain’t wclcon 
here. I sent him money. Gave him a place to live. Wl 
care, as long as he stays outta my life.’ 

Mac was incredulous. 'And you thought that was i 
take the money and leave everyone alone?’ 

“He’d better, unless he’s a dumb fuckin’ moron.’ 

'Well, I’ve got news for you, Luca, he w a mo 
dangerous one. I think he’s systematically murdering 
die women who testified against him at his trial. I 
them arc already dead.’ 

There was a long ominous silence. He waited for 1 
say something. His hands were trembling. He didn’t \ 
be involved in this, but he iras, and dierc was noth 
could do about it. 

Luca finally spoke. 'You sure about this?’ 

Who else could it be?’ he replied evenly. ‘Four o 
killed within the last couple of months. Strangled th 
way Ingrid was strangled. And there’s two other gir 
gave evidence - they could be next.’ 

'Do the cops know?’ 

‘They’ll put it together eventually.’ 

‘Shir!’ Luca said furiously. That motherfucking du 
prick. 1 ’ 

Where is he?’ Mac didn’t really want the informatic 
he was unable to stop himself from asking. 

‘LA.’ 

‘I realize that, but where in LA?’ 

Luca ignored his question. Til tell you what Fm 


do, son,’ he said slowly. Tm gonna take care of this one 
myself. FI! be on a plane first thing tomorrow.’ 

Don’t call me son, Mac wanted to scream. 'What do you 
mean you’ll take care of it yourself?’ he asked. 

‘Not on the phone. Wc’U talk when I get there.’ 

‘How about the other girls? Shouldn’t they be warned?’ 
‘When was the last murder?’ 

‘A few nights ago.’ 

'And before that? How long between attacks?’ 

‘A couple of weeks. Fm not sure.’ 

It looks like he’s workin’ to a pattern. They're safe' 

‘How can you possibly know they're safe?’ Mac exploded. 
Luca did not take kindly to being yelled at. ‘You want my 
help or not?’ he said coldly'. ‘Because it'd be just as easy to 
call die cops and bust this whole deal wide open.’ 

‘Yes, I want your help,’ Mac said, calming down. 

Til be there tomorrow.’ 

Mac left the office with a heavy heart. 

‘Can I do anything else for you, Mr Brooks?’ the secretary 
asked with a bright I-could-be-a-star smile. 

‘No, no, uh . . . charge the call to the studio.’ 

That’s OK, Mr Brooks, compliments of me. And if you’re 
ever looking for a girl to play a secretary' - how about using 
die real thing?’ 

His mind was elsewhere. ‘Yeah, yeah, sure.’ 


☆ ☆ ☆ 

Luca Carlotti was always impeccably dressed. He favourec 
pin-striped Savilc Row suits made by his personal tailor whe 
flew to New York from London every two months to confei 
with him. His shoes were handmade, also in London, at ar 
exclusive shop on Jcrmyn Street. His shirts were the finesi 
silk, and his sweaters and overcoats pure cashmere 

Once every- two weeks Luca had a facial to keep his sixty- 
four-year-old skin smooth, he favoured Emo Laszlo prod- 
ucts. Every- other day he had a fell body massage and once s 
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week he indulged in a mineral mud bath. One room in his 
home had been converted into a tanning parlour so that he 
always had a nice deep tan. Luca believed in pampering 
himself. With his slicked-back hair and hooded eyes, Luca 
Carlotti was quite the dandy. 

Mac’s phone call disturbed him. His sister’s idiot son was 
the bane of his life. He should have ordered a hit on the kid 
while he was locked up, but out of the kindness of his heart 
he’d allowed the boy to live. Big mistake. 

There’s no way he’s cornin’ back to New York,’ he’d 
warned his sister, Phyllis, when Zane was first released from 
jail. 

‘Bur he’s my baby—’ Phyllis had started to say. 

‘He ain’t your baby, he’s a murdering bastard who’ll stay 
in California outta the family’s way. I got a house I can put 
him in. Don’t worry, PU send him money.’ 

Phyllis didn’t object too gready. She’d recendy divorced 
her first husband who was doing time in Attica, and she was 
now married to her second - a schmuck called Petty (the 
Wild Man) Borosin. Petey was twenty years younger than 
Phyllis and Luca couldn’t stand the sight of die punk, but at 
least he kept his sister happy. 

Now, according to Mac, his stupid sonofabitch nephew 
was running around killing people. 

Luca decided not to tell Phyllis, better she didn’t know. 
Women had big mouths. They couldn’t help it, information 
leaked from them like sieves. 

He called his personal travel agent and booked an early 
morning flight to LA. 


* * * 

Michael picked up the tape equipment he needed to bug 
Marjory’s phone and drove over to the Sanderson estate late 
in the afternoon. 

Marjory greeted him like a worried wife. Tou promised 
you’d be here this morning,’ she said, biting anxiously on her 
lower lip. 


What was it with her? 1 never said what time Fd be back,’ 
he said, working on her phone - attaching the equipment, 
q feel so . . . alone,’ she said, wringing her hands. 

This was one hysterical woman. 'You’re not alone, Mar- 
jory. Fm here now.’ 

‘Can you stay?’ 

He made sure everything was in place. ‘No, I have too 

much work to do.’ 

'What if I get another call?’ 

‘It's hardly likely. The guy’s been sending you letters for 
months now. The first time he phoned was yesterday, he 
won’t make a habit of it.’ 

‘How do you know?’ she asked accusingly. 

Tf he phones again, you’ll contact me and Fll be here. This 
time we’ll have him on tape. Here, let me show you how to 
work this.’ 

When he was satisfied she had it down he said, l gotta 
make a phone call. Where can I be alone?’ 

‘Is it to do with my case?’ 

‘No, it’s something else Fm working on.’ 

Her mouth tightened. ‘Very well,’ she said. ‘You can use 
this phone.’ 

Thanks.’ 

She stood near him, staring. 

He waited for her to shift, she didn’t. TJh, Marjory, this is 
private.’ 

T won’t listen.’ 

surc won t, but you wouldn’t appreciate me 
discussing your rase in front of other people, would you?’ 

Ill be outside,’ she said, marching stiffly from the 
room. 


He reached Mac at the location. ‘Did you decide what yo 
want me to do?’ 3 

*1 t°ld you — nothing for now ’ 

putT^ry*" 8 TO ? d u , b "° bri "S *« ~p S in. They 
four ho“ • C ' Pr ° bab ' y Pick »P within tweno 

‘Let me think about it.’ 
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‘While you’re thinking about it, the other two women 
could be in danger.’ 

Til make a decision. In the meantime, is there any way 
you can place security around Jordanna Levitt and Cheryl 
Landers?’ 

‘You mean bodyguards?’ 

That’s too extreme. I wouldn’t want to alarm them. 
Maybe they can be watched from a distance without them 
knowing.’ 

Tordanna Levitt, isn’t she Bobby Rush’s PA?’ 

Tcs. How do you know?’ 

‘She’s staying with Marjory Sanderson, and I happen to 
be working on a case for Marjory’s father, so I can easily 
watch her. Quincy’s back tomorrow, he’ll take care of Cheryl 
Landers. All we need is her address.’ 

He put the phone down on Mac, still feeling uneasy. If he 
had a choice he’d go straight to the cops, but he had to talk 
this out with Quincy before doing anything. 

It was a bitch of a situation, and he didn’t have an 
answer. 


☆ ☆ ☆ 

In the room next to the library Marjory listened on die 
extension until she heard Michael hang up. Then she hur- 
riedly replaced the receiver. 

What was going on? The man on the other end of the 
phone had sounded worried. And who was Zane? 

She felt excited - pan of something. If only Michael 
would confide in her. 

The annoying thing was that Jordanna was involved in 
some way, and that Michael had to protect her. At least that 
meant he’d stay around more. 

Growing up with Jordanna and Cheryl, Marjory’ had 
always felt like the outsider. She knew she was pale and 
insignificant compared to them — almost like their mascot — 
and even though they’d included her in everything, along 
with Grant and Shep, she’d always been the invisible one. 
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If only she could grab a good-looking man like Michael 

wouldn’t that show them all? , , 

Of course, he was only a detective, and her father woul 

object strongly, but so what? She was over twenty-one, sh 

could do what she liked. 

She exited the room, catching Michael on his way to th 


front door. 

‘I gotta go,’ he said. Tm late for the studio.’ 

‘What studio?’ 

Tm on TV tonight.’ 

‘Doing what? 

‘My four-year-old daughter is missing. Fm making anoth 
appeal.’ 

He had a daughter! Did that mean he was married? She 
checked his wedding finger and there was no band. 

T ... I didn’t know, Michael. Fm so sorry. Will your wi 
be appearing with you?’ 

‘My wife is dead.’ 

‘Oh.’ A brief pause. ‘Would you like me to come wii 
you?’ 

That’s OK,’ he said, consulting his watch. He was runnir 
late and Rosa had particularly asked him to be on rim 
‘When will Jotdanna be home?’ he asked as he reached tl 
front door. 

They might be working late again.’ 

Well, uh . . . maybe I will spend the night. Fll be ba 
when I finish at the studio.’ 

T d like that, Michael,’ she said, lightly touching his an 
What’s your favourite food?’ 

He backed off. ‘Huh?’ 
want to cook for you.’ 

‘No way, Marjory. Pizza’ll be fine.’ 

Til send out to Spago.’ 

‘Where?’ 

T>on’t worry, you’ll love it.’ 


* ☆ ☆ 


Michael made it to the TV station in time. A prod 
assistant met him at the door and rushed him into mak 

1 can’t stand all this crap,’ he complained, sitting 
tandy in front of the mirror as the make-up woman v, 
work. 

‘just a touch of powder to take away the shim 
insisted, dabbing away. Wc’il soon be done.’ 

Being in the studio was nerve-racking. The last tirm 
had done the interview at his apartment and it had bx 
less stressful. 

We have a busy programme tonight,’ the prod 
assistant said. ‘Kennedy Chase is appearing again. D 
know her?’ 

The name sounded vaguely familiar. ‘No. Who is sh 

‘A journalist. She’s doing a piece on the LA strangle 
station is trying to alert the Chief of Police to form 
force.’ 

‘Really?’ 

There’s been a series of these murders in LA over t 
couple of months. Kennedy will be on any minute. 
.. s into tire Green Room and watch her.’ 

£y;. The girl led him into the Green Room where he gi 
!' W a cup of coffee in a styrofoam cup, and sat down in ft 
die TV set. Rosa was on camera finishing up a repoi 
small plane crash. When she was done she turned to 1 
anchor - a smooth-looking black man. They exchangee 
words, and then he proceeded to do a story on an 
robbery in Orange County. As soon as he was finish 
camera zoomed back to Rosa, who flashed her bes 
fcssional smile and began to speak. TLast week, jou 
Kennedy Chase talked about the murders of several v 
in Los Angeles over the past two months. I am sad to 
that since then the police have taken no emergency ; 
Rcccndy another woman met her death at the hands < 
sadistic strangler. We arc all at risk. Kennedy, over to y 

The camera switched from Rosa to Kennedy. Mi 
interest was immediately aroused. 

Ivfnnf*Hv lntA tK»» K/«r 


speak. ‘Good evening,’ she said. ‘Or is it? A short but 
meaningful pause. ‘How many more women are going to 
lose their lives before the Chief of Police and the Mayor 
decide to act? How many more female victims will be 
murdered before the conclusion is reached that what we have 
here is a serious state of emergency?’ 

Michael found he couldn’t take his eyes off her. She was 
appealing and articulate. She was also incredibly attractive. 

Was this the woman Rosa had tried to fix him up with? 
At the time he’d said no, but she sure had his attention now. 
Kennedy continued to speak eloquendy. She seemed to 
nv plenty about the murders, maybe it wouldn’t take long 
ore she discovered that seven years ago they’d all worked 
the same movie - Mac’s mode. And that a killer had 
Iked amongst them. 

Before she was finished, the sound woman busded into 
: Green Room and began hooking him up to a micro- 
one. He stood up as she fitted the power pack on to the 
:kofhis belt. 

“Not nervous, arc you?’ the sound woman asked. 

‘No, this is the second time for me.’ 

‘I saw your first interview, it was quite touching.’ 

Thanks,’ he said, breathing deeply, preparing himself for 
; on-camcra appearance. 

Whenever he thought about Bella he felt depressed and 
lplcss. He had to face the fact it was possible she could be 
ad, or involved in child pornography. Both thoughts made 
m go cold inside. 

As he was leaving the Green Room he bumped into 
ennedy coming from the studio. 

That was a vet)' effective speech,’ he said, stopping to 
>cak to her. 


Thank you,’ she replied, barely glancing in his direction. 
I m Michael Scorsini.’ 


‘Nice to meet you, Michael,’ she said, turning to talk t 
nc of the associate producers. 

to a ? orc *° sitivt reacdon w ° mei h bi 
ic seemed distracted, in a hurry'. 
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1 think Rosa might have mentioned you to me,’ he add 
determined to attract her attention. ‘She tried to set us up 
a date.’ 

Kennedy turned back to him with an amused expressii 
‘Ah, Rosa and her set-ups. She’s always trying to fix me 1 
and Pm always saying no. Did she do the same to you?’ 

He scratched his chin. Teah, as a matter of fact she did 

‘Hmm . . . Rosa has a dating obsession - take no notice 

‘I didn’t. But now that we’ve met, I would like to disc 
the murders with you.’ 

Finally he had her attention. ‘Do you have informatio 
she asked, regarding him with serious green eyes. 

‘I used to be a detective in New York. Worked a couple 
serial killer cases over the years. Maybe we can have a dri 
later and talk about it.’ 

Tm on my way home.’ 

‘Another time?’ 

If you have anything to add - yes. Rosa has my numbe 

‘OK, Michael, it’s show time,’ said his production assi 
ant. They’re waiting.’ 

‘I’ll get your number from Rosa,’ he said, allowing hims 
to be led away. ‘And FU call you - soon.’ 

She nodded and watched as he was escorted down t 
corridor. For once Rosa was right, Michael Scorsini wa: 
great-looking guy. But she was not in the market for gre 
looking guys. She was not in the market for anybody. 

AH the same, she found herself lingering in the Gre 
Room waiting to watch his interview. 

He came across as sincere and sympathetic. Once s 
heard his story she felt genuinely sorry for him. What 
nightmare situation not knowing where your child was. 

When he came back to the Green Room she was si 
there. ‘Changed my mind,’ she said casually. ‘I think I w 
have a drink.’ 

He smiled rucfuUy. ‘Feeling sorry for me, huh?’ 

Her eyes met his. ‘Exactly.’ 

‘Is there a Michael Scorsini here?’ somebody yelled fro 
one of die offices. 



Chapter Thirty-Two 

☆ 


They sat in a bar across the street from the TV station. 
Kennedy sipped a vodka martini and Michael had his usual 
non-alcoholic beer in front of him, although right now he 
yearned for something stronger. 

Tm nor the greatest company in the world tonight,’ he 
admitted, rubbing his stubbled chin, thinking to himself that 
he was incredibly attracted to this woman. It wasn’t so 
^surprising - she was coolly beautiful, with a subtle sex 

iL 

'You don’t have to be,’ Kennedy said, wondering why she 
felt so drawn to this man she hardly knew. Was she merely 
sorry for him? Or was there a genuine attraction? 'If I were 
in your position Pd be insane by now.’ 

TPs die not knowing that's such a bitch. I think of Bella 
all the time. IPs like a constant ache. I think about where she 
. is, what she’s doing, or even worse, if she’s dead. Because if 
she is, it would almost be better knowing.’ 

The strain must be unbearable.’ 

Tt is. No leads. Nothing on who killed my cx-wifc and 
her boyfriend. I call the detectives working the case every day 
- they’re understanding, but they’ve got nothing to go on. 
And then I get a call like this, and I imagine I hear her 
voice . . .’ 

Impulsively Kennedy placed her hand over his. 'You can’t 
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be sure it was her on the phone. It could be somebody trying 
to get money out of you.’ 

‘Yeah, fine chance! Where would I come up with ten 
thousand bucks?’ 

*1 don’t know what to say, Michael.’ 

‘Hey,’ he paused. TYs enough that we’re here talking. It 
makes a difference. Quincy, my partner, he’s away right now.’ 
Another pause. ‘Besides, you’re great to talk to.’ 

She moved her hand away and smiled. C I missed my 
vocation. Maybe I should have been a bartender.’ She picked 
up her drink and sipped it slowly. ‘Where’s your family, 
Michael?’ 

‘New York. I got one brother - a real loser. And my 
mother has problems of her own.’ 

‘How about your father?’ 

‘He took off when I was a kid. My stepfather brought me 
up. Eddie Kowlinski - a real jewel of an asshole.’ 

‘Do you sec them often?’ 

He laughed drily. ‘Not if I can help it.’ 

‘Hardly Little House on the Prairie, huh?’ 

‘Hey, you’re pretty good at this.’ 

What?’ 


‘Asking questions. Getting things out of me.’ 

It’s my job.’ 

‘Do you mind if I smoke?’ 

‘As long as you don’t blow it in my face.’ 

He lit a cigarette and squinted. 1 noticed your ring You 
married, Kennedy?’ 

My husband died,’ she said quiedv. 

Tm sorry.’ 


'He was a great guy.’ 

‘If he was married to you I bet he was,’ he said, reoardi 
her seriously for a moment. ‘So here we are, sitting IT b 
and thc funny thing is I don’t even drink.’ g b 

Never? 


rv= tan dry f 
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‘Me, I’m a social drinker,' she said, ‘If there's a glass of 
wine I'll drink it ~ if it's not around I don't miss it.' 

'You're lucky. One drink puts me over the edge.' 

Tm glad you're not over the etlgc, Michael.' 

‘And I'm glad we’re sitting here having a drink together.' 

She smiled. 'Wouldn't Rosa be surprised?' 

I le smiled back. 'It's hardly a date, but I guess she'd Ik 
pleased, huh?' 

‘Ecstatic! Let's not tell her.' 

‘You got it.' 

lie took a pull on his cigarette. ‘So. how did you get 
involved in this murder investigation?' 

‘I was deciding what to write for the iiiagaritte 1 work for. 
My lather was sick, and a woman was murdered near the 
hospital. One of die things mv father said to me More he 
died was, “Whv don't vou \\Tite alxmt ordinary [xxtplc 
instead of the rich and famous?" And you know something, 
he was right. So 1 started to investigate the first murder, and 
discovered there were others that might be connected. The 
police weren't interested, set Rosa talked me into appearing 
v ; on TV to see if we could light a lire.* 

.c,\i ‘She's gwnl at that * 

'You mentioned von worked on a couple of serial kilter 
eases m New York What do von make of this otic?' 

What w .is he supposed to say? That he knew' who was 
committing the murders. That right now he couldn't do 
anything about it leer, she'd really respect him lor that. 

To tell you the tiuth, 1 haven't been following it,’ he said, 
avoiding her eves 

'.Maybe you should. I'd appreciate sour input.* 

He waved tor the cheque. 'Y'hnow, it's late. 1 gotta go. 
I'm working on a ease. There's this rich girl who's heittE 
sralkcsl 

‘Really? Sounds like another storv for me.' 

'I'll let you know ' 

‘Ho that, Michael.' 

‘How about we trv this attain?' 



<1 could buy you dinner tomorrow night.’ 

Tm busy' tomorrow.’ 

Then can I call you?’ 

She looked at him very directly. 1 think Fd like that.’ 

☆ ☆ ☆ 

Bobby awoke Tuesday morning regretting that he’d agre< 
to have lunch with Barbara Barr. 

When he’d arrived home from location the night befoi 
she’d been waiting in his bed, incense burning, a mound 
caviar piled in a glass dish, and a matching mound of cocaii 
on the bedside table. 

He’d been furious. c How did you get into my house?’ he 
demanded angrily. 

‘I broke in,’ she’d giggled, jumping out of bed stark-nak 
and throwing her arms around him. T knew you’d be hung 
so I brought you caviar. It’s a gift from me to you. So’s t! 
coke.’ 

T don’t do drags, Barbara,’ he’d said, trying to extr; 
himself from her dinging embrace. 

Tou don’t? Why not?’ 

"Cause it screws up your head. So put on your doth 
take your coke and get out of my house.’ 

‘Sony,’ she’d said, with a sarcastic twist to her mouth, 
didn’t realize I was dealing with Mister Clean.’ 

£ I don’t appredate your breaking in, Barbara.’ 

Her eyes had glittered dangerously. T could suck you c 
Bobby. Or I could fuck you good. How about it?’ 

The way she’d said it scared him. There was somethi 
way off about Ms Barbara Barr. 

We’ll have lunch tomorrow and talk,’ he’d said, trying 
stay calm. Wight now Fm going to sleep.’ 

Somehow he’d managed to get her out of his house a 
into her car. 

Now he was on his way ro lunch, and because she v 
about ro star in his mode he was caught in a trap. He’d h 
Beth check her out and she’d come up with a pile of lu 


headlines from the tabloids. Bobby felt foolish, he should 
have known that Barbara Barr was trouble about to happen. 

Over lunch she regaled him with stories of her exploits. 
Tve got this reputation for being out of my head,’ she said, 
with an uncontrollable giggle. ‘Queen of the rags! I don’t 
know why. If somebody insults me like this tramp did the 
other night outside a dub, I smash ’em in the free. Wouldn’t 
you?’ 

‘No, Barbara, that’s how you get sued.’ 

‘Nobody’s going to sue me, I can assure you of that,’ she 
said boldly. ‘I have two brothers who’ll break their fucking 
balls one at a dmc.’ 

Oh, shit! 

‘Can we have dinner tonight?’ she asked, playing with a 
silver crucifix hanging around her neck on a long black cord. 

‘No.’ 

She crinkled her forehead. ‘What do you mean, no?’ 

‘It’s not a good idea.’ 

‘Why not?’ she demanded, pouting. 

‘Barbara, back off.’ 

‘Back off?’ she said, her voice rising. ‘Back off? What’s 
with you, Bobby? I’m not the kind of girl you can fuck and 
; then run. You’d better remember that.’ 

'I didn’t say you were.’ 

‘Good.’ Her eyes glittered dangerously. ‘As long as we 
understand each other.’ 

After lunch he couldn’t wait to get away. He knew that 
casting her as Sienna was a grave mistake, and there was only 
one answer. 

He had to figure out a way to get them out of the 
commitment and Barbara off the movie before it was too 
late. 


☆ ☆ * 

Luca Carlotti flew to California with two of his henchmen — 
Reno Luchcssi and Bosco (the Pig) Nanni. Both good guys. 
Both men he could trust. 


Trust and loyalty meant everything to Luca. As far as he 
was concerned, without trust and loyalty you were deader 
titan a dog in a ditch. 

Reno Luchcssi was Luca’s princc-in-waidng. At thirty- 
nine, Reno was tall and manly looking, widt light brown hair 
that fell casually on to his forehead, long sweeping eyelashes 
and an innocent expression. His expression belied his true 
personality. 

Reno was a killer - there was nothing he liked better than 
beating a man to death. 

Bosco (die Pig) Nanni was a short, rotund man with pop 
eves, hairy hands and no chin. He was nicknamed the Pig 
because of his excesses with women. Bosco could never get 
enough pussy, and because of his less than perfect appearance 
he tried harder in bed. It worked every' time. Most of die 
women he slept widt claimed he was the best lover they’d 
ever had. 

They made an odd trio, but as far as Luca was concerned 
die three of diem were totally compatible. 

The flight to Los Angeles was uneventful, although Bosco 
managed to screw one of die stewardesses in die cramped 
toilet. ‘Whaddaya want from me?’ he shrugged, returning to 
his scat with a sly smile. ‘She’s a neighbourhood girl. I owed 
her a favour.’ 

They arrived shordy before noon on Tuesday. A limousine 
and hand-picked driver met them at the airport and drove 
diem dirccdy to die St James’s Hotel, where Luca had 
arranged three separate suites. 

As soon as Luca was setded he requested a manicure, a 
pedicure and a massage. It wasn’t until he’d had all direc diat 
he called Mac, reaching him at home. ‘I suggest we meet,’ he 
said. ‘It’s been too long. Drop by the hotel.’ 

‘If you diink it’s necessary,’ Mac replied stiffly. 

Luca was not happy with his response. *Wc agreed you 
was gonna live your life,’ he said. ‘But sometimes - I gotta 
tell you - your attitude surprises me.’ 

‘I’m not a kid, Luca,’ Mac said body, feeling like one. 
‘Don’t speak to me like Fm a goddamn kid.’ 
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'Be here at four o'clock.’ 

Bosco was already on the line in tire living room of Luca’s 
suite, busy finding out where the action was. 'LA’s got the 
best-looking hookers in the world,’ he informed Luca. ‘Better 
than Vegas.’ 

‘Vegas hookers are shit,’ Luca commented, inspecting his 
manicure. They got no class.’ 

‘Not in my opinion,’ Bosco answered, ready for a lengthy 
discussion. ‘I almost married a Vegas dancer once. She gave 
the greatest head I ever had.’ 

Tou wouldn’t know a good hooker if she sat on your 
face,’ Reno snickered, picking up a handful of nuts and 
tossing them in his mouth one by one. 

Bosco threw him a disgusted look. 

‘Me - I’ve never had to pay for it,’ Reno boasted, brushing 
out a crease in his pants. He aspired to be as sartorial as Luca, 
but didn’t quite cut it. 

Then you don’t know what you’re missin’,’ Bosco said, 
with a wink in Luca’s direction. ‘You get a classy lookin’ 
broad, pay her to do whatever you want, an’ the best thing is 
she don’t give you no grief. You don’t even havta buy her 
nothin’, not even dinner, not even a friggin’ drink! She just 
fucks the shit outta you an’ goes home.’ 

Reno shook his head. ‘I’ve never paid for it,’ he repeated. 
‘Never have. Never will. Never needed to.’ 

Luca started to laugh. Reno and Bosco were about as 
opposite as two people could get. Watching them together 
was like having his own entertainment channel. 

‘I found out there’s a new place rurtnin’ the best call girls 
in town,’ Bosco announced. ‘Primo pussy. You svant I should 
order one for you, Luca?’ 

Luca considered die question. If he w*as going to deal with 
Zone he would certainly feel homy. Violence always made 
him homy. ‘Yeah,’ he said. ‘Why not? Get me a short one, 
big tits, red hair and a nurse’s uniform.’ 

‘A nurse’s uniform?’ Reno said. ‘What’rc you - sick?’ 

‘Didn’t I tell you about the time I was in the hospital 
when I was sixteen?’ Luca said. ‘Some crazy bastard busted 



mv ice with a baseball bat. There was this nurse took cs-wu. 
ne-a tttl looker - gave head like she was suefan ^ 
chrome off a 1969 Cadillac! Yeah, get me a foehn nurs.. 
The}’ all laughed. 


-ft -ft £ 


Sirring our by the pool reading Variety, fordanna stopped ar 
Army Ardienfs column because she spotted Jordan s name. 
She read die few lines quickly and her heart jumped. 

Friends cf Jordan Let-rtfs mil be pleased to knotv the 
abjjyr.ir.dl pains he suffered recently were nothing 
serious, and after an orcr-niglrter in Cedar’s he’s now 
home. 


She read it twice, furious that no one had called her. Then 
she realized how could the}’? Neither Jordan nor Kim knew 
where she was. 

Tnc time had come to make her peace. What if anything 
had happened to him? 

Since she’d moved out of Charlie’s and started working 
she felt pretty good about herself. Good enough to forget 
about her differences with Kim and make peace. Yes, she 
decided, it was definitely rime to resolve matters with Jordan 
- time to let go. Whatever Jordan had done in the past, it 
was Ids life and now she’d finally realized it. So Kim used to 
be a call girl. Big deal. At least she was making Jordan happy. 
Maybe that’s all that counted. 

She drove over to her father’s house, zooming her Porsche 
up the driveway. She knew he was home because his Bentley 
was parked outside. 

I um P m g °ut of her car she ran up to the front door. ‘Hi,’ 
s.w said to the Filipino houseman who let her in. Ts mv 
rather around?’ ; 


Tic’s in his study, Miss Levitt,’ the man said. 

Tn^ kS ’^ ShC <c aid, - Cntering the house heading for 
Jf r !n,dy - Su T n * ! ’ shc ‘=““’*‘1, flinging open the 
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He glanced up from behind his desk. ‘Where the hell hav 
you been?’ he said gruffly. 

She wrinkled her nose. That’s a nice greeting. And 
thought you were supposed to be sick.’ 

‘I’m serious, Jordanna,’ he said sternly. Where have yoi 
been? Don’t you think I worry' about you? You take you 
things, run out of here 1 caring no forwarding address. I don’ 
appreciate that kind of thoughtless behaviour.’ 

Tm not a little girl, Daddy.’ 

You behave like one.’ 

Oh, God, were they destined to fight straight off? 

“Look,’ she said sensibly. ‘I came here today because 
wanted to tell you that I have a job. Pm looking for ar 
apartment, and I don’t need your money any more - Pn 
making it on my own. I hoped you’d be proud of me.’ 

He continued to frown. 

'Arc you proud of me?’ she persisted. 

Tvc heard all kinds of rumours,’ he grumbled. “I ever 
card you were living with Charlie Dollar, but I knew thai 
ouldn’t be true, he’s the same age as me for chrissakes.’ 

‘Of course Pm not living with him,’ she said, adding : 
ilent ‘Any more.’ 

He stood up. ‘At least Pm relieved.’ 

‘So am I!’ she said. ‘I read vou were in the hospital.’ 

‘Gas.’ 

‘Charming!’ 

‘One fart and they let me out.’ 

‘You’re disgusting!’ 

‘Merely truthful, my dear.’ 

She giggled. ‘Anyway,’ she said warmly. ‘I came to con- 
jratulatc you - 1 heard about the baby.’ 

Who told you?’ 

‘Kim did when I collected my things. Pm really h3ppy for 
both of you.’ 

He was waiting for the catch. 

There wasn’t one. 

‘Do you need a cheque?’ he asked suspiciously. 

‘No, I told you, I have a job. And Pm not writing a book. 


Fm working on Mac Brooks’s new movie as assistant to 
Bobby Rush. Fm learning about the business - just like you 
always told me I should. Hey, maybe one day Fll even be a 
producer like you.’ 

‘Jordanna, are you sure you’re feeling all right?’ 

‘You know what, Daddy? Fve never felt so good. I think 
it’s because Fve finally found out being independent works 
for me.’ 

He held open his arms. ‘Come here, skinny bird.’ 

‘Don’t call me that,’ she said, not really cross at all. 

‘Come over here.’ 

She walked up to him and he wrapped her in a big hug. 
Tve missed you,’ he said, holding her dose. 

Tvc missed you, too,’ she replied, feeling a rush of 
emotion. ‘I was so worried when I read you were in the 
hospital.’ 

At diat moment a breathless Kim entered the room, 
‘What’s going on?’ she asked in a strained voice. 

‘We’re having a father/daughter reunion,’ Jordan said, 
beaming. 

‘Hi, Kim,’ Jordanna said in full friendly mode. ‘How .are 
you feeling?’ 

‘Fine,’ Kim said uneasily, waiting for her to ruin 
everything. 

Tm glad to hear that.’ 

So here we are,’ Jordan said, unaware of the tension. ‘All 
my girls together. This is wonderful. We should go out and 
have a celebration lunch.’ 

Kim chewed on her bottom lip. ‘Cow we call it a cel- 
ebration?^ she said, staring meaningfully at Jordanna. 

Tcs, Kim,’ Jordanna said quietly. We certainly can.’ 


rr/r ,o mskc “ back,> Michaci ^ q* 

^ ^ 'W *= bab r ins 
the toddler trailed behind clinging tightly on to 
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skirt. <1 told him he was a iousy skier. But did he listen? O? 
no, Mister Big Sports Star Robbins just says, what yot 
worryin’ ’bout, baby? An’ then promptly skis into a tree!’ 

Quincy managed to look sheepish. T didn’t see that tree, 
honey. It came outta nowhere.’ 

‘Don’t you honey me!’ she scolded. Tm putting the kids 
down for a nap, and I am not cooking dinner tonight, so 
don’t you be expecting any.’ 

Tm a wounded man,’ Quincy said plaintively. “I need 
sympathy an’ lovin’ care.’ 

‘Get it from Michael, ’cause this store is closed.* She 
vanished upstairs with the children. 

‘Ain’t marriage grand,’ Quincy sighed, walking into the 
living room and flopping down on the couch. 

‘Seems like she’s pissed,’ Michael said. 

T>unno why - Pm the one with the broken arm.’ 

‘OK,’ Michael said. ‘Let’s get serious. There’s been plenty 
>ing on while you’ve been away.’ 

There has? Why didn’t you call?’ 

"Cause I figured it could hold until you got back.’ 

‘Do me a favour, get me a beer from the kitchen.’ 

‘How long you gonna be in the cast?’ 

‘The doc said six weeks.’ 

‘Jeez!’ 

‘I know.’ 

Michael went into die kitchen and grabbed a can of beer 
om die fridge. He couldn’t stop thinking about Kennedy, 
c’d never met a woman like her before, she seemed so 
fferent. Beautiful and smart - a killer combination. He was 
oking forward to seeing her again. 

There’s my beer?’ Quincy yelled. 

‘Coming.’ 

He took Quincy his beer, sat next to him on the couch 
id began filling him in. 


☆ ☆ ☆ 



After lunch Bobby drove over to the screening room at Th 
studio just in time to view the dailies with Mac. He turned 
to Mac when the lights went up expecting praise. Instead, 
Mac glanced at his watch and muttered a fast, Tve got to go. 
AVhat did you think of the scenes we just saw. 5 ’ Bobby 


^They’re good. Cedric Farrell’s giving a fine performance 

as your father. He’s a real pro.’ 

Just what an actor longed to hear - praise for another 
actor. Bobby couldn’t help feeling hurt, he needed praise too. 

*Wc have to talk,’ he said. There’s a major problem about 
to happen.’ 

Mac looked at him sharply. Did Bobby know? How could 
that be? 'Later,’ he said, halfway out the door. 1 have a 
meeting.’ 

This is important, Mac.’ 

‘So’s my meeting.’ 

Then you’d better come by the production office later.’ 

Til try,’ Mac said, running out of there like he had a 
rocket up his ass. 

Bobby hurried across the lot to the office, where die first 
person he ran into was Stan, now working in the Accounts 
Department. 

‘Bobby!’ Stan exclaimed happily. Since scoring a job he’d 
cheered up considerably^ 

‘Hey, Stan, how’s it going?’ Bobby said, hoping he wasn’t 
about to be trapped. 

Couldn t be better, Stan replied. ‘Everything’s under 
control.’ 


‘Good,’ Bobby said. ‘Let’s keep it that way.’ 

Stan was still around, but Len had gotten canned after the 
first week because he’d come to work drunk three days in a 
row. Lcn’s wife, Trixie, had been trying to reach Bobby to 
con^am about the firing, but so far he’d managed to avoid 

to Ms office ’ he ** 
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Beth greeted him with downcast eyes. *1 have really bad 
news, Bobby.’ 

mat?’ 

‘Cedric Farrell’s wife just called. He had a heart attack.’ 

‘Oh, Jesus! Is he at Cedar’s?’ 

‘No,’ Beth said quiedy. ‘He died an hour ago.’ 

‘God, that’s terrible.’ 

‘I know.’ 

‘How old was he?’ 

‘Seventy-two.’ 

‘Can we do anything?’ 

‘His wife said she’ll let us know the arrangements.’ 

It was shocking news. One moment Cedric was walking 
around perfeedy healthy, and the next gone. He couldn’t 
believe it. 

When the news sank in he began to realize they were in a 
crisis situation. Cedric had been in almost every frame for the 
last two days, now they’d have to recast and reshoot. This 
would put them behind schedule and over budget. 

Tty and get hold of Mac,’ he said, thinking fast. We’ll 
need him. And call Nanette Lipsky pronto. Get everyone up 
here as soon as possible.’ 

Beth couldn’t reach Mac since he’d failed to leave a 
number, but she did manage to locate everyone else. 

They gadicrcd for an emergency meeting, Nanette and 
Florrie, Gary, Tyrone and several of the production staff. 
Titty sat around the office trying to come up with a solution. 

‘I got it, Bobby,’ Nanette Lipsky said at last, flicking thick 
cigarcue ash on the floor. ‘It’s a helluva idea, but knowing 
you, you’ll probably spit in my face.’ 

‘Let’s hear it,’ Bobby said. ‘I’ll try not to spit too hard.’ 

Nanette took another long pull on her cigarette, inhaled 
deeply and said. Tour old man.’ 

‘My old man?’ he repeated blankly. 

‘Jerry Rush. He’s your father in real life - what could be 
better?’ 

‘Jesus!’ Bobby said, slapping his forehead. ‘Don’t even 
suggest it.’ 



Nanette’s expression was inscrutable. Tou want to spit 
w or later?’ 

But the seed was planted. And Bobby knew in his heart 
it Jerry would be perfect for the role. 

Somehow or other Jerry’s name slipped out of the room 
d reached the studio honchos. One of them called to offer 
: congratulations. ‘Bobby, this is the best piece of stunt 
;ting I’ve heard in a long time. Will Jerry do it?’ 

We haven’t made a decision,’ Bobby said edgily. Til have 
talk to Mac, he’s unreachable right now.’ And then he 
nc up with a brilliant idea. Tell you what,’ he added. *If I 
■c Jerry Rush to play my father, can we work out a way to 
y off Barbara Barr? I feel strongly that she’s not right for 
: role, we made a bad choice. Plus I got this strong hunch 
c’H cause us nothing but trouble.’ 

Tou saw the story in the tabloids, too, huh?’ 

‘What story'?’ 

‘Apparently she /had a fight with a girl outside a club, and 
»w the girl is suing her for ten million bucks.’ 

Tm telling you, if we can pay her off and come out of this 
:an, we’ll be better off.’ 

‘So we’ll cut a deal, Bobby. You get us Jerry and we’ll let 
•u go with who you want for Sienna.’ 

‘Sounds good to me.’ 
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Taking a basket be filled it with a few items as be 

Cheryl around the store. 

She wheeled a cart, throwing in boxes of Kleenex, p 
candy, a whole bunch of magazines, cartons of cigarettes, c 

and' several cans of bug spray. 

Then she went over to the liquor section, where she ji, 
cart with three giant bottles of margarita mux and two h 
tequila. 

He stood in the check-out line behind her and observes 
paid with a gold ci-edit card. Then he followed her out 
parking lot where he watched her load her car. 

Go home, bitch! he thought to himself. Go home so I ct 
out where you lire. 

When she set off he was right behind her as she dr 
Benedict Canyon, turning on Beverly Grove Park Road. 

She drove up into the hills and turned into a private dri 
He parked and waited a few minutes, then he left his a 
scurried up the driveway on foot. He was in time to see Ch 
the front door of a country-style house, unloading her sh 
bags, being helped by a Mexican maid. 

Now he knew where she lived. 

Plans. He had to make plans. Because it was not going t 
easy for Cheryl Landers. She would suffer before the filial clei 
-just as he bad suffered in jail. 

Soon he’d hare to move out of the house. The last chequ 
received from one of Luca’s companies bad been for six tho 
dollars. He’d carcfiilly changed the amount to sixty thousnn, 
deposited it in an account he’d opened with a phoney name, 
the next far days he’d withdrawn the cash. Once his uncle j 
out about the cheque he’d be after him. 

He’d already started making preparations for the fiitu, 
week ago he’d purchased several guns - one of them an 
automatic - and a good supply of bullets. Now he had money 

weapons. It made him feel invincible. Nobody could touch him 
again. 


Drmug bad to the house he was suddenly overcome wit! 
Mranm. Something was ami's. In prison he’d develops, 
antenna for trouble, it never let him down. ^ 
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Before entering the driveway he parked on the street, and once 
more made iris way carefidly up the driveway on foot, staying near 
to the shrubbery. 

Parked outside the entrance to the house was a long black 
limousine. Leaning against it, puffing on a fat cigar, was Bosco 
Nanni -one of his uncle’s associates. 

The Man felt a shiver of fear. Did this mean that Uncle Luca 
was somewhere in the vicinity? 

Had he found out about the cheque? 

It. was more than likely. 

Tire Man edged back down the driveway until he reached the 
safety of his car. Then he drove a block away and parked, keeping 
the entrance to the house in right. 

He was mad at himself. He should have moved days ago. Bad 
timing on his part. 

He’d wait until they left, collect Iris things, and never come 
back. He could outsmart his unde any day. Where to go, that was 
the question. He pondered, thinking hard. Several days ago he’d 
, found a note from Shelley stuck on his door. She’d written that 
dic’d mored, and would love him to come and sec her one day. 

■ *Vf inducted her new address. 

He’d stuffed the piece of paper in his shirt pocket, thinking 
nothing of it. Now he removed the note and read it through 
again. 

Shelley was about to hare a visitor. 


Chapter Thirty-Three 

☆ 


chad filled Quinq in and gor his input. Once Quincy 
ird the Mac Brooks story he wanted immediate action, 
c have to do something about those other two witnesses, 
said. 

Michael agreed with him. 

*You can watch the Levitt girl,’ Quinq* said. Til keep an 
; out for Cheryl Landers.’ 

c How'll you do that?’ Michael asked, shaking loose a 
rarcttc. Tn case you’ve forgotten, your 2im’s in a cast.’ 

C I can handle it,’ Quinq* said. Til drive over to her house 
d sit in the car outside. Tomorrow Fll put a guy on it.’ 
Michael lit up and took a drag. What if anything came 
r.vn:’ 

‘Relax. It’s my left arm - besides, Fm carryin’. And put 
at cigarette out, you know Amber doesn’t allow it.’ 

Michael took another drag and searched for an ashtray, 
"he smart move would be to alert the detectives wor king 
lis case,’ he said. 

‘No way,’ Quinq* said sharply. ‘A private investigator has 
privileged relationship with his clients, the same kind of 
Dnfidentiaiity a psychiatrist has with their patients. We can’ t 
teak it. The business wouldn’t be worth shit if we fi" 

‘So we gotta sir back and let this eo on:’ 


1 hope so.’ 

In the meantime, take my beeper, give the number to 
Marjory and the Levitt girl. Tell her she might need to reach 
you on account of Marjory.’ 

Michael headed back to the Sanderson mansion. Marjory 
was thrilled to see him, as soon as he walked through the 
door she presented him with a gift-wrapped package. 

‘What’s this?’ he asked uncomfortably. 

‘A small present for taking such good care of me.’ 

He frowned. ‘I can’t accept it, Marjory.’ 

‘Why not?’ 

‘Because I’m getting paid to cake care of you.’ 

‘I know. But I can do something nice, can’t I?’ 

He opened up the package. It was a special presentation 
set of the Godfather movies. ‘That’s very thoughtful,’ he said 
warily. ‘But I told you, I can’t accept it.’ 

Tcs, you can,’ she insisted. ‘And tonight I hope you’ll 
have dinner with me.’ 

He thought about Kennedy, she’d said she was busy, but 
he decided he’d call her anyway. ‘What time will Jordanna be 
.back?’ he asked, switching subjects, not even acknowledging 
her dinner invitation. 

‘You’re always asking me about Jordanna,’ she said 
snippily. 

‘Since she’s staying here I’ve gotta know her movements,’ 
he explained. 

‘I have no idea, and quite frankly I don’t care.’ 

‘Arc they working today?’ 

‘I’m not the production office.’ 

She was a big help. ‘You know what. I’ll be back later,’ he 
said, and much to her annoyance, took off. 


☆ ☆ ☆ 

Luca had not visited the house he owned in California for 
many years. He’d originally bought it twenty-five years ago 
as a secret hideaway for a Hollywood actress, who, at the 



time, was his West Coast mistress. She’d lived there until he’ 
flown in unexpectedly one day and discovered her in be 
with a brawny stuntman. First he’d had them both beate 
up, then he’d had them thrown out. 

After that the house stood empty for a while, until a frier 
who was going to LA asked if he could use a room ther 
Luca said yes. Then the friend asked if another acquaintam 
could take up residence. Luca agreed. And somehow, ov 
die years, it had become a crash pad for friends ar 
acquaintances. 

Luca had always intended to do something about the b 
empty house, but he’d never gotten around to it. And wh< 
Zanc came out of prison it seemed to be the perfect place i 
stash him. 

When Luca entered the grounds he frightened the shit 01 
of the old Japanese gardener, who leaped to attention. ‘Zv 
Carlotti,’ the gardener exclaimed, eyes bugging with surpris 
*You remember me?’ 

Luca stared at the weathered old man whom he con 
swear he’d never set eyes on before. ‘Yeah, yeah,’ he sa 
cordially - always be nice to the little people, you never kne 
when you might need them. ‘It’s Juan ... or Chico . 
right?’ 

Tikvo, Mr Carlotti,’ the gardener said, beaming throu£ 
his wrinkles, thrilled that the owner of the big house w 
actually paying a visit. 

Tcali, sure it is. I’m gonna take a look around, Taki, che< 
out you bin doin’ a good job.’ 

The old gardener’s head bobbed up and down. T do tl 
best for you, Mr Carlotti. Always.’ 

‘Glad to hear it. Toko. How many people we got livii 
here now?’ ° 


Only one, Mr Carlotti. There was a young lady star 
but she left a few days ago.’ 

‘Only one, huh?’ His voice hardened. ‘Where is he?’ 
The gardener pointed ar the house. ‘In the back room. 
Luca nodded and entered the house, Reno close bei 


Toil want me to take him out soon as wc see the prick?’ 
Reno asked, impatiently cracking his knuckles. 

‘No, not here,’ Luca replied. ‘Not in my house. We’ll take 
him for a ride.’ 

Will he give us trouble?’ Reno asked, always hopeful. 

“No chance,’ Luca replied confidently. “’Cause I’m the one 
handin’ him money'. Fm the one supporting the fucker.’ 

Eldessa approached, lugging an ancient vacuum cleaner 
behind her. She stopped as soon as she saw them. 

“Where’s the guy. that’s livin’ here?’ Luca demanded. 

She pointed to Zane’s room a few feet away, her face 
impassive. “It’s locked,’ she said. ‘He don’t allow nobody in 
there.’ 

“You got a key?’ 

“No, sir.’ 

This is my house,’ Luca said. ‘You know that, don’t you?’ 

“You bin payin’ me nventy-five years.’ 

He reached into his pocket and slipped her a hundred- 
dollar bill. ‘I was never here today.’ 

“I din’r see nobody,’ she said, caking off, dragging the 
vacuum behind her. 

■ Luca turned to Reno. ‘Break down tire fuckin’ door.’ 

Reno inspected the door. ‘I need tools,’ he said, scratching 
his head. This is a heavy-duty lock.’ 

‘Shit!’ Luca said. 

‘If I have tools I can do it.’ 

Luca stomped down the hallway, found a side door, and 
walked outside. 

He peered into Zane’s room from the garden. There were 
iron bars on the window precluding entry'. 

The cocksucker ain’t home anyway,’ he said, turning 
around and strolling over to the swimming pool. He studied 
his reflection in the cracked tile. This is a nice house,’ he 
remarked. Tt occurred rime I gotta renovate it. Put it on the 
market instead of it sittin’ here empty.’ 

Reno nodded his agreement. 

‘Let’s go,’ Luca decided. We’ll come back tomorrow. The 
prick ain’t goin’ nowhere.’ 
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On their way out he stopped to talk to the garde 
slipping him a hundred bucks as well. *1 hcKl 

didn’t see nothin’,’ he said gruffly. 

The old man nodded as he pocketed the money. 

Luca got into his limousine. It was mce to have 1< 

employees. 


☆ ☆ ☆ 


Mac was reluctant to visit Luca. He hadn’t seen him since 
modter’s funeral three years ago when he’d flown to I 
York. At that time he’d thought he’d never have to see 


again. 

He’d always been angry' that Luca had never mad< 
honest woman of his mother. The two of them had 1 
together for so many years, and when Luca’s wife had pa 
away ten years ago Mac had quite expected them to marr 

But no, they’d continued to maintain separate resider 
Priscilla stayed in her Park Avenue penthouse, while I 
still resided in his Long Island mansion. 

Mac had asked her about Luca once. 

'Why would I marry him and spoil everything?’ she’d i 
as if it was the last thing she wanted. 

His mother had been very’ beautiful, very remote, 
completely loyal to Luca. 


It pissed Mac off. Growing up, he’d never had hr 
attention. 

The lobby of the St James’s Hotel was art deco and i 
stylish. It seemed a strange choice of hotel for Luca, bu> 
he was always full of surprises. Mac hesitated, trying to 
out what he was doing there. 

He had on his dark shades, but the woman behin 
reception desk recognized him anyway. 'Good evenini 
Brooks she said with a touch of deference reserve 

dirm0K ’ ^ Wte wc do for 

m ' C “L with Mr Carlotd," he mumbled 
nappj she d recognized him. 


She called Luca’s room and pointed him towards the 
elevator. ‘Mr Carlotti’s in the penthouse suite. I certainly 
enjoyed your last film, Mr Brooks.’ 

Thank you.’ 

He took the elevator up. 

Luca greeted him at die door looking as dashing as ever. 
‘Mac, good to see ya,’ he said, patting him on the shoulder as 
Mac entered the luxurious suite. ‘How long’s it been? Two 
years? Three?’ 

‘My mother’s funeral,’ Mac replied dourly. 

‘Ah, yeah. Priscilla’s funeral - may she rest among the 
angels. She was some great lady.’ 

I hardly knew her, Mac wanted to say. She never had time 
for me. It was always you. You were the centre of her 
universe. You were everything to her. Even my father was 
pushed into second place. 

‘What’ll you drink?’ Luca asked, gesturing expansively 
awards the bar. 

‘Scotch on the rocks,’ he said, feeling uncomfortable. 

‘Help yourself.’ 

He walked over and poured himself a healdiy dose of 
icotch, adding several ice-cubcs. ‘You know, Luca,’ he said, 

■ ■ ..j, on the couch, it wasn’t necessary for us to meet.’ 

Luca did not take offence. ‘What, you didn’t wanna meet 
vith me?’ he said good-naruredlv. 

“We made a decision when I came to Hollywood that our 
ives would be separate. 1 find this awkward.’ 

Some of Luca’s good humour slipped away. ‘Oh, you find 
c awkward, huh?’ 

He was silent. 

‘You didn’t find it so awkward when you called to tell me 
bout Zanc.’ 

He took a gulp of Scotch. ‘I told you because I felt I owed 
it to you.’ The ice-cubes in his glass jangled noisily. 

‘Don’t give me that bullshit,’ Luca snapped. Tou told me 
’cause you don’t want it gerrin’ out you’re in any way 
responsible for him bein’ on your fuckin’ movie.’ 

7 wasn’t responsible,’ Mac said sharply. ‘Yon were.’ 





<You got a shitty attitude,’ Luca said. ‘An’ I ain’t too fond 

Mac held on to his glass so tightly it almost shattered. He 
got up, walked over to the window and shrugged. Tf you 
don’t like my attitude, I can always leave.’ 

‘No, you can’t fuckin’ leave,’ Luca said, his hooded eyes 
angry. "Cause there’s somethin’ I gotta tell you. Somethin I 
shoulda told you a long time ago - only your mother 
wouldn’t let me.’ 

‘What?’ 

‘You ain’t gonna like it. Or maybe you will.’ 

The room was full of the smell of Luca’s potent aftershave, 
he hadn’t changed it in twenty-five years. Mac found it 
brought back every bad memory of the day his father was 
gunned down. He remembered that fateful day so vividly. 
Luca had given him the bad news. Embracing him tightly 
he’d said, ‘Kid, your old man’s gone, but he’s probably in a 
better place.’ 

And that had been that. 

Ever since then, the smell of Luca’s aftershave had made 
him queasy. 

I am a grown man, he thought to himself. I am a world- 
renowned film director. I have won an Oscar. I don’t need to 
sit in this room and be intimidated by the likes of Luca 
Carlotti. 


‘So,’ Luca said. This is the deal, son.’ 

‘Do me a favour,’ he interrupted sharply. T>on’t call me 
son.’ It was die first time he’d said it out loud and it felt 
good. 

Luca adopted a pained expression. 1 always looked after 
you, didn’t I?’ he said. ‘I always made sure you had the best.’ 

Mac. nodded. He couldn’t deny that Luca had done 
everything he could. Only sometimes everything wasn’t 


. ^ aKvcr askcd for you got,’ Luca continued, throw- 

ing hts arms wide. Was there anythin’ I didn’t do for you>’ 

«£ '25£gJ? kr ' Mac “ ■* 
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‘No, Luca, you were always good to me,’ he said levelly. 
‘It’s not that you weren’t. But we moved on to different lives, 
and as the years have passed I’ve realized I can never forget 
that my father got shot with a bullet meant for you.’ . 

Luca began pacing up and down. ‘I understand,’ he said. 
‘An’ that’s why it’s about time you listened to the truth.’ 

‘What truth?’ 

There ain’t no easy way t*say this,’ Luca said, suddenly 
standing very still and staring at him. ‘So Pll try an’ give it 
t’you straight.’ A long silent beat. Tour old man was never 
your old man.’ Another beat. ‘Pm your real father.’ 

The glass shattered in Mac’s hand, slicing into the soft 
skin benveen his thumb and forefinger. Ice-cubes and Scotch 
spilled on to his pants, along with a stream of blood. 

Luca said nothing. He walked into the bathroom, return- 
ing with a towel. 

Mac wrapped the towel around his wounded hand. He 
was stunned. ‘I ... I ... don’t believe you,’ he finally 
stammered. 

‘I don’t care whether you believe me or not,’ Luca said, 
his smoothly suntanned face impassive. ‘I hadda keep it to 
\ . myself all these years outta respect for your mother. Y’know, 
Priscilla an’ me, we was always in love, ever since we was 
kids.’ 

Then why didn’t you marry her?’ 

"Cause we had a dumb fight - an’ didn’t talk for a coupla 
years. During that time I married a rich broad whose father 
helped finance me, put me into business so to speak. By the 
time Priscilla and 1 got back together, she was married, too. 
We made the best of a bad situation, I hired her husband - 
the man you thought was your father - an’ the three of us 
started hangin’ out. My wife was sickly, she stayed at home 
most of the time.’ He took another long beat before continu- 
ing. "When your mother got pregnant she hadn’t slept with 
her husband in over a year. He wasn’t into sex — not with 
her, anyway.’ 

‘What docs that mean?’ 
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■You want I should spell it out! It means he was a fag. A 
P^Macwas so shocked he could barely speak, my are you 

telling me now?’ he managed at last. 

“Cause Fm a rich man, a powerful man. I got a sister 
dumber than shit. She’s got a kid who’s a murdering cock- 
sucker. An’ the only teal relative I got is you.’ He sighed. C I m 
sixty-four years old, Mac. If anything happens to me, it’s all 
yours.’ 

1 don’t want it,’ Mac said forcefully. 

Luca’s chuckle was totally humourless. 'Whether you want 
it or not, you got it, son. Oh yes, siree, you got every single 
red cent.’ 


☆ ☆ ☆ 


By the time she left: her father and Kim, Jordanna felt really 
good about things. She finally understood him, and by 
understanding him she could accept him. It was all so easy. 

She decided to drop by the production office and see what 
was going on before going home and preparing for her date 
with Tyrone. 

At the office Florrie was running around looking frantic, 
carrying stacks of photographs under her arm. 

'What’s going on?’ Jordanna asked. ‘I thought we were off 
today.’ 

‘Emergency meeting,’ Florrie said, full of her own import- 
ance. 'Didn’t you get a call?’ 


'No, I haven’t been home. What happened?’ 

‘Cedric Farrell died. He had a heart attack.’ 

That’s awful.’ 

Wc have to find a replacement immediately.’ 

‘Is everybody upstairs?’ 

‘No, the meeting just finished. We’re bringing in a coup 

Sb“S" ming ’ b “ Word is « hi 

Would Bobby go for that?’ 
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‘Dunno, but it’ll be great PR for the movie.’ 

Jordanna ran upstairs and burst into Bobby’s office. I 
was sitting behind his desk looking tired and drained. 

She stifled a strong desire to put her arms around him ai 
hold him close. Tm sorry, Bobby,’ she said softly. 1 only ji 
heard.’ 

‘Hey’, it’s one of those things.’ 

‘Cedric was a sweetheart. Everyone liked him.’ 

‘Yeah, we’ll all miss him.’ 

Tou look exhausted. Can I get you anything?’ 

He laughed drily. ‘How about a new life?’ 

Smiling ruefully she said, Tm good at a lot of things, b 
a new life might present a problem.’ 

Drumming his fingers on the desk top, he said, Tou hea 
the news, I suppose. They want me to hire Jerry Rush.’ 

‘Florrie mentioned it. Are you going tor’ 

‘Don’t want to, but I can see where it would work for ti 
movie.’ 

She brushed back her long dark hair. ‘What comes fir 
Bobby? Your feelings or the movie?’ 

, He shook his head. Tou got me there.’ 

> ‘Guess where I was?’ she said. 

‘I’m not in the mood for guessing games.’ 

1 visited my dad. Made a peace pact.’ 

Tou did, huh?’ 

‘I read he was in the hospital - nothing serious, but 
freaked me out, so I went to see him.’ She paused for 
moment. Tknow, Bobby, we’ve never discussed it, but v 
both grew up in Hollywood with famous powerful fathei 
so I guess we shared a few problems. I decided to resol 
mine.’ 

‘And did you?’ 

Today was die first rime I’ve seen Jordan without wantir 
anything from him. God, it felt good!’ 

Why arc you telling me?’ 

‘Because you should do the same.’ 

1 haven’t wanted anything from my old man in a lor 
time.’ 


‘Are you sure? Think about it. Love. Acceptance. Respect, 

It doesn’t ail revolve around money.’ 

‘You’ve been spending too much time at your therapist’s.’ 

T don’t go to a shrink any more,’ she said earnestly, T 
worked this out by myself. For years I was sitting in my 
father’s guest house, not paying rent, collecting an allowance 
I thought I was entitled to. The result was I resented him. I 
thought everything he did reflected on me personally. Every 
time he got married I took it as a direct hit. But today I woke 
up and let go. He’s him, Fm me. It’s pretty' damn simple. 
Now why are you so hung up about your dad?’ 

He looked at her quizzically. ‘You got several weeks to 
discuss it?’ 

‘Bobby,’ she said fervently. T wish I could explain it. Youi 
father is probably a pain in the ass, but he’s nothing to do 
with you. You’re a grown-up, you don’t have to answer to 
him any more, you’ve proved yourself. And if it works for 
the movie - why not hire him?’ 

She was making sense, but he wasn’t prepared to admit 
it. ‘Ever thought about appearing on TV doing one ol 
those inspirational programmes? You’d be a smash,’ he said 
lightly. 

She grinned. “Thanks. I always wanted to be a life 
enhancer.’ 


‘OK, so you’ve cominced me. Fll go see Jerry.’ 
Want me to come with you?’ 

“You think I need the support?’ 

‘Maybe.’ 


‘It’s a deal. If I find myself weakening Fll look to you fc 
inspiration.’ 1 

‘Whenever you’re ready.’ 

He stood up ‘First Tve got to reach Mac. I can’t mak 
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P™”’ Bobb >’’ when the last time he worked?’ 

Jerry was a huge star.’ 

, J VCty Sta f ^ its descent. Ton’rc the huge star in rl 
family now. Believe me, he’ll be thrilled.’ g “ 


He walked around the desk and stood near her. You 
got a lot to say, haven’t you?’ 

‘Right now, yes, ’cause I’d really like to get through 
you.’ 

You would, huh?’ 

They locked stares until Bobby broke it by walking br 
behind his desk. TJh . . . Beth’s been trying to reach Mac i 
the last couple of hours. It might be a good idea for you 
take over.’ 

She nodded. ‘Sure, I’ll get right on it.’ 

‘So I’ll see you later.’ 

‘Yes, Bobby.’ 

She ran downstairs and tried Mac’s home number. *H( 
many times must I tell you people,’ Sharlecn said irritab 
‘Mac is not home. When he gets here I’ll have him call bad 

“It’s urgent.’ 

‘I gathered.’ 

Jordanna hung up just as Tyrone put his head around t 
door. He tapped his watch. Tm supposed to be picking y 
up in half an hour. What arc you doing here?’ 

Oh, God, she’d forgotten all about their dinner date. ‘I 
sorry, Tyrone,’ she said sheepishly. ‘I can’t make it tonight. 

'You can’t make it tonight,’ he repeated blankly. 

‘Nope,’ she said, hoping he wasn’t too mad. 

That’s too bad.’ 

‘Sorry.’ 

Tm ray disappointed. I had everything planned.’ 

‘What did you have planned?’ 

That’s for me to know and you to find out next time.’ 

Til look forward to it.’ 

He shook his head. ‘You’re a difficult one. 5 

She smiled winninglv. ‘Makes life interesting, doesn’t it: 


Chapter Thirty-Four 

☆ 


Mac drove home in a fog, almost rear-ending a Volvo at a 
stop light. There were so many questions he needed to ask, 
and nobody to supply him with the answers. 

Why had his mother lied to him all these years? 

When his father was shot, why hadn’t she and Luca told 
him the truth and brought him up as their own son? 

He reached his house feeling angry and confused. 

It was not peaceful. His two sons and several of their 
friends were gathered in the games room playing a noisy 
game of pool. Guns ’N 5 Roses blared through the stereo 
speakers deafening everyone within earshot. Sharleen’s 
daughter, Suzy, was sitting in the kitchen with a bunch of 
girlfriends watching a tape of Melrose Place. They were 
painting their nails while stuffing their faces with peanut 
butter and jelly sandwiches, cookies, and Haagen Dazs ice- 
cream bars. The kitchen was a mess. 

‘Where’s your mother?’ he asked abruptly. 

Suzy waved at him. ‘Oh, hi, Mac.’ 

‘Oh, hi, Mac,’ chorused her girlfriends. 

They all looked like escapees from a teenage porno movie 
in their ass-clinging tight little shorts with cut-off tank tops 
exposing far too much bare flesh. 

Hello, girls,’ he said, feeling ancient. ‘Where did you say 
your mother was, Suzy?’ 

In the gym with her trainer,’ Suzy said, licking ice cream 
widi a suggestive tongue. Tou’d better knock before you go 
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in. Have you seen Mom’s trainer? He’s a hunk. Awesome 
body! Bijj pecs!’ 

The girls all thought this was hilarious. They collapsed in 
fits of giggles. 

Mac walked to the back of die house where they’d 
converted a spare bedroom into a fully equipped gym. The 
door was closed. He considered Susy’s warning, but entered 
without knocking because he trusted Sharleen implicitly. 

She was lying on the floor in a revealing white leotard, 
one leg in the air. Her leg was held aloft by Chip or Chuck 
or whatever her trainer’s name was. As far as Mac was 
concerned he was nothing more than a twenty-five-year-old 
musde-bound jerk. Certainly no threat. 

‘Hi, honey,’ she greeted, blowing him a little kiss. ‘Care to 
join us?’ 

‘No, thank you, Sharleen. I play squash and I jog. It’s 
enough already.’ 

‘OK, sweetie.’ 

‘When will you be finished?’ 

‘I don’t know.’ She gazed up at Chip appealingly. ‘How 
ich more torture arc you planning for me today?’ 

Chip grinned, displaying a dazzling row of extremely 
litc teeth and a perfectly dimpled chin. ‘Now, now, Mrs 
Doks,’ he said with an annoying wink, ‘No shirking.’ 

“How long?’ Mac asked brusquely, haring the bronzed and 
isclcd trainer who probably had a nvo-inch dick. 

‘About fifteen minutes, Mr Brooks, sir,’ Chip said, helping 
arlccn stretch her leg high in the air. 

What kind of an asshole called him sir? ‘See if you can 
rry it up,’ he snapped. ‘I need to talk to my wife.’ 
‘Everything OK, honey?’ Sharleen enquired solicitously. 
‘Why wouldn’t it be?’ 

Wou look kind of pale. What did the studio want?’ 

"What do you mean?’ 

‘They’ve called a dozen rimes.’ 

This woman could drive a man crazy. ‘Sharleen,’ he said 
icntly. How do I know they’ve called a dozen rimes if you 
n’t tell me?’ 
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Chip stretched her leg even higher. Tm telling you now, 
sweetheart,’ she said, sharing her attention between him and 
Chip. 

Thank you,’ he said tightly. Til find out what they want 
right now.’ 

He went into his study and slammed the door, trying to 
drown out the relcndess din of Guns ’N’ Roses. Then he 
fixed himself a large Scotch on the rocks and sat down at his 
desk. His hand - still wrapped in a napkin - was beginning 
to throb. Nobody seemed to have noticed that he’d been 
hurt. Nobody gave a shit about anything any more, including 
his own family. What did they care as long as he was around 
to pay the bills? 

He was not inclined to call the production office back, but 
the phone rang and he snatched it up anyway. 

‘Mac?’ 


Tcs.’ 

‘It’s Bobby. Where have you been?’ 

‘You want I should fill in a report card?’ 

‘I’m not trying to make this difficult,’ Bobby said, ignoring 
his sarcasm. ‘But I’ve been trying to reach you for three 
hours. We’ve got big problems.’ There was always a fucking 
problem. His life was turning into one major problem after 
another. TVhat is it now?’ he asked shortly. 

‘Cedric Farrell died.’ 

‘Oh, Jesus!’ 

‘Heart attack.’ 


‘I’m sorry to hear that. He was a nice man.’ 

‘Look, Mac, our immediate problem is recasting Cedric’s 
role. While you’ve been out we’ve been trying to figure out 
what to do. There’s an idea floating around I wanted to run 
by you. Can you drive in? Or shall I come to you?’ 

‘I’ve got a bitch of a headache, Bobby. Tell me your idea 

and I’ll let you know what I think.’ 


Tris not exactly my idea. The studio came up with it 
everybody else seems to like it. I figured it could be a e< 
way for u, to dump Barbara. Ifwc can get away with pay 
her off it might be the smartest way to go.’ 7 
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‘So you’re telling me you want to lose our leading 1 
and that you don’t have a replacement for Cedric, is i 
it?’ 

‘No, that’s not it, Mac. We might have a replacement.’ 
took a beat They’re after me to hire Jerry.’ 

7erry?’ 

7erry Rush. They’ve already got the publicity campa 
mapped out.’ 

“How do you feel about that?’ 

Tm not sure. I figured if you went for it, we’d give 
shot.’ 

Tf it doesn’t bother you, I’ll agree.’ 

‘In that case maybe I’ll drop by die house and talk to h 
If we go through his agent it’ll take six months to mak 
deal.’ 

‘Good idea.’ 

"’ll check with you later.’ 

)o that,’ Mac said, purring down the phone. He t< 
hearty gulps of Scotch and slumped over with his h 
he desk, which is exaedy how Sharlecn found him wl 
entered his study a few minutes later. ‘What’s die mat 
:thcart?’ she asked, rushing over. ‘Something’s won, 
t is it?’ 

Ic looked up at her with bloodshot eyes. ‘You ever I 
ething happen to you where your whole world f 
t?’ 

he was alarmed, her eyes widened. ‘What?’ 
iharicen . . .’ He shook his head. There’s so much to 

J 

low she was genuinely concerned. ‘Baby, you know ) 
fell me anything.’ 

lefore he could answer, his son, Kyle, burst into the sn 
i lanky six feet three inches of him. T>ad, can we n 
we really gotta have a car conversation. Like, I’m rc> 
tmed by that major piece of crap you’re forcing me 

Sharlecn glared at him. ‘Can’t you sec we’re in the mid 

nf ' i r'Antvrc'ifiAn) imn 


‘All I wanna do is speak to my dad, 5 Kyle mumbled sulJ 
‘Big deal. 5 

We 5 !! talk about your car tomorrow, 5 Mac said, sitting 
straight. 

*1 gotta leave the house early tomorrow, 5 Kyle whined 
‘Sorry I can’t fit into your busy schedule, 5 Mac 
sarcastically. 

‘Don’t get pissed, Dad. When I was in Hawaii, Mom 
me my car’s not safe to drive. She said I should get a new 
like right now. 5 

1 don’t give a horse’s ass what your mother said! 5 
said, pulling himself together. ‘Now vanish. And next : 
you want to talk to me, knock before you barge in. 5 

Kyle backed out. ‘ You’re in a pissy mood, 5 he mum 
slamming the door behind him. 

Tvc got to get out of here tonight, Sharleen, 5 Mac 
urgendy, shaking his head. ‘Let’s book into a hotel. 5 
Her face lit up. There was nothing she’d like better. 

☆ ☆ ☆ 

Grant took the call from Bosco Nanni and jotted dowi 
requests. A buxom blonde and a short redhead with big 
This is a late order,’ Grant said, enjoying his new ro 
super pimp. Tm afraid it’ll cost you. 5 

What arc we talkin’ here?’ Bosco demanded. ‘A gr 
Two?’ 

We only have the best available. Five thousand apiece 
Bosco let out a long low whisde. ‘Five fuckin’ thou 5 !’ 
‘Believe me,’ Grant assured him. They’re worth it.’ 
‘Shccitr 

But Grant noticed he didn’t cancel the order. They r 
arrangements and Grant replaced the receiver, then he qu 
checked through Cheryl’s files to see who wasn’t busy. 

Sissy' would do for the blonde, he’d taught her well - 
an amateur she certainly knew her stuff. Of course, she w 

exaedy buxom, but they’d never had any complaints a 
her. 
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D.'iddf- hr.r.g pkTXgrzphzd fir Newsweek. 

And every so often they'd reemred fade Grant to be in the 
r. mires wkh Daddy, showing what a vrccderfeL carmg 


SbjBv man Gran* Lennon, Senior, was. This was to counter- 
act the gossip magazines who were constantly exposing him 
as the biggest cocksman in town. 

Being a celebrity m Hollywood meant creating an illusion, 
and the public liked that illusion to remain intact. Grant 
Lennon, Senior, gave great illusion. 


Bullshit. It was all bullshit. That’s whv Grant had hung 


out with Cheryl, Jordanna and Shep. Because they’d dl 
shared the same bullshit. They’d all grown up experiencing 
identical lifestyles. And it wasn’t the most secure lifestyle in 
the world, although Grant had done a pretty good job of 
pretending it was. 

It wasn’t easy having Grant Lennon, Senior, as a father. It 
wasn’t easy carrying the same name. Booze and recreational 
drugs had soothed the wav most of his life, but sometimes it 
was impossible to avoid reality. And the reality' was that he 
was a mere shadow of his famous father, and had achieved 
exactly nothing on his own. 

When Cheryl arrived home, he took one look at her, and 



but in the right outfit they could fake that. He knew it wc 
work. All he had to do was convince her. 

‘Cheryl,’ he said, crouching down beside her. 

‘Yes, Grant?’ 

‘Uh ... no, it doesn’t matter.’ 

‘What doesn’t matter?’ 

“You wouldn’t do it . . 

Wouldn’t do rvhatV she asked, exasperated. 

It was just that I had this insane idea, but it’s too way 
there, Pm not even going to say it.’ 

‘Grant,’ she said patiently. ‘How long have we known e 
other?’ 

Tor ever.’ 

“Exactly. So since when can’t you tell me your ins 
ideas?’ 

He snorted a line and poured more vodka into her gj 
“Have I ever mentioned you’re very' sexy'?’ 

“No, you’ve never mentioned that,’ she said slowly. 

“I should’ve.’ 

■ Was this the moment she’d waited for all these years? \ 
Grant actually coming on to her? 

‘You’re not so bad yourself,’ she managed. 

He moved closer to her, sliding his arm around 
shoulder. *1 got a proposition,’ he said. ‘And if you’re half 
girl I know you are, you’re really going to go for it.’ 

☆ ☆ ☆ 

Why are wc doing this?’ Bobby asked, as he drove do 
Sunset. 

“’Cause you want him for your movie,’ Jordanna rcpl 
logically'. 

“Yeah, but why are we doing this together?’ he ask 
genuinely puzzled. ‘How come Fve got you tagging along 

‘You need moral support,’ she said crisply. ‘And that’s i 
Don’t forget Pm your personal assistant Pm supposed to 
here.’ 

He narrowed his blue eyes. “You arc, huh?’ 


T am.’ 

He decided she was a good kid, and in spite of his early 
misgivings he was really beginning to like her. There’s 
something Fd better warn you about,’ he said, thinking of 
Jerry and his lecherous attitude. 

"What’s that?’ 

"Uh . . . Jerry may be an old guy, but he’s a homy old guy. 
He’s likely to hit on you.’ 

This amused her. ‘Oh? He’s likely to hit on me, is he?’ 

‘Can you handle it?’ 

‘Bobby, if there’s one thing Fve been handling all my life 
it’s old guys hitting on me.’ 

Tour father’s friends, huh?’ 

‘Since I was twelve.’ 

‘And let’s not forget Charlie Dollar.’ 

‘I can forget him - how about you?’ 

That’s another conversation.’ 

It is?’ She wondered why he was always bringing up 
Charlie. Could it be that he was the tiniest bit jealous? 
‘Anyway,’ she added, T hope Jerry docs come on to me.’ 

<Whfs that?’ 

"’Cause Fll enjoy playing his game.’ 

"Don’t piss him off. As you just reminded me we’re here 
to get him to do my movie.’ 

‘Bobby, listen to me, he’ll scale the Empire State Building 
to get in your movie. Realize your own strength.’ She paused 
for a moment before adding, Tou’re a very' special person.’ 

He glanced at her quickly to sec if she really meant it. 
Nobody had ever told him he was special before. Oh, sure, 
since becoming a movie star he’d received plenty of fan mail 
from women telling him he was handsome, sexy, gorgeous, 
fantastic, all of those things. But nobody had ever told him 
he was special. 

"Hey, Fm not so special,’ he said, waiting for her to take it 
back. 

She fixed him with a look. Tes, you are.’ 

"Why’s that?’ 

‘Because I say so.’ 
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dine clock any day.’ He roared with laughter at his < 
humour. 

What a sexist pig! Jordanna thought. What an asshole! 
and Bobby are totally different. Thank God! 

‘Mr Rush,’ she said, glaring at him. Tf 1 had a r 
assistant I wouldn’t expea him to crawl under my desk, 
nobody expects a female to do so either. It’s a sexist < 
fashioned concept. Now you wouldn’t want to be considt 
old-fashioned, would you?’ 

‘What’s that?’ Jerry said, rudely cupping his ear as il 
couldn’t hear her. 

We’ll come back tomorrow,’ Bobby said, deciding I 
was a really bad idea. ‘You’re not in the mood to hear wh 
have to say.’ 

‘Yes, he is,’ Darla said anxiously. ‘He’s always like this.’ 

Bobby wondered why he was here. He’d come to ol 
this man a job, and yet he was staring at a person he co 
ot stand. His strongest desire was to walk out. 

Jordanna took one quick look at Bobby and knew he v 
lose to losing it. ‘How about fixing him coffee?’ ; 
uggested. 

‘Goddamn it!’ Jerry shouted, contorting his face. ‘You 
alking about me like I’m not even here. JesusP 

Jordanna shot another quick glance at Bobby. Tell h 
he deal and let’s split,’ she suggested. 

He realized she was right, he’d come here for a purpo: 
lot to make best friends with his father. 

‘OK,’ he said, speaking fast. The actor playing.my fatli 
lied this morning. It puts us behind schedule and ov 
mdget if we don’t replace him immediately.’ 

‘Spoken like a true producer,’ Jerry' sneered. ‘Replace tl 
•oor schmuck before he’s cold.’ 

‘Anyway,’ Bobby continued, trying not to let Jerry get i 
lim. Tm offering you the part, on condition you don’t con 
o the set drunk. It’s a five-day cameo role. There’s no tin 
to jerk around with agents arguing about billing and deal 
Hi guarantee you’ll get everything you need.’ 

Tou want me to do a cameo in your frigging movie?’ Jen 


said contemptuously, like it was tht most 
tion he’d ever heard. 

Darla hurried to his side. ‘Jerry, she smu 
TJon’t forget we need the money . 3 ^ 

‘What does he think I am - a frigging chant 

thundered. 

Bobby took Jordanna’s arm, steering her o . - 
Think about it. I need a fast answer . 5 
“Why should I frigging think about it ! 5 J 
Bobby paused at die door. Ton know wratr 
‘Jordanna’s right. Ids no big deal rasn it ot .sms 
choice.’ 

Darla followed them down die dri . eway. 'igne 
she said. ‘He’s been drinking all day. Tbs is entry 
needs, send over the script and IT tsl 
T don’t want him doing me 
‘No, Bobby, I understand. Yet: re ±c cue 
favour.’ 

He reached the car and harried ter a cm 
‘G ive it to him, Daria, IT cal me brer brad 
They got into the car ant J truants, carter:; 

‘Do you want to ted me wr mb V~w 
demanded, failing to see rie: 

‘You’re so funny. Tot let : 

‘No, I didn’t,’ he said dab 
Yes, you did. He tested - 




see: 
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‘Can’t you see what z pab b be ass he isr 5 

‘Sure, but you’ve got to Let go, Eobbv. Understand what 
Pm saying. Simply let go.’ 

He contemplated her remark. TPs as easy as that, huh?’ 

Think about it. If he wasn’t your father he’d be rust 
another old actor with a dunking problem. But he is your 
father, so you yc got to view him in a different way. I know 
Tm not explaining it very well, but, believe me, it works.’ 

now didjyow get so clever?’ 

‘Practice.’ 

Yeah ? 5 

Yeah.’ 
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There was another long silent moment as their eyes met. 
Jordanna felt like she’d been jolted with a shot of electricity. 
Bobby’s eyes were so impossibly blue, and she loved the way 
his hair fell on his forehead, and his body was — 

‘Dinner?’ he said casually. 

‘Where’s Barbara tonight?’ 

‘What’s Barbara got to do with anything?’ 

C I thought you two were an item.’ 

Who told you that?’ 

Tve got eyes, haven’t I?’ 

He sighed. ‘You know, Jordanna, Fve had a bitch of a 
day. Are we having dinner or not?’ 

She grinned. ‘It sure bears the hell out of pizza.’ 

‘You’re so gracious.’ 

Her grin broadened. ‘So I’ve been told.’ 


Chapter Thirty-Five 


cnnedy sat in front of her computer checking through her 
otes. She’d spent most of the day writing the piece on 
harlie Dollar, and she was pleased with the way it had 
imed out, certain she’d captured some of his magic, for 
rat’s what Charlie had in abundance - a quirky magical 
uality that came across in every role he portrayed. 

Tonight they’d made a plan to have dinner, and although 
he was looking forward to spending more time in his 
ompany, she’d sooner be seeing Michael Scorsini. It was 
incxpected and she couldn’t quite explain it, but talking to 
dichacl last night she’d felt a real connection. 

God, wouldn’t Rosa gloat if she knew! 

The phone rang and she reached for it. 

A woman’s voice, ‘Miss Chase?’ 

‘Yes.’ 

Tm Gerda Hemsley’s mother. I got your message.’ 

‘Oh, Mrs Hemsley, I was hoping you’d call. Fm so sorry 
about your daughter, it’s a terrible tragedy. Please accept my 
deepest sympathy’ 

'I know you’ve been doing everything you can. Mis? 
Chase, I vc seen you on television. It’s comforrinn to realise 
someone cares.’ 


Kennedy reached for a pad and pen. The reason I needed 
to speak to you, Mrs Hemsley, is to find out what Gerda did 
before working in the bank?’ 

‘Before the bank she was with a firm of accountants.' 


Was she ever connected to the film industry by any 
chance?’ 

Why, yes, several years ago she worked on a few films. 
She was in the Production Accounts Department.’ 

‘Really? Would you happen to know which movies they 
were?’ 

*1 . . . I don’t recall. Although of course there was the 
one . . * 

Thewir?’ 

The one where there was the trouble.’ 

What trouble would that be?’ 

‘She witnessed a murder.’ 

Kennedy shivered with anticipation. ‘A murder? What 
happened?’ 

'There was an actress in a film called The Contract. Gerda 
was in the production trailer when she saw this crime take 
place.’ 

Who was murdered?’ 

‘A young actress, strangled by one of the actors.’ 

What was his name?’ 

‘I don’t remember, but Gerda saw everything. She was a 
'itncss for the prosecution.’ 

Was she the only one?’ 

“No, there were others.’ 

‘Can you remember who?’ 

‘Not offhand. If I went through Gerda’s papers I might be 
blc to tell you more.’ 

T)o you remember anybody called Pamela March or 
largarita Lynda?’ 

Those names sound familiar, but I can’t be sure.’ 

‘Mrs Hcmslcy, can you tell me exactly when this took 
lace?’ 

“Let me sec . . . sometime early in 1988.’ 

Thank you. You’ve been a great help.’ 

Her mind was buzzing. This was it! This was definitely it! 

She had a number for an uncle of Margarita Lynda’s. She 
tried it immediately. ‘Kennedy Chase,’ she said briskly. Wc 
chatted a few weeks ago about Margarita.’ 


Wes, I remember,’ the man said. 

Terhaps you can help me with more information. Do you 
recall if Margarita worked on a film called The Cm tract) Was 
she a witness for a murder case?’ 

‘Yes, now that you mention it I believe she was. Nasty 
business. It upset her a lot.’ 

Bingo! Thank you,’ Kennedy said gratefully. That’s all I 
needed to know.’ 

Now her mind was really on red alert. She had to find out 
if Stephanie Wolff and Pamela March had also worked on 
The Contract. Instinct told her there wasn’t much doubt 
about it, she was certain she’d discovered the link. 

The phone rang again and she grabbed it impatiently. 

TTi, Kennedy? Michael Scorsini - remember, your could- 
havc-bccn date if Rosa had gotten her way?’ 

He distracted her for only a moment. ‘Michael, I’m right 
in die middle of something, can I call you back?’ 

‘Is that a polite way of brushing me off?’ he said wryly. 
‘Not at all,’ she reassured him. 

‘OK, I believe you. Uh . . . listen. Pm out right now, but 
let me give you my beeper number.’ He gave her both his 
home and beeper numbers. 

Ten minutes, you’ll hear from me,’ she promised, jotting 
die information down. 

1 hope so.’ 

‘Honestly.’ 

He felt like he was back in grade school, but he pressed 
on anyway, ‘So . . . are you still busy for dinner?’ 

C I told you - 1 have a prior engagement.’ 

‘How about tomorrow night?’ 

T think I’d like that,’ she said softly. 

Good. That’s definite. Call me back anyway, but we’re on 
for tomorrow night.’ 

Absolutely,’ she promised, happy to hear from him. She 
replaced the receiver and began searching through her notes 
for contacts on Stephanie Wolff and Pamela March. The 
doorbell rang, interrupting her thoughts. Wo is it?’ she 
called out impatiendy. 





‘Rosa. Open up. Quick.’ 

‘OK, OK, Fm coming.’ 

Rosa burst in waving a bottle of champagne. ‘Guess what?’ 
she announced triumphantly. 

Tell me.’ 

‘This is so great, you’ll lave it. ’ 

She’d never seen Rosa so excited. ‘What? 

The Chief of Police and the Mayor are holding a press 
conference tomorrow morning. They made a move, and it’s 
all thanks to our news station and you. We’U attend the press 
conference together, and right after that my producer would 
like you to do a live remote. Is that OK with you?’ 

‘OK with me? It’s fantastic!’ she exclaimed. 

Rosa nodded. Tes, isn’t it great? They’re gonna get this 
sicko, and when they do, it’ll be thanks in part to us!’ 

☆ ☆ ☆ 

hour later Michael was disappointed Kennedy hadn’t 
acred calling him back. But then again he wasn’t sur- 
ed, he’d known she was different. Kennedy Chase didn’t 
p, and in a way that was exciting, although the last thing 
vas into was playing games. 

Veil, at least he had a definite date with her for tomorrow 
it, and that was something to look forward to. 
rle drove by the production office and found out Jordanna 
left to go somewhere with Bobby Rush. After that he 
ie his way back to his apartment, stripped off his clothes 
stood under the shower for ten minutes. 

Iclla. Where was Belial When was he going to find her? 
Suddenly he had that feeling again. That dry-mouthed 
desperate so-what-if-I-had-one-shot-of-Scotch feeling. It 
frightened him, because he knew that one of these days he 
might succumb, and if he did it would be all over. 

Had to get to an AA meeting. Had to get back into the 
discipline of knowing that every day was a struggle, but he 
could beat it if he stayed focused. 

When he was finished in the shower he tied a towel 






to four hundred and fifty when the store detective had 
pounced. 

Her father had been furious. ‘If you needed more money 
all you had to do was ask,’ he’d yelled, and promptly increased 
her allowance. 

Money meant nothing. Showing Grant that she could do 
this meant everything. How many other women he knew 
would be up to the challenge? 

Fortunately she was also a little bit stoned. She wasn’t sure 
she could go through with it if she wasn’t. 

‘Gotta admit, you look pretty out there,’ Grant said, 
putting his arms around her waist from behind and playfully 
squeezing. 

Thai how come you don’t take me to bed? Why are you sending 
me out to sleep with a stranger? 

T)o I?’ she said coolly, knowing that she’d gotten herself 
together. For once in her life she looked positively svelte. 
Everything worked. Sheer black pantihose and very’ high 
heels - her legs, along with her hair, were her best asset. A 
Victoria’s Secret bra and skimpy Azzedine Ala'fa dress. Her 
hair, freshly done and gleaming red. And more make-up than 
usual. 

'’Very sexy,’ Grant said, squeezing her even tighter. Tm 
beginning to think I should have given you the test run.’ 

She assumed he was joking, wished fervendy that he 
wasn’t. Never let him see you care. 

‘Oh, please. Grant,’ she said dismissively. ‘Don’t ralk to 
me like Fm one of your half-baked all-American cheerleaders.’ 

‘Aren’t you getting turned on by this?’ he asked, hugging 
her from behind. ‘I know I am.’ 

‘Perhaps you’d like to come and watch,’ she suggested 
brusquely, waiting for his reaction. 

‘Hal I’m sure the client would get off on that ’ 

‘Who is the client anyway?’ she asked for the third time. 

‘I told you. Some high roller from out of town. You’re 
perfeedy safe.’ 

Tine for you to say.’ 
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He dosed his eyes, shutting out the real world. 
Sharlcen’s talented hands endosed him, and then her e\ 
more talented mouth, and nothing seemed that import: 
any more. 


☆ ☆ ☆ 

Tou’re distracted,’ Charlie said. 

‘No, Pm not,’ Kennedy replied defensively. 

Tcs, you are.’ 

‘OK, so Fm distracted.’ 

Wanna tell me why?’ 

They were sitting in Georgia, a restaurant on Meho 
She’d not reached connections for either Stephanie Wolff 
Pamela March, and Charlie was right, she was distractc 
because she needed more information. Rosa was also tryir 
They’d arranged to speak later. 

Tm thinking about a story Fm working on,’ she admitte 

The murders?’ Charlie asked. 

“You know about them?’ 

He fixed her with a half-lidded stare, ‘Hey, green cy< 
whaddaya think I do all day when Fm not workin’? I wat 
-TV, Fm a true addict. I saw you last night. You got attituc 
trength of character. Sccin’ that really revs my libido.’ 

‘Glad to hear it.’ 

The waiter brought their drinks to the table, two exo' 
peach daiquiris. Charlie had a shot of rum on the side whi 
he downed in one quick gulp. 

Tou like this place?’ he asked, looking at her sideways. 

•Very much.’ 

Wait until you suck on a spare-rib. Heaven ain’t g 
nothin’ like it.’ 

‘Can’t wait,’ she said, picking up her drink. 

He did the same and clinked glasses with her. To you, gre 
eyes,’ he said. Whatever you want is yours for the taking.’ 

‘Really?’ 

That’s my adage, lived by it every single day, and here 
am - big freakin’ movie star.’ 



‘When I like someone,’ she said boldly, staring snail 
into his amazing blue eyes. If he didn’t get it this time he v 
either obtuse or totally uninterested. 

‘Jordanna—’ he began. 

Tfes?’ she asked eagerly. 

*1 like you a lot, but—’ 

Before he could continue, Tyrone appeared and hovei 
by their table - handsome, tall and totally pissed off. *Wl 
the fuck arc you doing here?’ he asked, as if he owned her. 
was obvious he’d had too much to drink. 

She blinked. ‘Excuse me?’ 

T asked what you’re doing here?’ 

*Hey, wait a minute—’ Bobby began. 

Tyrone was not to be stopped. ‘You break a date with 1 
to have dinner with him' He jerked his finger at Bob! 
Tiow about the courtesy of the truth?’ 

‘I’m sorry, Tyrone, this was unexpected. I didn’t—’ 

‘Couldn’t resist the movie star, huh?’ he sneet 
unpleasantly. 

Tley, buddy, you’re out of line,’ Bobby said, coming 
her defence. This wasn’t planned. We—’ 

‘I don’t give a fuck whether it was planned or not,’ Tyro 
^interrupted, grabbing Jordanna’s arm. ‘Don’t play garr 
with me. You—’ 

She pulled her arm away, throwing him off balance. 

Bobby stood up. ‘I think it’s time somebody drove y< 
home.’ 

‘Screw you,’ Tyrone said. ‘We’re not in the office now.’ 

Bobby put his arm around him. ‘Let me—’ 

Before he could finish, Tyrone hauled back and hit hii 
taking him completely by surprise. He almost fell. 

Jordanna leaped up, furious. Tou jerk!’ she yelled. Tic 
could you do that?’ 

Tyrone went to throw another punch. Bobby defend* 
himself. Jordanna hurriedly flung herself between them. 

Fists were flying, and somehow or other one lethal pun 
connected with the side of her jaw. 

She fell like an Acapulco diver, and the last thing si 



Chapter Thirty-Six 

☆ 


The show’s finito,’ Charlie said. 

It's obvious he never got my letter,’ Kennedy said. 

“What letter?’ 

‘I told you, I wrote to Bobby explaining it wasn’t my 
piece.’ 

Too bad.’ 

‘What can I do?’ 

Torgct it. It’s old news. How about a drink at my place?’ 

‘Sorry,’ she replied briskly. ‘I have an early press conference 
to attend in the morning. I should go home.’ 

Charlie called for the cheque. ‘A press conference, huh?’ 

Wes, the Chief of Police is making an announcement. 
They’re about to form a task force on the murder cases.’ 

Tou nudged ’em into it, right?’ 

They would have done it eventually with or without me.’ 

Tut you gave ’em a little jog?’ 

T hope I had something to do with it.’ 

‘So, no nightcap for you and me. An’ I was gonna take 
you to Homebase Central. I own the place.’ 

‘Of course you do, Charlie.’ 

He chuckled darkly. ‘What docs that mean?’ 

Tm sure you can own anything you want.’ 

He treated her to his insane smile. Tou think so?’ 

Tm right, aren’t I?’ 

‘You’re right and you’re smart and when am I gonna see 
you again?’ 






Tes, you are.’ 

She continued to glare at him, willing him to stop her. *1 
don’t even know why Fm doing this.’ 

•’Cause it’s a tum-on,’ he said encouragingly. 

It might be a tum-on to you, you’re not the one doing it.’ 

‘Just so long as you tell me every little detail.’ 

She would never admit it to him, but she was nail-biting 
nervous. This wasn’t right, she hadn’t gotten into business to 
become one of the girls. Why n m she doing it? Simply to 
impress Grant? What a crock of shit! 

She took another look at the name on the piece of paper 
he’d handed her - Bosco Nanni. What kind of stupid name 
was that? 

She got out of the car, slammed the door behind her, and 
strode into the hotel, high heels clicking, head held high. 

She knew Grant was watching her. Screw him, he didn’t 
give a damn about her feelings. 

She marched boldly up to the reception desk. ‘Mr Nanni, 
please,’ she said with authority. Tie’s expecting me.’ 

‘Mr Nanni requested you go to the penthouse suite,’ the 
desk clerk said. The elevator’s right over there.’ 

Thank you.’ 


☆ ☆ ☆ 

‘Oh, God,’ Jordanna groaned. ‘Where am I?’ 

'In die back room of the restaurant,’ Bobby replied, 
relieved she was still in the land of die living. 

What happened?’ she asked, groggily. 

•Unfortunately you got in the way of somebody’s fist.’ 

T don’t believe this,’ she said, rubbing her tender jaw. 
‘Believe it. Tyrone completely lost it. You sent him out of 
control.’ 

‘Yeah,’ she said, gingerly sitting up. T have that effect on 
all the guys.’ 

‘Seriously, Fvc never seen him so out of it. What did you 
do to him?’ 

•Exactly nothing.’ 
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‘Well, it’s wide open. Do you carry a gun?’ 

‘Why would I do that?’ 

°Cause everybody should carry a gun in LA,’ she said 
wisely. ‘It’s rule one of survival.’ 

T>o you?’ he countered. 

‘Nope, but if I did, I certainly wouldn’t be frightened of 
using it.’ 

1 can believe that.’ 

‘What if there’s somebody inside?’ 

He shrugged. ‘Maybe I forgot to close the door when I 
left.’ 

There could be a couple of crazed drug addicts armed 
with knives and guns,’ she paused dramatically. ‘Once we’re 
inside, they’ll slice us up and take everything we’ve got, which 
in my case is nothing. We should go for help.’ 

He looked at her quizzically. ‘Just ’cause I left my door 
open?’ 

‘Yes.’ 

Tve done it before.’ 

‘OK ,you go in, F1I wait out here.’ 

Thanks. I appreciate your support.’ 

‘Hey, Bobby, tonight Fve met your father, missed dinner, 
% been knocked flat on my ass. Altogether I think Fve been a 
pretty good sport. I do not wish to add getting mugged to 
the list.’ 

He grabbed her hand. ‘Cmon, Jordanna, live danger- 
ously,’ he said, pulling her inside the house. ‘Oh, Jesus!’ he 
exclaimed, surveying total chaos. 

His home was completely trashed. 

☆ ☆ ☆ 

Hie door of the hotel suite was opened by a fat man with 
pop eyes and hairy hands. A taller man hovered next to him. 
Cheryl's stomach dropped. What was she doing! 

Bosco looked her over and nodded approvingly. ‘In there,’ 
he said, gesturing to the living room of the large suite. 

‘Not bad,’ Reno said as she passed him and walked into 





.■-She strutted her stuff. This was the most appreciation 
she’d ever had from any man. Maybe she’d missed her 
vocation - she could have been a great stripper. 

• How long you bin doin’ this, Bambi?’ 

Tong enough to know what you want.’ 

‘I can see that. How old are you, anyway?’ 

Twenty-four.’ 

‘A good age tiger outta the business. Find yourself a 
decent guy with plenty of bucks an’ settle down.’ 

‘How old areyow, Mr Nanni?’ 

‘Let’s put it this way - twenty-four and countin’.’ Unzip- 
ping his pants he beckoned her over. Town on your knees, 
honey. Gimme some talented tongue.’ 

How simple, Cheryl thought. The customer gets what he 
wants, and I get a potload of money. 

But she didn’t plan on making a habit of it. 

This one was for Grant, and once was more than enough. 

* ☆ ☆ 

Kennedy paced restlessly around her apartment. She was 
excited about the next day, and yet at the same time she was 
'confused. What was she supposed to do with the new 
information she possessed? Should she try and meet with the 
Chief of Police after the press conference and tell him what 
she’d found out? Although he probably wouldn’t appreciate 
hearing it from her. But still, she had to reveal it to someone. 

Michael Scorsini was on her mind. She needed to talk, and 
maybe he was the person to talk to, after all, he was a former 
detective, so he’d be able to advise her. 

She decided to call him. After a few rings his machine 
picked up. 

Hi, this is Kennedy,’ she said, leaving a message. ‘Sorry I 
didn’t phone you back earlier, but I had to go out. I . . . uh 
... I wanted you to know I didn’t forget.’ 

Where was Rosa? She’d said she’d phone, and there was 
no message. 

Her computer beckoned. The names of the four murder 
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The Man sat in bis air for a while. He watched Uncle Luca an 
companions depart in their lonjj black limousine. Then he waite 
until it began to get dark. When he felt it was safe enough, h 
made his way up to the house, parking in his usual discreet spoi 
No Shelley to plague him now. 

The maid was in her room in the back, he could hear the loti 
noise of her television. 

He wondered what the old bitch had told his uncle. Nothing h 
hoped, because if she had, he’d be forced to shut her up once an 
for all. 

Fortunately they’d not been able to gain entry to his room. Tit 
locks he'd installed were a good investment. 

Taking out his keys he let himself in, moving rapidly. Then It 
packed up as fast as he coidd, piled everything in the trunk ofh 
car, and left. 

He studied Shelley’s new address on his map. The house she wc. 
staying at was situated somewhere up Laurel Canyon. 

He drove slowly up the winding canyon, turning on to a sin 
road and continuing for some way until he came to a woode. 
mailbox stuck into the ground. The number matched the addre. 
he was looking for. He turned off yet another' deserted road wa 
up into the hills. 

He’d wanted a remote spot, and now here it was. It was ns ; 
the gods had said to him, *Tes, we will deliver you a place whet 
you can reap the proper vengeance. We will help you.’ 

When he finally reached the house he was deliglsted to note i 


was completely isolated. SkeSers car teas norther: to hr seen, arrp 
there were no risible lights. It was mart than likely me was not 
home, which suited (dm fins. 

Parkinjj his car under some trees way over in the shadows , he 
circled the small house on foot. In the back he discovered French 
doors leading into a living; room. There were no signs for alarms, 
and no barking; dogs. 

It took him only moments to fierce the French doors and break 
into the house. 

Seeing his unde today had shocked him. 

How his mother used to kiss Unde Luca’s ass. She’d fawned all 
over him. She would’ve done anything he’d asked . . . anything. 

When he was finished with the people in California he planned 
on taking care of Unde Luca too. And his mother. And her' new 
husband. They all deserved to die. 

The house was laid cut on one level with a cellar. He explored 
the cellar, making his way carefully down the rickety wooden stairs 
into a windowless dark storage space. He could hardly believe how 
perfect it was. 

After he’d explored downstairs he checked out the rest of the 
house. Two bedrooms and one bntfrrom. A kitchen and a mall 
living room. 

He clicked on the television in time to watch that bitch, Rosa 
Alvarez, reading the news. When she was finished, the newscast 
repeated the Monday night appearance of Kennedy Chase. 

Another bitch. Another too-derer-for-her-own-good whore. 

He should never hare left any dues. Let them figure it out for 
themselves. They were all so stupid, especially the police. 

Entering the bedroom, he opened the dresser drawer. Shelley’s 
clothes were stacked neatly - T-shirts, underwear, tights, socks. 

He picked up her panties, holding them to his nose, inhaling 
what he hoped was the aroma of her body. Much to his disappoint- 
ment they mclkd only of laundry detergent. 

IWiat would she say when she found him herd 

He didn’t care. 

He knew what he had to do. 


Chapter Thirty-Seven 

☆ 


Bobby could not believe the damage done to his house. The 
destruction of his possessions was truly vicious. Furniture 
ripped, every drawer and closet opened and the contents 
spilled out. Flour, jam and coffee tipped and smeared over 
everything. His bedroom was wrecked, and in his dressing 
room he found his clothes cut to shreds. On the bathroom 
mirror, scrawled in bright-red lipstick, someone had written: 

WHO DO YOU THINK YOU’RE 
MESSING WITH MOTHERFUCKER? 

He knew immediately it was Barbara Barr. Obviously 
Business Affairs had wasted no time in contacting her agent. 
This was her sweet revenge. 

‘Nice people you’re involved with , 5 Jordanna remarked, 
picking up half of an Armani jacket and tossing it on the bed. 

He made a helpless gesture. The furniture and clothes he 
could replace, but Barbara had also wreaked her far}’ in his 
office, tearing up scripts, personal letters and photographs 
that meant a lot to him. 

‘Barbara Barr did this, didn’t she?’ Jordanna questioned, 
as if reading his mind. 

‘I didn’t encourage her,’ he said wearily. 

‘You facked her,’ Jordanna said bluntly. ‘And then 
dumped her from your movie. If you didn’t want to get 
involved you shouldn’t have let your prick do the walking.’ 


Christ, she could be aggravating! Do you always say 
ocactly what’s on your mind?’ 

‘As a matter of fact, yes.’ 

The cops came by the house, surveyed the damage and asked 
f he knew who’d done it and if he wanted to file a complaint. 

He answered no to both questions. 

‘No?’ Jordanna said, pulling him aside. ‘Why not? You 
mow it’s her.’ 

Do you think I want this all over the front of The Enquirer 
r or weeks and months?’ 

She couldn’t believe he was doing nothing. ‘So you’re 
etring her get away with it?’ she asked, outraged. 

What else can I do?’ 

Dave her arrested and thrown into jail.’ 

TouVc too militant for me, Jordanna. You know what the 
press arc like. I’d end up looking like the bad guy.’ 

This is too depressing,’ she said, surveying the wreckage. 

‘I’ll check into a hotel for the night.’ 

Do way. You’ll stay at Marjory’s. There’s eight thousand 
guest rooms there.’ 

T don’t know Marjory.’ 

Tm sure you know her father - Franklyn Sanderson?’ 

'We’re not exaedy close.’ 

‘He’s away. Marjory will love having you star.’ 

Do wc bring the southern fried chicken?’ he asked trying 
to make a joke of it. 

‘Along with your sense of humour,’ she said. Which Tm 
dtrilled to see you still have. I’ll go phone her - that’s if the 
phone’s in one piece!’ 

He wandered around his house inspecting die damage. 
Great. Get into bed with the wrong girl and this is what 
happened. Jordanna was right, he’d let his prick do the 
walking. When was he going to learn? 

‘Marjory’s psyched,’ Jordanna said, coming back into the 
living room. 

T bet.’ 

, ,c * scc ~ I ^ve a T-shirt you can sleep in, and 

you U share my toothbrush.’ * * 
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Toil never stop joking, do you?’ 

She tilted her head to one side. ‘Gotta laugh, Bobby, 
otherwise you’ll cry.’ 

He took one last look around before they left. 

‘Fortunately,’ Jordanna said, as they roared down Sunset 
in his car, ‘every guest room in the Sanderson mansion is 
fully stocked for just such an emergency. Hey, you can even 
borrow a pair of Franklyn’s black silk pyjamas.’ 

‘How do you know he wears black silk pyjamas?’ 

‘Didn’t you see his interview in Playboy? She imitated a 
man’s voice. ‘“I favour black silk pyjamas, long thin cigars, 
and long thin women.” That’s a direct quote. At least Jordan 
would never do the Playboy interview. By the way, did I 
mention Jordan’s new wife is pregnant?’ 

‘No, you didn’t.’ 

“Yep, Fm going to have a baby brother or sister - ain’t 
that a kick?’ 

You upset about it?’ 

‘No.’ She was silent for a moment. ‘Did 1 ever tell you 
about my brother?’ 

‘I didn’t know you had a brother.’ 

She took a long beat before replying. ‘Jamie’s not around 
any more. He took a jump from a high building. It was the 
fashionable way to go.’ 

‘Fm sorry.’ 

'So am I.* 

When was this?’ 

‘Eight years ago,’ she said matter-of-factly, trying to cover 
up the hurt and feeling of abandonment that had stayed with 
her ever since. C I was sixteen.’ 

Bobby glanced across at her. ‘It must have been very hard 
for you.’ 

She nodded, choking back a sudden wave of emotion. 
‘Don’t know .why Fm telling you now,’ she muttered. 
Tic had a drug habit. Speed. LSD. You name it, Jamie did 
it.’ 

‘How old was he?’ 

Twenty — the best-looking guy you’ve ever seen.’ 



Bobby reached out and squeezed her hand. She held on to 
n tighdy and felt better. 

They arrived at the Sanderson mansion at the same time 
Michael. 

‘Hey, Brooklyn!’ Jordanna greeted, putting on a cheerful 
mt. ‘Can’t keep away, huh?’ 

‘It’s all work.’ 

That’s not what Marjory says.’ 

C I hope you’re kidding.’ 

7ordanna’s always kidding,’ Bobby said, joining in. 

‘Bobby, this is Marjory’s personal detective, Michael Scor- 
li - Brooklyn for short. And, Michael, meet my boss — 
obby Rush.’ 

‘I watched you shooting yesterday,’ Michael said. ‘It was 
-etty good stuff.’ 

‘Yeah,’ Bobby said ruefully. ‘So good I killed my co-star.’ 
‘Huh?’ 

‘Cedric Farrell died of a heart attack,’ Jordanna explained, 
tabby’s being facetious.’ 

Marjory met them at the door, hurrying to Michael’s side 
kc a dutiful wife. It was obvious she wanted everybody to 
link the)’ had an intimate relationship going. 

Jordanna observed the play between them, and felt sorry 
ir both of them. Michael, because he was in a difficult 
osition. And Marjory, for being so needy. 

Bobby yawned and stretched. ‘Fm beat,’ he said. This has 
een some evening.’ 

Tcah, sort of like “Adventures in Hollywood”,’ Jordanna 
aked. Tou should only know what we’ve been through.’ 
Tou could say that,’ Bobby agreed. 

I nm saying it. By the way, where’s our southern fried 
hickcn? Fm still starving.’ 

Did I hear southern fried chicken?’ Michael said, realizing 
ic hadn’t eaten all day. ‘My favourite.’ 

^ ou never told me that,’ Marjory said accusingly, as if she 
hould know everything about him. 

Let’s have a picnic,’ Jordanna suggested. ‘Everyone to the 
dtehen.’ 
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Michael’s beeper sounded. Excusing himself he hurra 
into the iibraxy and returned the call. It was Quincy phonii 
from his car. 

Tm beat,’ Quincy complained. Tm sitting outside a hot 
watching the tourists come and go.’ 

What’re you doing at a hotel?’ 

‘Cheryl Landers is here. I checked at the desk, she’s visitir 
some guy. Get this name - Bosco Nanni.’ 

Who’s he?’ 

T)unno. All I want is a night’s sleep.’ 

Tour arm OK?’ 

Til live. Tomorrow morning the Chief of Police an 
Mayor are holding a press conference. My connection’s gc 
word they’re about ready to bust this one wide open.’ 

That’s good news. So we don’t have to do anything?’ 

‘Nope. Once they drop this Zane guy’s name into th 
computer, they’ll pick him up fast.’ 

That’s a relief.’ 

Tou’re watching Jordanna Levitt?’ 

‘She’s here safely, don’t worry about her.’ 

‘I’ll call you later. We’ll meet early in the morning?’ 

‘Sounds good to me.’ 

He checked his answering machine before going back intc 
re kitchen, and was surprised and pleased to hear Kennedy 5 
oicc. His first reaction was to call her back, but then hi 
:alized it might be too late. Before he could make up hi: 
tind if it was worth taking the risk of waking her, his beepe 
uzzed again. He called back at once. 

‘Do you have the money yet?’ said the woman with th< 
rnffled voice. 

Why would I have the money if you can’t tell me anything 
ancrete?’ 

There’s a package outside your apartment. If you want youi 
daughter to stay healthy, get die cash by tomorrow afternoon; 

The line went dead. 


☆ ☆ ☆ 


Cheryl was dressed and ready to leave. 

‘You’re some broad,’ Luca said admiringly. 

She presumed he was paying her a compliment. Thai 
she replied casually. 

Yeah, baby, you really got what it takes.’ 

Hmm . . . nice to know she had what it takes to be 

perfect hooker. 

He handed her a fat envelope filled with cash. D 
believe in cheques,’ he said. ‘An’ there’s a tip in there for ; 
Remember, you don’t havta share it with the house. Wt 
count it?’ 

Taking the envelope she stuffed it into her purse. T t 
you,’ she said, thinking Grant would be a happy man. 

How about tomorrow?’ he suggested. ‘Nurse’s unife 
one of them fancy black garterbelts, no panties. Same ti 
same place.’ 

‘I . . . I’m not sure.’ 

‘Why? You booked on another job?’ 

‘Maybe . . .’ 

You go back an’ tell your madam I’ll pay ccmrle - w 
it comes to satisfaction money don’t mean nothin’ fired 

‘If I’m not available they’ll send you another redhead.’ 
said, all business. 

‘Baby, you simply ain’t gettin’ it - I wa — vur. 
substitutes.’ 

‘Me?’ 


Yeah, you.’ 

She left the hotel in a daze. The doorman call e d her a c 
and she returned to her house. 

Grant was asleep. She sat down on the end o r the Gr- 
and shook him awake. 


Tley, howM it go?’ he asked, still half-asleep. 

She wondered if he’d had a girl over. There was a 
eaten pizza on the coffee table and two half-filled 
wine. Screw him! 

1 have a return engagement by popular recuesn’ s~ e 

hopmg to make him jealous. ' ^ SlX 

‘Whatr’ he said groggily. 


‘My client wants me back tomorrow.’ 

He exploded with laughter. ‘Are you shitting me?’ 

T)o you find that funny?’ she asked haughtily. 

He scratched his stomach. ‘What did you do that was 
out of the ordinary?’ 

‘That’s a trade secret.’ 

‘Aren’t you gonna tell me?’ 

Tell you what?’ 

Was it a kick? Did it turn you on? Gimme dera 
Cheryl.’ 

Tm not in the mood to talk about in’ 

“You’re not, huh?’ he said, perplexed. 

‘No.’ 

He hauled himself off the couch. Then I guess I’ll 
tome.’ 

‘Do that,’ she said, walking into her bedroom and sla 
ning the door. 

She was dying to talk to somebody, and it certainly was 
jrant. How dare he send her out on a trick and tl 
:ntertain in her house. She wished she knew where Jordar 
vas, then she remembered Shep had mentioned Jordar 
vas staying up at Marjory’s, so she called there and wail 
vhile one of the security guards put her on hold. 

Oh, God, Jordanna would freak when she heard. 

Eventually Jordanna picked up. 

7ordy? It’s me, Cheryl,’ she said eagerly. 

‘How did you track me down?’ 

Tt wasn’t easy. You’re always moving.’ 

What’s up?’ 

T can’t get into it over the phone. Can you have lun 
omorrow?’ 

Tdang on a sec, let me find out.’ Placing her hand over t 
ccciver Jordanna turned to Bobby, who was munching oi 
>iece of southern fried chicken. Ts it OK if I take off i 
lunch tomorrow - just for an hour?’ He nodded. She mov 
her hand. ‘OK. Ohrrvl whpri* anH whprO’ 



Tve got lots to tell you.’ 

‘So’vc I.’ 

‘OK, tomorrow.’ 

‘See ya.’ 

☆ ☆ ☆ 

‘I have to go out,’ Michael said, entering the kitchen. 

‘Where are you going now?’ Marjory asked, as if she had a 

right to know. 

‘Business,’ he said tersely. 

‘But what if I get another phone call?’ 

‘Look,’ Michael said, as patiently as he could. This has to 
do with my daughter. You’re not alone here, Marjory. You’ve 
got Bobby and Jordanna, plus the place is surrounded by 
guards and attack dogs.’ 

‘My father is paying you to stay with me,’ she said 
stubbornly. 

‘He’s not paying me to watch you twenty-four hours a 
day. I’ll be back later.’ 

He took off fast, driving over the hill to his apartment like 
a speed demon. 

True to what the woman had said, there was a package 
outside his apartment. He tore off the wrapping and opened 
the box. Inside was Bella’s teddy bear - the one he’d bought 
her when she was two; a schoolbook with her name scrawled 
on the front in her funny little handwriting; and a blue 
sweater, her nametag sewn inside the collar. There was also a 
plain brown envelope. He ripped it open and read the 
message inside: 


Ten run. tomorrow. The fay 
phone at the gas station on 
Sunset and San Vicente. 

His heart w>as pounding. At least she was alive If 
atom it ^ hi$ daUghter he would fockin g &//, no doubt 
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Now he needed money, and .where was he going to come 
up with ten thousand dollars? 

There was an answer. Her name was Marjory Sanderson. 

☆ ☆ ☆ 

Quincy trailed Cheryl’s cab back to her house. He watched 
her go in, then he parked at the bottom of the driveway and 
settled down for the night. 

He had every intention of staying awake, but before he 
knew it, he dosed his eyes and fell into a deep comfortable 
sleep. 


☆ ☆ ☆ 

Michael headed back to the mansion. When he arrived, he 
picked up the intercom and called Marjory. She answered at 
once. 

‘You asleep?’ he asked. 

‘No, Michael, I can’t sleep.’ 

‘Now that Fm back you can,’ he said, turning on the 
bullshit charm. 

Was it so important that you had to leave?’ she asked, her 
voice verging on a whine. 

Tt was very important, Marjory. I told you - it concerned 
my daughter. In fact, there’s something urgent Fd like to 
discuss with you. Can you come downstairs?’ 

“No. You come up here to my bedroom.’ 

He would have preferred to meet downstairs on neutral 
territory, but since he had no choice he ran upstairs and 
knocked on her door. 

‘Come in,’ she called. 

Marjory was lying in the middle of an ornate white 
canopied bed propped up by several pillows, a thin silk 
sheet barely covering her breasts. ‘Sit on the bed,’ she 
said. 

He sat down on the far comer. 
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Ttfow can I help you, Michael?’ she asked sweetly. 

TJh ... it’s about Bella, my little girl.’ 

‘What a pretty' name.’ 

‘She’s been missing for quite a while now.’ 

Tes, you told me.’ 

Tve been getting messages from a woman who claims to 
know where she is. Tonight there was a package outside my 
apartment with her stuff. Somebody has her, Marjory.’ 

That’s good news, isn’t it?’ 

They’re demanding money. Big money.’ 

‘How much?’ 

Jesus, this was difficult, but it had to be done. Ten 
thousand dollars.’ 

Her expression was blank. That is a lot of money.’ 

To me it’s a fucking fortune. But if we were honest about 
this - to you it’s nothing.’ 

She reached up, pushing strands of long fair hair out of 
her face. ‘Are you asking me for the money, Michael?’ she 
said evenly. 

‘I’m requesting a loan.’ 

Ten thousand dollars?’ 

Tve told you what it’s for.’ 

‘Shouldn’t you go to the police?’ 

Tou don’t understand,’ he said, feeling the frustration 
building within him. This is my kid we’re talking about. My 
little girl. I can’t risk the cops screwin’ things up. I’ve gotta 
take care of this myself.’ 

‘Mv father always warned me that if you lend money, you 
lose friends.’ 

‘Marjory',’ he said, fixing her with an intense gaze, ‘am I 
getting through to you or not? I told you, I’ll pay you back 
every’ red cent.’ 

‘I suppose I could lend it to you if I wanted to,’ she 
mused, thinking out loud. 

He realized she was holding out for something, and he 
had a sinking feeling he knew what it was. She was waiting 
for some kind of commitment from him. 
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It would mean a lot to me, 4 he said. 

T)o I mean anything to you?’ she asked plaintively. ‘( 
am I merely a client?’ 

‘Sure you mean something to me.’ 

Truthfully?’ 

Tes,’ he lied. 

If you weren’t being paid to be here would we still s 
each other?’ 

‘Is that what you want?’ 

She stared at him very steadily. Tes, Michael. Fd like i 
to spend time together.’ 

He knew he had no choice if he wanted the money. ‘01 
Marjory, if if 11 make you happy . . .’ 

It will.’ 

A deal was about to take place. 

1 need it early in the morning,’ he said. 

‘What time?’ 

‘Nine thirty the latest.’ 

‘We’ll go to the bank together. Fll draw out the cash an 
give it to you.’ A pause, then, ‘Can we have dinner tomorro 
night?’ 

‘I don’t want to make any promises I can’t keep. If I g 
my kid back . . .’ 

‘If you get her back, you can bring her here,’ she sai< 
holding out her arms. The sheet slipped, revealing the tips < 
her small breasts. ‘Aren’t you going to kiss me good-nigh 
Michael?’ 

He went over and bent down to kiss her on the check. Si 
locked her arms around his neck, turning his face until h 
lips met hers, kissing him widi a hungry passion he foun 
quite alarming. 

After a few moments he managed to extract himself. ‘Goti 
get some sleep,’ he mumbled. 

Her eyes were shining. ‘Don’t worry, Michael. We’ll tai 
care of everything together.’ 

‘Good-night, Marjory.’ 

Her checks were flushed, her breasts still exposed as st 

cf-irprl nn nr lum If tr/\n 


‘Not tonight,’ he said, making it to the door. 
‘Another time?’ 

If that’s what you want.’ 

“Yes, Michael, it’s exactly what I want.’ 
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Chapter Thirty-Eight 

☆ 


Kennedy awoke early after a resdess night. She took a quick 
shower and hurriedly dressed, then she headed over to the 
library, where she diligendy scanned all the newspaper reports 
on the murder that had taken place during the making of The 
Contract. Interesting stuff. Everything began to fall into 
place. She took copies, made some notes, went home, and by 
the time Rosa arrived to pick her up she was waiting 
downstairs in the lobby of her building. 

As soon as she got in the car she began filling Rosa in. T 
was right,’ she said curdy. ‘All four women worked on The 
Contract. And they’re being systematically eliminated.’ 

Tly whom?’ Rosa asked, zooming in and out of traffic. 

‘A real weirdo according to everything written about him. 
Zane Marion Ricca - a New York actor who came out to 
LA, got a part in The Contract , and apparendy had a thing 
for his co-star, whom he ended up strangling. Six women 
gave evidence against him. He’s killed four of them.’ 

Who arc the other two?’ 

'Now that’s the really interesting part. They’re a couple of 
Hollywood kids. Rich, privileged and protected.’ 

What do you mean by Hollywood kids?’ Rosa asked. 

Two little rich girls who were only working on the movie 
because their daddies wanted them to have summer jobs. 
Jordanna Levitt, whose father, Jordan, produced The Con- 
tract. And the other girl is Cheryl Landers — her father owns 
the studio.’ 
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‘So Zane - if he is the man committing the murders - 

decided to go for the easy ones/ 

‘Maybe he’s going for them all and hasn’t gotten around 

to Jordanna and Cheryl.’ 

‘Could be,’ Rosa agreed. 

‘We’ll have to give all this information to the detectives 
working the case,’ Kennedy said. Tve already requested an 

interview.’ . 

She stared intently at the picture of Zane Marion Ricca 
reproduced in the copies of the newspaper clippings. He had 
the land of cold unemotional eyes that gave a person chills. 
The eyes of a killer. 

Reaching into her purse, she took out her notebook and 
began making more notes. 

‘What arc you doing?’ Rosa asked, narrowly avoiding rear- 
ending a truck. 

■preparing what I’m going to say.’ 

‘Good. The sooner they arrest this guy the better I’ll feel.’ 
‘Me, too,’ Kennedy murmured. 

☆ ☆ ☆ 

Luca sat at a table on the terrace of his penthouse suite, 
eating scrambled eggs and bacon. Not good for his choles- 
terol level, but who cared. 

A magnificent view of LA was spread out before him, and 
he had a smile on his face. It was on account of that Bambi 
broad last night, she’d really gotten his juices bubbling. 
Different. Not the usual hooker type. Young and feisty — just 
the way he liked a woman to be. He had a strong urge to see 
her again, especially if she was wearing a nurse’s uniform as 
he’d requested. Yeah, a nurse’s uniform with no panties and 
a lacy garterbelt. He’d have to get himself prepared for that 
little treat - the heat was certainly rising. 

When Reno and Bosco arrived five minutes later he still 
had a smile on his face. 

‘What’s up with you?’ Bosco asked, picking up a piece of 
bacon with his fingers and stuffing it in his mouth. 
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‘Can \vc forget it happened?’ 

Tf you make things better.’ 

‘How can I do that?’ 

“By putting together Jerry Rush’s deal. He’s agreed to do 
it, but we have to finalize everything today. Pay him the 
money he wants, give him whatever billing he asks for, but 
whatever you do, keep me out of it. If we can change the 
schedule I’d like to reshoot as soon as possible.’ 

Tou got it,’ Tyrone said, suitably grateful. 

Bobby shuffled some papers on his desk. ‘What is it with 
you and Jordanna anyway?’ he asked. 

T like her - I didn’t realize you did, too. We had a date, 
she broke it. I was angry.’ 

There’s nodiing between us,’ Bobby said, still shuffling 
papers. ‘She was helping me out. I bought her dinner because 
it was late and we hadn’t eaten. That’s it — end of story.’ 

‘Hey.’ Tyrone threw up his arms. C I ain’t going near her 
again.’ 

T)ocsn’t make any difference to me,’ Bobby said casually. 
Aldiough if he was truthful he’d admit it did make a 
difference. 

After Tyrone left, Bobby picked up the phone and spoke 
to his contact in Business Affairs. ‘How are we doing with 
Barbara Barr?’ he asked. 

Tier agent’s throwing a shit fit, but it’s all taken care of.’ 

‘OK, thanks.’ He hung up and called Mac on the set. 
Terry’s doing die movie,’ he said, all business. ‘Barbara Barr 
is out, and if you agree, I’d like to go with Jordanna. I think 
it’ll work.’ 

‘Fine,’ Mac said. Tve always thought she could do it.’ 

Next Bobby called Barbara Barr’s agent. The guy con- 
sidered himself a hot shot and was arrogant under the best 
circumstances. Now he was angry. 

Tou can’t treat actors this way,’ he said in an uptight 
voice. Barbara had the role. What’s the matter with you 
people? How can you fire her before she’s done anything?’ 

Bobby stayed calm. ‘We’re not firing her, she’s getting 
paid off. Call it creative differences.’ ~ 
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‘Creative differences, my ass.’ 

‘You’re getting your commission.’ 

‘Commission doesn’t mean shit when Fm dealing with an 
unhappy client.’ 

T)on’t give me that.’ 

The agent switched tracks. Why are you calling, Bobby?’ 
he asked sarcastically. ‘You want to sign another one of my 
clients so you can fire them the next day?’ 

‘Barbara wrecked my house last night.’ 

‘She did whatV 

Tour client broke into my house, cut my clothes to 
ribbons, and smashed up my house.’ 

‘I don’t think so.’ 

‘Oh, yeah, I think so.’ 

Why are you telling me? 

‘1 want you to have a talk with her. Fm not pressing 
charges because I don’t care to see this on Hard Copy. But if 
she ever comes near me again, she’ll be asking for plenty of 
trouble. Be sure to pass on the message.’ 

☆ ☆ ☆ 

Michael- reached Quincy and told him he couldn’t meet 
him. 

Quincy was aggravated. Why not?’ 

“It’s to do with Bella,’ Michael explained. ‘Something’s 
coming down.’ 

‘Can I help?’ 

‘No. FU be in touch.’ 

A few minutes later Marjory met him in the front hall, 
dressed smartly in a chic red suit, her long fair hair pulled 
back in a neat bun. ‘1 called the bank,’ she said. They’re 
opening early for me. They’ll have the money in cash.’ 

‘Great,’ he said, feeling guilty, but what could he do? 

‘Which would you prefer?’ she asked, clinging on to his 
arm. To cat home tonight, or shall I make a reservation at a 
restaurant?’ 

He didn’t know which was worse, sitting at home with 



Marjory in the gloom of the mausoleum, or going out with 
her. ‘Let’s go out,’ he said at last. 

‘Do you have a preference?’ 

‘Hamburger Hamlet’s the only place I know.’ 

Til choose somewhere nice,’ she said, still clutching his 
arm. ‘Michael, Tm so happy you came to me for help.’ 

He didn’t know what to say. Right now all he was 
concerned with was finding Bella. 

The\' travelled in separate cars to the bank, met up outside 
and entered together. 

Once inside, Marjory was treated like visiting royalty. The 
bank officer counted out the money she’d requested in 
hundred dollar bills, then put it into an envelope. She took 
the envelope and handed it straight to him. He stuffed it 
inside his jacket. 

Is everything all right. Miss Sanderson?’ the bank officer 
asked, staring pointedly at Michael. 

Tine, thank you,’ she replied, an arrogant tilt to her chin. 
Tour prompt assistance was most helpful.’ 

They left the bank and stood outside for a moment. 

‘Good luck,’ she said, leaning in to kiss him on the mouth. 
‘Phone me as soon as you find out anything.’ 

Til do that,’ he said edgily. 

He drove directly to the gas station and hung out by the 
pay phone. Lighting a-cigarccte he scanned the area, searching 
for anything suspicious. 

At exactly ten o’clock the phone rang. Grinding his 
cigarette butt into the ground, he snatched the receiver. 

A woman’s voice. ‘Michael Scorsini?’ 

Tcs.’ 

T)o you have it?’ 

Tvc got it.’ 

‘Get into your car and drive to Century City.’ 

‘Where in Century' City'?’ 

Tark, go into Brentano’s Bookstore. Don’t forget you’re 

bang carefully watched at all times. If you’re followed, the 
deal is off.’ 

‘Nobody’s following me. Where’s Bella?’ 
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‘You’ll find out in exchange for the money.’ 

T want my daughter.’ 

The only way you’ll get her is if you co-operate.’ 

‘How do I know you have her?’ 

That’s a risk you must take.’ 

‘Where do I go once Fm inside the bookstore?’ 

‘Walk around. We’ll find you.’ 

The line went dead. He stood by the phone for a moment 
thinking about the ramifications. What if he handed over the 
money and nothing happened? What if he couldn’t find Bella? 
What if this was some great big scam? 

Maybe he should have called in the cops. 

No. It was too risky - however sophisticated their surveil- 
lance teams were, something could go wrong and blow the 
whole deal. This was something he had to take care ofhimself 
. He’d never felt so helpless, and yet there was nothing he 
could do except follow instructions. Right now there was no 
other way. 

☆ ☆ ☆ 

Rosa glanced around the packed press conference taking 
place at the Parker Center. ‘Exciting, huh?’ she whispered. 
‘I’ll say,’ Kennedy replied. 

‘As soon as this is over, we’ll do a remote outside.’ 
Kennedy nodded. Tm all set.’ 

The Chief of Police and the Mayor, surrounded by their 
minions, made their entrance. 

Kennedy settled back, ready to hear what they had to say. 

☆ ☆ ☆ 

On their second visit to the house, Reno carried a crowbar in 
a hold-all, fully prepared to break into Zane’s room. 

There’ll be no problem,’ Luca said confidently. This time 
we’ll nail the fucker.’ 

‘Let’s go over this again,’ Bosco said. ‘You’re tcllin’ him 
you want him to come for a ride with us to discuss his future.’ 


That’s it/ 

‘How about the maid and the gardener: 

Tou think they’re gonna miss him when he’s gone? They 
don’t give a shit. Once we got him in the car, we drive out r 

the desert an’ dump him for good.’ 

The sun was shining and the birds were singing when they 
arrived at the house. This place ain’t bad,’ Luca said, his 
hooded eyes checking out his property'. ‘Fixed up it could be 
a fuckin’ palace. I could set a girl up here easy.’ 

‘What girl?’ Bosco asked. 

‘Bambi/ 

Reno laughed disbelieving!)'. Tou wanna set a hooker up 
in your house?’ 

Tf l make her my exclusive property, why the fuck not?’ 

Tou mean you’d give her this place?’ Bosco said, eyes 
popping. 

T wouldn’t give her nothin’. Fd stash her here, an’ at my 
convenience, fly in whenever I felt like it. Maybe I should 
spend more time here.’ 

Tou’d better change your way of dressing if you’re 
planning on doin’ that,’ Reno remarked. 

Tou criticizing the way I dress?’ 

‘No, but a silk suit don’t cut it in LA. You gotta be more 
casual. We havta take a walk down Rodeo Drive, visit some 
of them fancy' stores where they charge you five hundred 
bucks for a tie/ 


‘Five hundred for a freakin’ tie?’ Bosco said, —s 

head in disbelief. ‘No freakin’ way!’ 

That’s what they pay on Rodeo,’ Reno said, speafem as 
if he were the town expert. 

‘OK, so we’ll do it later - after we’ve gotten rid cr the 
prick,’ Luca decided. - 


They' entered the house and headed for Zane’s room. 

‘Knock first. If he don’t answer, bust in,’ Luca com- 
manded, standing back. 

‘Sure,’ Reno replied, knocking sharply. 

^cre was no response. He knocked again. Still no 
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He’s out,’ Bosco said. 

*1 don’t give a fast crap whether he’s out or not,’ Luca said 
in a hard voice. This time we’re goin’ in.’ 

Reno worked on the locks for a few minutes until the 
door sprang open and they entered the room. 

Tuckin’ stench!’ Luca complained, wrinkling his nose as 
he took in the unmade bed, garbage on the floor, and a 
cockroach scurrying over a Big Mac wrapper. This place is a 
fuckin’ dump.’ 

He’s gone,’ Reno said. ‘Look around, there’s nothin’ 
here.’ 

‘Someone must’ve told him we was visiting,’ Bosco added. 
He took a fast run.’ 

Tuck'.’ Luca exploded. You mean I gotta go searchin’ for 
this schifosoi Jesus Christ!’ 

We should’a stayed around yesterday,’ Reno said. Waited 
for him to come back.’ 

Why didn’t you open your big . mouth then?’ Luca 
landed. 

Eldessa was in the kitchen when they marched in. 

Where is he?’ Luca demanded. 

She shrugged non-committally. T)unno. He was here 
cerday. He must’a come back and packed up - 1 never saw 
1 leave.’ 

You got no idea where he went?’ Bosco asked. 

Ho. He never told me nothin’.’ 

What car does he drive?’ Reno asked. 

: A black Ford,’ she said. 

You know the licence?’ 

She shook her head. 

Luca pulled out his gold money clip, extracted a hundred- 
lar bill and slipped it to her. ‘If he comes back make sure 
1 find out where he’s livin’. You do that and there’s more 
ere this came from.’ 

Yessir!’ 

Tosco, give her the number at the hotel.’ 

Bosco scribbled down the number and handed it over. 
C’mon,’ Luca said, Sve’ve wasted enough time.’ 



Shelley did not come home nil night. The Man roamed around 
the house becoming more furious as each hour passed. 

Hon 1 dare the bitch stay out. 

How dare she do this to him. 

She was sleeping with smnebody. She was a whole just like he’d 
known she was. Every woman he’d ever known eventually let him 
down. It was a given. 

His anger deepened when it began to get light and there was 
still was no sign of Shelley. She was ruining his plans. 

He went into the small kitchen, boiled a kettle of water and 
made himself a cup of black coffee. 

It was impossible to sleep. How could he sleep when he had no 
idea when Shelley was going to appear and surpiise him ? 

Not that he needed much sleep. He never rested more than 
three or four hours a night. 

Taking a chair, he placed it opposite the fhmt door. Then he 
sat down to wait. 

Eventually she’d come home, and when she did he was ready. 

☆ ☆ ☆ 

Shelley opened her eyes and immediately realized three 
things. One, she was not alone. Two, she was not in her own 
bed. Three, she had no clothes on. It was then she recalled 
the previous night. She’d gone to acting class, mer a seem- 
ingly nice man who’d invited her bade to his place for pizza 
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with some friends. They’d sat around talking and drinking 
wine, his friends had- left, they’d talked some more, she’d 
drunk too much, and that’s the last she remembered. 

Her head throbbed. Spying her clothes on the floor, she 
crept quietly out of bed, gathered up her things and scurried 
into the bathroom. 

She dressed quickly, suffused with guilt. It was so unlike 
her to sleep around. Before coming to Hollywood she’d only 
had one boyfriend - a steady from high school. Since arriving 
in LA she’d had no boyfriends at all. The only man she’d 
even gotten close to liking was John Seagal, but he was a 
strange one, he’d given no indication of wanting to get 
involved, even though she’d encouraged him as much as she 
could. 

Once dressed she felt more secure. Standing in the bath- 
room she wondered whether she should slip out of the 
apartment and go home, or if she should wake her new best 
friend. The embarrassing thing was she couldn’t recall any- 
thing about their love-making, in fact she didn’t even know 
his name. 

She went back into the bedroom and stared at him, willing 
herself to remember. 

He stirred, opened his eyes and sat up in bed. Tou’rc up,’ 
he said, stretching his arms above his head. 

She smiled nervously. He had long brown hair, an 
extremely hairy' chest and muscled arms. ‘Shall I make coffee!’ 
she asked tentatively. 

‘Yeah, I could do with a cup,’ he said, getting out of bed 
and padding naked into the bathroom. 

She went into the tiny kitchen and boiled some water. ‘I 
didn’t mean to stay over,’ she called out. 

“S’ OK,’ he replied loudly. 

‘It’s just that ... I ... I think I had too much to drink.’ 
The way I feel, we both did.’ 

1 suppose I should have a cup of coffee and go home.’ 

Teah,’ he said, emerging from the bathroom. 

Wasn’t he going to ask how it was for her? 

Wasn’t he going to suggest that they saw each other again? 


‘Do you take milk and sugar?’ she asked. 

‘Milk, no sugar,’ he said, pulling on a pair of Levi’s. 

She handed him a mug of coffee. ‘Where are you from?’ 
she asked, groping for conversation. 

‘Arkansas,’ he said, taking a gulp of hot coffee. 

‘How long have you been going to acting class?’ 

He threw on a plaid shirt. What is this - question time?’ 

‘It’s just that we spent the night together and I don’t know 
anything about you.’ 

He laughed nastily. ‘Arc we supposed to exchange resunids 
just because we had good sex?’ 

Was it good sex? she wanted to ask, seeing as she couldn’t 
remember. 

‘No, but it might be nice, since we spent die night 
togcdier.’ 

‘Listen, honey,’ he said, putting down the coffee mug. ‘It’s 
not my intention to upset you, but you were the one that 
begged to stay over, and my girlfriend’s coming back diis 
morning, so you gotta leave.’ 

Tour girlfriend?’ she said, stunned. 

‘Yeah, my girlfriend,’ lie answered belligcrendy. Wanna 
make somediing outra it?’ 

Why did I spend die night?’ she asked, feeling used and 
let down. 

"Cause you wanted it, baby. You wanted it bad.’ 

‘You never told me you had a girlfriend,’ she said 
accusingly. 

‘Do us both a favour and split before we get into a fight,’ 
he said, walking back into die bathroom and slamming the 
door. 

She ran out of his apartment, sat in her car and burst into 
tears. 

This was not a good way to start die day. 

☆ ☆ ☆ 

The Man’s eyes must have closed because he was suddenly awak- 
ened ly the sound of a car door slamming. 
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He sat up, springing to attention. 

The whore was home and he had to be ready to greet her.' 

☆ ☆ ☆ 

When Shelley walked through the front door she was sti 
upset about her one-night stand. For a moment she didn 
notice Zane sitting there. When she did she was startled. ‘01 
my God, John!’ she exclaimed. What arc you doing here?’ 

He stood up. ‘I came to see you. You invited me, didn 
you?’ 

She was puzzled. ‘Of course I did, but . . . how did yo 
get in?’ 

C 1 arrived last night. You were out, so 1 let myself in’ 

Tou mean you spent the night here?’ she said, frowninj 
Although she was pleased to see him, she was not sure li 
should have taken the liberty of spending the night in h< 
house without her permission. Plus it wasn’t even her houi 
- she was house-sitting for her acting coach who’d impressc 
upon her she was allowed no overnight guests. 

Where were you all night?’ he asked coldly. 

Her frown deepened. What?’ 

‘I asked where you were all night.’ 

‘Really, John, I don’t think it’s any of your business.’ 

> Tm making it my business.’ 

She was confused. Here was this man, whose attentio 
she’d tried to attract for months, acting like a jealous bo; 
friend. If she hadn’t been so upset about last night she woul 
have known how to deal with him. 

C I don’t understand your attitude,’ she said, puzzled an 
upset. ‘I think you’d better go.’ 

‘No,’ he said sharply. "You invited me here. You’ve bee 
chasing me for months.’ 

She flushed angrily. She’d had enough of men for one da; 
‘I have not,’ she said hody. 

“Yes, you have. Inviting me to your room, confiding th 
you’re lonely, telling me all about yourself. Well, now Pi 
here.’ 


‘I don’t want you here.’ 

Ids inevitable, Shelley.’ 

'What’s inevitable?’ 

TJs. You and me together.’ 

He was beginning to alarm h^.. 
police if you don’t go,’ she said, sod 
on the hall table. 

He reached her swiftly and grsbpc 

‘You’re hurting me,’ she said, trymg 

‘I do not appreciate your behaviour 
not appreciate you staying out all nipt. 

“None of your business,’ she said. £r 
‘Letgoofmeatonce.’ 

‘Were you?’ he demanded. 

She attempted to pull away, but rr 
him more determined to hold on to : 
her wrists, pinning them up against rhs 

If you were with a man Fll know,’ h 
sex Fll know.’ 

Shelley realized she was in serious 
dread overcame her. 


As 
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* * * 


The Man stared at her with passionless blank 

Time/ Shelley whispered. ‘Let me rt. I watt canfwwn sbettt 
this, I won’t tell anybody you were here.’ 

TF/io would you tell? My unde? Hate ycu been ttdkbnr ~ bi~r 
No,’ she said ijuickly. 7 don’t knew raer tended 
Tut you just threatened me. Tou said tetri ted sonebzdzd 
7 didn’t mean it.’ 

His head hurt. He hadn’t planned at adding her. hit new 
thm semed no ether way. She knew sanetbing he wwawt taking. 
She was fs cahoots with Isis unde, and if he didn’t pet rid cfher 
she’d yym lnm up. 

Besides, and this was the real reason he had to be eliminated 
he needed a safe place to bring Cheryl andjerdanna. 

It was time. 
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Chapter Thirty-Nine 

☆ 


Brentano’s wasn’t crowded. Michael roamed around, finally 
settling in front of the magazine stand, where he picked up a 
copy oiRollinjj Stone and flicked unsecingty dirough the pages. 

He’d had plenty of time to think about what lie was going 
to do. Plenty of time to figure out a plan of action. Whoever 
approached him would get no money out of him until they 
^produced tangible proof he was getting Bella back. 

";v '^Putting the magazine down, he walked over to the audio* 
section. After a few moments he felt somebody standing 
ind him. 

‘Don’t turn around,’ a woman’s voice whispered in his car. 

Where’s Bella?’ he said, staring straight ahead, although 
lis instinct was to spin around, grab whoever it was and beat 
hem to a pulp. His anger was ready to explode. 

‘It’s more complicated than you think.’ 

Mustn't blow it, he thought. Gotta stay calm. 

Where’s my daughter?’ he repeated in a low angry voice. 

We have to trust each other,’ the woman said. ‘I’ll tel! you 
/here she is - but first the money.’ 

‘No way.’ 

Tut the money on the shelf in front of you and walk away 
/ith me. My partner will pick it up. When he signals it’s all 
here, you and I will talk.’ 

‘How do I know you’ve got something to tell me?’ . 

Would I be doing this if I didn’t? You’re a big strong 
man. I wouldn’t put myself at risk.’ 
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His mind was going in all different directions. He couldn’i 
decide what to do. Finally he realized he had no choice 
Groping in his pocket he pulled out the envelope containing 
the money and placed it on the shelf next to a Tom Clancy 
audio. Then he immediately turned around, grabbing the 
woman’s arm, moving so fast she had no chance to pull away. 

As soon as he had her, he took a look to see who she was 
She was in her thirties, with short dyed blonde hair and a 
suntanned face - most of it hidden behind huge mirrored 
sunglasses. She had on a blue T-shirt, short denim skirt and 
white ankle boots. From what he could see her body was 
good and she was pretty in a cheap way. He noticed she was 
extremely nervous, her bottom lip quivered and her manner 
was jumpy. 

‘Who arc you?’ he asked, as they headed for the door. 

It doesn’t matter,’ she said brusquely. 

It matters to me.’ 

‘Don’t get personal or I won’t tell you anything. And, 
believe me, I know exactly where you can find your kid.’ 

‘I need to know who you arc.’ 

‘A friend of Rita’s,’ she said abruptly. “We worked together 
when she first came out here from New York.’ 

Once they were outside, she pointed to an open restaurant 
area. ‘As soon as I get a signal that the money’s all there, we’ll 
talk.’ 

He knew his nails were digging into her flesh, but he kept 
his grip on her arm, for he had no intention of allowing her 
the slightest opportunity' of making a run for it. 

‘How- come you waited this long to approach me. 1 ' he 
asked, his eyes diligendy searching the surrounding area ro 
sec if he could spot her accomplice. 

‘Saw you on television,’ she said. ‘Felt sorrv for you,' 

‘Not sorry enough to give me the information without the 
money, huh?’ 

She shrugged. ‘I’ve a sister who needs medical attention, 
the money will see her through an operation.' 

‘You’re bringing rears to my eves.’ 

Tm here, aren’t I?’ 
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Tou’re here because of the ten thousand bucks. Is B 
OK?’ 

‘She’s very healthy,’ the woman said, reaching into 
cheap white imitation leather purse and extracting a tigare 

He felt like doing the same, but he didn’t dare let gc 
her. 

‘We’ll sit here,’ she said, gesturing towards a table ou 
the open. 

‘No. The comer one,’ he said sharply. ‘And place y 
back against the wall.’ 

Tm not going anywhere.’ 

1 trust you as much as you trust me.’ 

They sat down. ‘I trust you,’ she said. ‘You wen 
followed.’ 

He stared at his reflection in her mirrored glasses. Ti 
do you know I’m not wired? What makes you think Pm i 
taping our conversation and you’ll end up in the slammer 
extortion?’ 

"Cause you want to see your daughter,’ she said, her e 
behind the glasses scanning the passing parade of people. 

What are we waiting for?’ he asked impatiently. 

^ Pulling nervously on her cigarette she said, ‘I have 
• know the money is all there.’ A few more minutes pas: 
. • before she received the expected signal. ‘OK,’ she said, ‘i 
‘ you ready?’ 

He nodded slowly. ‘Yes,’ he said, Tm ready.’ 

It’s not what you expea. It’ll shock you.’ 

He asked the question he’d been dreading. Is Bella bei 
used for child pornography?’ 

‘No, nothing like that,’ she said, taking a long drag on 1 
cigarette. Til start from the beginning.’ 

‘Do that,’ he said rightly. 

When Rita first came out here we worked together.’ 

‘Where?’ 

‘A topless bar near the airport - a girl can make plenty 
money that way.’ She removed a fleck of tobacco from 1 
teeth. ‘Our customers liked Rita a lot. She answered th< 
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time, and I was looking for a room-mate. Rita was in a hotel 
with her kid, so 1 had die two of them move in with me.’ 

He leaned forward, taking in every word. 

‘We did OK until the guy running die bar got himself 
into debt. Then the bar went bust and we were out of a job, 
so Rita an’ I started doing guys on die side - it paid the rent, 
an’ we knew enough men who were happy to pay.’ 

He felt sick to his stomach. 'What about Bella?’ lie asked. 
Was she in die apartment when diis was going on?’ 

‘She didn’t see anything. Rita never brought johns back 
unless Bella was asleep. She was a good mother diat way.’ 

Is diat your idea of being a good modicr?’ lie said harshly. 
‘Don’t fuck the dicks if your kid’s awake?’ 

We do what we have to do to survive,’ she said, shrug- 
ging. ‘It’s not easy when you have a child to support, and 
you weren’t sending her money.’ 

The hell I wasn’t,’ he said angrily. ‘She’s had alimony out 
of me ever since she left.’ 

Well . . . Rita wasn’t always die most honest person in 
the world.’ 

‘Keep talking - ’ 

‘She walked out on me one day. Didn’t tell me she was 
leaving - simply packed her stuff an’ moved out.’ 

‘Is that when she went to the Sunset View Apartments?’ 

‘Right. Some guy started paying her rent. Then she met 
Heron Jones, and he set her up with Daly Forrest. Next thing 
she’s working in the porno business. It would’ve been nice if 
she’d gotten me a job too, but Rita wasn’t into helping her 
friends.’ 

Where is this taking us?’ he asked grimly. 

‘A couple of months after she moved I went to visit her, 
she owed me money and I wanted it. She wasn’t exaedy 
dirillcd to see me, but there was nothing she could do. I 
knew she had the money ’cause she was working pretty steady 
by this time.’ 

‘Did she pay you?’ 

Tcs. And while 1 was there .1 noticed the kid wasn’t 
around, so I asked where she was. Rita told me Bella was 
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with her father. I said, “I thought you hated his guts,” ’cause 
she didn’t exactly talk about you in a flattering way. 
“Michael’s not her father,” she said, “Sal’s her father.” “Who’s 
Sal?” I asked. And she told me he’s your brother.’ 

He felt a deep cold searing hurt inside. Jesus Christ! Could 
this be true? No fiicktnjj way. 

And yet . . . he kept listening. 

‘So then she starts explaining to me about how she was 
pregnant when you two got married,’ the woman continued. 
‘But it was Sal’s baby all along, and since he wouldn’t marry 
her, he set it up for you two to meet. Told her you’d do the 
right thing by her, an’ you did. After a while she moved to 
LA, got together with Daly, and found Bella too much of a 
responsibility. She was in constant touch with Sal, and when 
she heard his wife couldn’t get pregnant, she told him he 
could take Bella. I asked her if you knew about it, “He’ll 
never find out,” she said. “He don’t give a shit about his kid." 
So I said, “Well, if he’s in New York he will.” And she said, 
“He don’t give a shit about his family cither.”’ 

This was almost too much information for him to digest, 
lis woman was telling him that Bella was not his child, that 
1 had fathered her, and that all this time, while he’d been 
iving himself insane with worry, Bella was safely in New 
>rk with Sal. 

He was filled with a rage so intense he thought he might 
plode. Tiow do I know you’re telling the truth?’ he said at 
it. 

Tt would be a helluva story to make up, wouldn’t it?’ she 
id, blowing smoke rings. ‘And if I was making it up, how 
juld I know all these details?’ 

He felt like he’d been rammed in the stomach with a 
dge-hammer. It was all too much. Who murdered Rita?’ 
managed to ask. T>o you know?’ 

T)aly Forrest had mob involvements. He owed people 
money and they threatened him — something to do with 
distribution of his porno movies. After Rita was murdered, I 
laid low, ’cause I didn’t want anybody suspecting I knew 
anything.’ 



He pressed on, determined to hear it all. ‘What about the 
tape? Bella’s voice was on the tape.’ 

That was my cousin’s kid, they all sound alike at that age,’ 
she said, picking up her cheap pocketbook and stubbing out 
her cigarette. ‘I gotta go now.’ 

‘No,’ he said harshly, grabbing her arm again. ‘First you’re 
telling me who you arc,’ 

1 don’t have to tell you nothing. Go to New York, Bella’s 
there. Only what does it matter now? She’s not even your 
kid, is she?’ 

There was a thunderous roaring in his head. Instinctively 
he knew she was telling the truth. It all made sense. Rita and 
Sal. The perfect couple. How they must have laughed at him 
behind his back. 

It occurred to him that his mother had to have known all 
along, and yet she’d let him suffer for months. As for Sal - 
that fat, stinking, piece of shit sonofabitch. He’d fucking kill 
him. 

The woman got up from the table and began walking 
away. He didn’t stop her, he didn’t care. 

He sat there for a long while, his head in his hands, trying 
to get it straight. Eventually he got up, went to his car and 
drove directly to the airport. 

As soon as he arrived at LAX he stopped at a pay phone 
and called Quincy'. 

Amber picked up and informed him Quincy was out. ‘Listen 
carefully. Amber,’ he said, speaking slowly and concisely. 
There’s been an important development regarding Bella. I 
have to fly. to New York. Tell Quincy it’s an emergency'.’ 

‘Have you found her?’ Amber asked anxiously. ‘Is she all 
right?’ 

His answer was guarded. T think so,’ he said carefully. 

‘Michael, Tm so relieved. But I know Quincy will want to 
speak to you. Will you be with your family?’ 

‘No, tell him not to call me there, OK? I’ll keep in touch 
with you guys. Don’t worry, it’ll all work out.’ 

American Airlines had a flight leasing in half an hour. 

He booked himself on it. 
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A 

Chapter Forty 

☆ — 


Detective Carlyle glared at Kennedy across the room. The 
fact that she’d marched into the meeting with her newscaster 
friend and dumped a load of detailed information on the 
ble had really pissed him off. She was making him look like 
Fool and he didn’t appreciate it. What right did she have to 
terfere in his case pretending she knew what she was doing? 
s far as he was concerned the two of them were a couple of 
dibreakers with some half-assed theory about who the LA 
rangier was. They were too late anyway, because, unfortu- 
itcly for Detective Carlyle, Boyd Keller, the thirty-some- 
ting hotshot special investigator assigned to head the newly 
irmcd task force, had come up with the same information. 

fact, he’d already taken it one step further and ordered 
-NA and fingerprint tests that could prove conclusively Zane 
larion Ricca was their man. Right now they were waiting 
ir results, but everyone seemed pretty certain that within 
ic next twenty-four hours there’d be an APB out on Zane 
larion Ricca. 

What kind of a name was Zane Marion Ricca anyway? ■ 
Detective Carlyle burped, not so discreetly. 

Kennedy shot him a look. Trust her to catch it. She 
:finitely needed a man to keep her in line, and so did the 
her one. He wouldn’t mind obliging as far as the Spanish 
„.ie was concerned, she had the kind of body that really got 
him going, and he wouldn’t say no to her smouldering eyes 
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and full inviting lips. As for Kennedy - no way - cool as ice, 
she’d freeze a man’s balls off. 

He wished Kennedy Chase and her friend would get the 
hell out. There was nothing he liked less than being made to 
look a fool, and that’s exactly what these two women had 
done, coming up with facts he should have been aware of, 
considering two of the murders had taken place in his 
division. ■ 

Too bad. His workload was a bitch - he could only do so 
much, he wasn’t a fucking machine. 

Kennedy stood up, so did the other one. Nice tits. Any 
other time he might have appreciated them more, but right 
now he was too pissed off. 

The two women were on their way out. And not a 
moment too soon. 


☆ ☆ ☆ 

Once Kennedy and Rosa got outside they turned to each 
other and started laughing. 

‘Did you see the faces on those guys?’ Rosa said. ‘What a 
sorrv bunch of schmucks.’ 

4 

‘I know,’ Kennedy agreed. 

‘And as for your Detective Carlyle—’ 

Tic’s not my detective,’ Kennedy interrupted indignantly. 
The first time I interviewed him I knew he was an idiot. He 
had to realize there were connections between the murders, 
but when I pointed it out he didn’t want to know. What kind 
of detective doesn’t investigate?’ 

‘A dumb detective.’ 

‘Right.’ 

Thcj- began walking towards Rosa’s car. 

T can’t help thinking that if only somebody had done 
something about it then, maybe lives could have been saved,’ 
Kennedy said. 

Rosa nodded. Well, at least the special investigator seems 
to know where it’s at. He was on top of it before we gave 
him the facts.’ ° 
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Thank goodness.’ 

"He’s pretty sexy, huh?’ 

‘Who?’ 

‘Boyd Keller.’ 

c Cmmi, Rosa, you’re practically engaged.’ 

‘But not dead,’ Rosa said with a wink. T)id you notice h 
butt?’ 

‘No, I didn’t,’ Kennedy said firmly. 

They reached Rosa’s car and got in. 

1 must say,’ Rosa said, ‘your commentary after the pre 
conference was excellent. You should give serious conside 
ation to appearing on TV full time.’ 

‘No, thanks. I already have a job I love. Right now Fi 
going home and writing the story Phil would want me t 
vrite.’ 

“Which is?’ 

‘Zane Marion Ricca. I mean, who is this guy? Nobod 
mows that much about him, except that he came out hei 
xom New York and got a part in The Contract. Even whe 
ie was on trial there was hardly any background informatio 
on him. He had high-powered, expensive lawyers. Who paici 
\nd why? I think his story is definitely worth investigating.’ 

“You really get off when you’re working on somethin 
hat excites you,’ Rosa commented, starting the engine. “1 
teats you up more than a man, doesn’t it?’ 

TJnlikc you.’ 

“You’re going to turn into a nun.’ 

Tvc got a confession,’ Kennedy said, a touch sheepishly. 

“What?’ 

“Remember how you were always trying to fix me up wit 
Michael Scorsini?’ 

“Hmm . . . you really blew that one. He was great.’’ . 

She smiled. “We had a drink together the night before Iasi 
rnd . . . I have to say, it was kind of . . . intriguing.’ 

Rosa almost smashed into a Cadillac backing out of 
tar king spot. “I don’t believe what Pm hearing!’ sh 
acclaimed. 
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It’s true,’ Kennedy assured her, still smiling. Tou were 
right for once, he seems like an interesting man.’ 

Ticy, this is good,’ Rosa said enthusiastically. 'When’s die 
next rendezvous?’ 

‘We’re having dinner tonight.’ 

‘I feel like a matchmaker!’ 

Tm not marrying die guy,’ Kennedy pointed out calmly. 
‘We’re merely haring dinner. I’ll let you know what happens.’ 

Tou know what should happen?’ Rosa said with a wicked 
smile, 
mat?’ 

‘A crazed night of wild unadulterated sex!’ 

Is diat all you diink about?’ 

‘Only when I’m homy.’ 

☆ ☆ ☆ 

Bobby was getting ready to leave his office and head for die 
location. Even though he wasn’t working, he liked to be on 
top of die action, hovering over Mac, probably driving him 
nuts, but who eared? 

Tyrone caught him on his way out. ‘It’s done,’ lie 
announced. ‘I cut a deal with Jerry' and his agent. Ami I 
managed to change the schedule. Widi any luck we’ll be able 
to reshoot several of Cedric’s scenes tomorrow. Jerry’s up for 
it. Wardrobe’s on dieir way over to his house now.’ 

Bobby nodded. Great. Now he was stuck with Jerry. Deep 
down he’d hoped Jerry' would be too difficult to handle and 
the deal wouldn’t fly. 

That’s fast work. Pm impressed,’ he said. 

Tyrone shrugged ruefully'. ‘I figured I had to make amends 
for last night.’ 

Tou certainly did. What’s Jerry’ demanding? An arm and 
a leg? Or just a kidney?’ 

Tic was pretty reasonable considering. We pay him mucho 
bucks, he gets special boxed billing, and he’s all set.’ 

‘So tomorrow’s the big day?’ 
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She got up from behind her desk filled with trepidation 
and delight. 1 was just going for lunch. Should I cancel?’ 

‘No. Go enjoy yourself, and don’t tell anybody about the 
movie yet. We’ll make an announcement when the time is 
right. This afternoon you’ll visit the costume designer and 
start picking out clothes. Later we’ll read through the script 
together.’ 

This is really happening, isn’t it?’ she said dreamily. 

Tup.’ 

‘I can’t believe it.’ 

Tou will.’ 

She grinned. ‘I guess I will.’ 

There’s a cleaning crew at my house today, but they 
should be finished by early evening. How about coming over 
for dinner?’ 

She tilted her head to one side. Tou and me?’ 

‘No, you, me and die cleaning lady!’ he joked. 

‘Bobby-’ 

Tes, you and me, Jordanna. Unless you don’t want to.’ 

‘Oh, I want to.’ 

‘Good.’ 

She smiled softly. ‘Good.’ 

‘Come over to the location when you’re through with 
lunch. I’ll be there all afternoon.’ 

She left the office in a daze and drove straight to The Iw. 
Now that the dream was actually coming true she was elated 
and yet scared at the same time. Bobby had all this faith in 
her. Could she really cut it? Would she be good enough? Oh. 
God, could she live up to the famous Levitt name? It was a 
scary thought. 

Cheryl was already at the restaurant, sitting at 2 tab le 
outside on die flower-filled patio. 

Jordanna waved and hurried over. Tli.’ she said 
breathlessly. 

Tou look terrific,’ Cheryl said, nodding approving--. 
‘Very together.’ 

Tou look pretty terrific yourself,’ Jordanna replied sitting- 
down. x 
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They exchanged smiles, immediately comfortable in each 
other’s presence. ‘Banana daiquiri?’ Cheryl questioned. 

*1 have to go back to work,’ Jordanna said. ‘But why nor?’ 

Cheryl signalled the waiter. ‘Another banana daiquiri,’ she 
said. ‘And two orders of crab cakes.’ 

‘So,’ Jordanna said, getting right to it. ‘How’s the call-girl 
business?’ 

‘Lucrative,’ Cheryl drawled. ‘Grant’s working with me 
now.’ 

‘What’s he doing?’ 

•Looking after the girls, overseeing the books, generally 
organizing things.’ 

*1 thought he was an agent.’ 

•He gave it up.’ 

•He gave up his job to work with you?’ 

Tm telling you, Jordy, we’re making so much money it’s 
a joke. Guys are tripping over each other to pay for it.’ 

•How pathetic.’ 

•You would say that.’ 

•It’s the way I feci.’ 

Cheryl was not in the mood for a lecture. ‘How’s Marjory?’ 
:he asked, briskly switching subjects. 

‘She’s got a crush on the detective who’s looking after her. 
It’s pretty sad, really.’ 

‘Maybe not. Patty Hearst married hers.’ 

Tou know how needy Marjory is. And this is a great- 
looking guy who’s not into her at all.’ 

Cheryl sipped her drink. It must be depressing staying up 
there.’ 

Tm getting my own apartment.’ 

•How is it - working for Bobby Rush?’ 

‘Sensational!’ Jordanna said, dying to reveal her news, but 
keeping quiet because Bobby had warned her not to tell 
myone. 

Trom what I read about him in Style Wars he sounds like 
an asshole.’ 

•No way. That writer didn’t get him at all.’ 


‘And how’s Jordan? Did you ever tell him his wife used tc 
be a call girl?’ 

'Why hurt him? If he finds out, that’s his business. Besides, 
she’s pregnant. So let’s just forget we know about her past. 
OK?’ 

‘Jordy,’ Cheryl said hesitandy, ‘there’s something I need to 
talk about.’ 

‘Go ahead.’ 

‘Well ... die other night I did something crazy.’ 

‘So what else is new?’ 

‘No, this was really crazy. Grant talked me into it, but . . . 
the wild thing is I ended up enjoying it.’ 

‘Oh, God,’ Jordanna groaned. ‘What did you do now?’ 

‘I went out on a job.’ 

‘What does that mean?’ 

“We were short of a redhead, and Grant thought it would 
be a good idea. They were paying so much money that I . . . 
I did it for a kick. I visited a customer.’ 

‘What, you mean you screwed him?’ 

‘Not exaedy. I paraded around his hotel suite naked, gave 
him a blow job and indulged in a litde hooker dialogue. The 
scar)' thing is, I actually enjoyed it.’ 

This is not good,’ Jordanna said sternly. Tou’d better get 
your ass back to your shrink quick.’ 

Tic enjoyed it, too.’ 

‘Who? Your shrink?’ 

‘No, stupid! The customer.’ 

‘Who was he?’ 


‘Some old guy from New York. But he was sort of sweet.’ 
She toyed with her drink. Tie wants to see me again.’ 

‘Back by popular demand, huh?’ 

1 guess that’s where it’s at.’ 


‘Look, I’d be the last person to tell you what to do, but 
surely you know you’re treading on dangerous territory?’ 

T guess so.’ . ; 


■You gm, so? Get r«l, Ctayl, and stop this dumb 
behaviour or you’ll really be fucked up.’ 
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TU think about it.’ 

‘You’d better do that. And you’d better do it fast.’ 

☆ ☆ ☆ 

Quincy was angry that Michael had run out on him. He 
enough going on, and he hadn’t expected his friend 
partner to take off without any warning. On the other ii 
if - as Amber said - it was something to do with Bell; 
could understand why. Michael had been through a lot, 
it was to his credit that he’d managed to stay sober and 
fallen totally to pieces. 

Quincy drove towards the studio. He had an appoinu 
to see Mac Brooks on the set. 

He’d heard that any moment there’d be an APB ou 
Zane Ricca. If that was so, the cops would take car 
putting a watch on Jordanna Levitt and Cheryl Landers 
everyone could relax. 

In the meantime, the studio was reaming him out 
Barbara Barr. They wanted to know why he’d allowed h< 
end up on the front page of The Enquirer. Because it 
inevitable, he’d told them. Because she is an uncontroll 
crazed white woman. 

When he arrived at the studio he explained everythin 
Mac, who seemed relieved. ‘At least we don’t have to w 
about the girls any more,’ Mac said. 

‘Right,’ Quincy agreed. The cops will be talking to thi 

Td prefer to keep my name out of this,’ Mac added. 

‘The Contract was your movie,’ Quincy pointed out. 
possible your name will come up.’ 

Goddamn it, Mac thought, why did he have to 
dragged into this? ‘See if you can prevent it,’ he s 
wondering how smart Quincy was and where the o 
detective was. 

Til try.’ 

Mac nodded. He was seriously worried that cvcnn. 
somebody was going to dig deep enough and put toge 
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She stood in the shower for fifteen minutes before grabbing 
a towel and calling Bobby on the set. Tour girlfriend threw 
a can of paint over me,’ she announced, fairly calm consider- 
ing what had taken place. 

‘Excuse me?’ Bobby said, thinking he’d misheard. 

‘Barbara Barr drove past the restaurant while I was waiting 
for my car, and tossed a can of red paint at me. Right now 
Fm at home trying to scrub it off - ids not easy. And you can 
pay for my dry-cleaning bill. Believe me, she’ll pay in another 
way.’ 

‘Jesus, Jocdanna, Fm sorry.’ 

‘It’s not your fault. But I wish you’d be more careful who 
you take to bed.’ 

Til come right over.’ 

‘No, don’t,’ she said quickly. Til be there as soon as I can.’ 

*We have a meeting with Freddie at four o’clock.’ 

‘Oh, goody,’ she said drily. ‘I do hope he goes for the Red 
Indian look.’ 


☆ ☆ ☆ 

at was lying on the couch switching TV channels and 
iing a glass of vodka when Cheryl arrived home; Tour 
friend called,’ he said, lowering the volume on the remote. 
Which boyfriend is that?’ she asked, kicking off her 
es. 

Mr Nanni wants you at his hotel at seven.’ He jumped off 
couch. ‘Are you going?’ he asked, not looking at her. 

Do you think I should?’ she said, placing the decision in 
aands. 

ie slouched over to the bar for a refill looking dishevelled 
not too happy. °S’up to you,’ he said casually. 

Maybe I will,’ she said, waiting for him to ask her not to. 
Please yourself,’ he said, pouring more vodka into his 
s. 

fhat’s exactly what I intend to do,’ she said crisply. 

How was your lunch with Jordanna?’ he said, returning 
10 me couch with his drink clutched firmly in his hand. 



Tine. Apart from the fact she got a bucket load of paint 
thrown over her outside the restaurant.’ 

‘No way.’ 

‘It was quite a scene.’ 

‘Who did it?’ 

‘Barbara Barr. Our local resident psycho.’ 

q took her out once. She’s a nut.’ 

Cheryl favoured him with an amused look. ‘I thought you 
only went for the blonde-cheerleader, big-tits look.’ 

He did not appreciate her comment. Tou don’t know 
everything about me,’ he said bad-temperedly. 

Tcs, I do,’ she snapped back. 

TJo, you don't? 

q know that you drink too much, use too much coke, and 
that you’re totally screwed up.’ 

Tike you’re so together.’ 

They exchanged a heavy glare. He infuriated her. Why 
didn’t he sec that she really cared about him? 

q’m going out again,’ she said, furious that he didn’t seem 
to give a damn. 

‘Where now?’ he asked, swigging vodka. 

Let’s see if this would get to him. q have to buy a nurse’s 
uniform for my appointment,’ she said, hoping he’d tell her 
not to. ‘And a lacy black garterbelt.’ 

q thought you were going to tell me the details.’ 

The truth was that he simply didn’t care. Too personal,’ 
she said, swallowing her disappointment. ‘See ya.’ 

☆ ☆ ☆ 

The five hours spent sitting on the plane were the longest five 
hours of Michael’s life. The whole focus of his life had 
changed and he had no idea what was important any more. 
One moment he was a father searching for his daughter, and 
the next ... he had nothing. He was overwhelmed with 
sadness, mixed in with the relief that at least little Bella was 
safe. She might not be his daughter, but he would always 
love her whatever happened. 
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There was only one thing he was sure of, and that was 
that he had to have a confrontation with Sal if he was to put 
it behind him. 

Had Sal honestly thought that he’d get away with it for 
ever? What kind of a dumb schmuck was he? Surely his 
brother knew that one day he’d come back to New York and 
find out the truth? 

And what the hell was his mother thinking? Was she so 
uncaring about his feelings that she didn’t give a damn? 

Yes. Fact of life. She didn’t care. She never had. 

A pretty stewardess stopped by his seat. She’d been 
coming on to him ever since they’d left LA and now she was 
making another attempt. ‘How about a drink?’ she suggested 
brightly. 

Yeah, how about a drink ? A double Scotch on the rocks wotdd 
be nice. Two double Scotches. Or maybe three. He could get blasted 
if he wanted - it was his life. 

:emptation was too much. Til have a Scotch,’ he said, 

jerous words mirroring his thoughts. 

ling right up,’ she said, bright smile fixed firmly in 

es, coming right up. 
ould fucking taste it. 



☆ 


Once, when he was my young, his mother had kissed him in a 
strange fashion - the way he’d always seen her kiss his father. 

The Man had never forgotten it. It represented a closeness 
between him and his mother he’d never thought possible. 

After that he’d regarded his father as the enemy and treated 
him as such. 

His father was a big tough-looking man who’d walked with a 
limp. He’d overshadowed his son in every way and treated him like 
an inferior being. 

Then there was Uncle Luca, who didn’t visit often, but when 
he did it was always an occasion. His mother would fiiss around 
the house, making stire everything was perfect. 

When he was sixteen, he’d questioned his mother about Uncle 
Luca. What does he do?’ he’d asked. 

‘ Tour uncle is famotis.’ 

How come we never go to his house?’ 

‘ Because he comes to see us once in a while, and that’s all right.’ 

He suspected his mother had more than a sisterly interest in 
Uncle Luca. 

When you’re old enough he’ll give you a job in one of his 
businesses.’ 

What business is that?’ 

‘Commodities,’ his mother had said vaguely. 

He’d stared at her, he wasn’t a fool, he’d known perfectly well 
that his uncle was a big-time mobster. 

By the time he got out of high scJjool his father had been sent to 
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jail for armed robbery and racketeering. His father was a low-rent 
version of Uncle Luca, so it didn’t bother him he was no longer 
around. 

With his father absent, his mother labelled him the man of the 
family, turning to him far support. 

Their relationship intensified, and he was relieved to finally 
escape to college, where Unde Luca paid his tuition. 

When he graduated his mother had insisted he go to work for 
his uncle. 

He’d refused, informing her he wished to be an actor. 

She’d objected strongly when he’d told her he intended to go to 
Hollywood and star in movies. 

In spite of her objections he’d remained adamant - studying 
with an acting coach, landing a small role in an off-Broadway 
play, eventually persuading her that this is what he was bom to 
do. Finally she’d gone to Uncle Luca and requested Ins assistance. 

After a while it came to pass that with his uncle’s help he’d 
flown to Hollywood, gotten a role in The Contract and met The 
Girl. 

He’d strangled the bitch because she’d wanted nothing to do 
with him. 

He’d strangled her because she represented all the bad things 
about women. 

Now that all seemed such a long time ago. 

In a way Shelley had reminded him of The Girl. He’d fait sorry 
far her. Even when he’d tied her up, stripped her clothes off and 
had sex with her, he’d felt a certain amount of regret. 

When he’d put his hands arosmd her skinny white neck and 
squeezed the life out of her, he’d made sure it was quick. She’d 
been too jrightened to scream. She’d stared at him with petrified 
eyes and remained totally silent. 

He didn’t like that. It wasn’t normal. Killing her was not as 
satisfactory as he’d expected. 

He’d spent the afternoon digging a shallow grave in the 
backyard, and when he was done he’d carried her outside and laid 
her to rest, folding her hands cnrefitlly across her chest, so that she 
appeared quite peacefid when he’d covered her in earth. 

Now he had the house to himself. 



He had his piracy. 

He had a safe haven where i 
And he wanted Cheryl and 
It was time to punish than t 
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The meeting with Freddie Leon was going well, at least 
Jordanna thought it was, although she couldn’t really tell 
because Freddie did not show much emotion with his poker 
face, cordial features and quick bland smile. His nidai&me 
was The Snake’ because it was said he could slither in and 
out of any deal. However, nobody ever called him The 
Snake’ to his face. 

Ton won’t regret this, Freddie,’ Bobby said, acting as her 
biggest booster. 'Jordanna’s going to be the next Julia 
Roberts.’ 

C I don’t intend to be the next anybody,’ she interrupted 
hotly. The original Jordanna Levitt will do nicely, thank 
you.’ 

Freddie liked that. He smiled his quick little smile. The 
original, huh?’ 

“You got it.’ 

‘Well, Jordanna . . . how about we take a test run 
together?’ 

‘Drive with me, Freddie, and we’re going all the way,’ she 
said boldly. She was not intimidated by men with power, 
after all, she’d grown up with the best. 

When I consider signing a client I have them thoroughly 
checked out,’ Freddie said, stroking his chin. 

‘And what did you find out about me?’ she asked, prowling 
around his expensively decorated office. 

That you like to go to clubs, that you' haven’t really 



focused on anything in your life, and that you’re not exact) 
close to your father.’ 

‘Bullshit,’ she said, fiercely defensive. Jordan and I ai 
extremely close.’ 

Freddie laughed. ‘Bobby, you’re right - she’s a beautifi 
challenge, and she’d better be talented too, because Fm takin 
her on.’ 

Bobby was pleased. “You won’t regret it.’ 

‘Ton might,’ Freddie remarked. ‘Now that Fm represeni 
ing her, we’re going for a killer deal.’ 

‘Hey,’ Bobby objected. ‘Squeeze our balls the second tim 
around.’ - 

Freddie responded with a short sharp laugh. The fin 
time suits me nicely.’ He turned to Jordanna. Tooks lik 
we’re in business,’ he said. Til have agency contracts draw 
up and over to your house by the end of the day. Where di 
you live?’ 

Tm staying at Marjory Sanderson’s,’ she said. Tut 
plan on getting my own apartment.’ She grinned slyly. ‘I 
you make me a really good deal, I can get a really nic 
apartment.’ 

He stood up, indicating the meeting was over. You’ll ge 
a really good deal. That’s a promise,’ he said, walking then 
to the door. 

He liked you,’ Bobby said, in the car on their way back tc 
the studio. 

Impulsively she leaned over and kissed him on the cheek 
Thanks, Bobby,’ she said happily. 

Tor what?’ 

Tvcrything.’ 

He concentrated on his driving, staring straight ahead. 
There was no way he should start anything with this girl. 
They were just friends, that’s all. TU drop you off at 
wardrobe. Make sure Sienna looks sensational.’ 

TU do my best.’ 

‘And you’ll come over tonight, right?’ 

Tobby,’ she said, meaning every word, T know I keep on 
saying this, but Fm really grateful.’ 
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‘Hey,’ he said casually. Tf I wasn’t sure you’d cut it, I 
wouldn’t want you in the movie.’ 

‘I know.’ She glanced out the window, then back at him. 
£ Do you ever feel we have so much in common that maybe 
we’ve met before? Like in another lifetime?’ 

‘Nope.’ 

He wasn’t responding the way she’d hoped. * I do,’ she 
said surely. T think we’ve got a soulmate thing going big 
time.’ 

He half smiled, not taking her seriously. Tou do, huh?’ 

'We’ve both had to go through all that children of 
celebrities crap. You had Jerry for a father. I was stuck with 
Jordan. I feel such a bond between us. It’s hard to explain, 
but I know it’s there.’ 

*1 don’t get close to people,’ he said, a touch too quickly. 

Why was he making it difficult for her when she was only 
trying to be truthful and up-front? That should be my line,’ 
she said, pressing on. ‘I was dose to my mother - she killed 
herself. I was close to my brother - he checked out. It’s only 
recently I’ve begun to realize it wasn’t my fault, that I’m not 
responsible for their deaths.’ 

He regarded her seriously for a moment. “We should talk 
about this, Jordanna, but now’s not the time. When you 
come by later we can get into it all you want.’ 

Td like that,’ she said, staring at him intently. Td like that 
a lot.’ 

Their eyes locked. 

They both knew they were on a collision course and 
neither wished to stop the inevitable. 

# # ☆ 

‘You’re really doing it a second time?’ Grant asked, when 
Cheryl returned home. 

“You keep on asking me that and the answer is yes,’ she 
said, opening her coat and flashing him, “How about this for 
an outfit?’ 

He took a long look. She had on a black half bra, sheer 
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black stockings, a risque garterbelt, black panties and 
starched white nurse’s apron. 

‘I didn’t think you’d go through with it mice,’ he muttcr< 
sourly, turning his head away. 

She continued, desperate to get his full attention. Tfc 
like the money, don’t you? Pm being paid more than any < 
our girls, so I must be delivering pretty damn good if 1 
wants me back a second time.’ 

‘Christ, don’t talk like that, you’re starting to sound like 
hooker.’ 

Isn’t that what you want me to sound like. Grant? Aft 
all, you got me into it.’ 

‘I asked you to do it once for a kick. Didn’t think you 
make a habit of it.’ 

She allowed herself a moment of vulnerability. If you t< 
me not to, I won’t go,’ she said, silently begging him to stc 
her. 

‘Not my choice,’ he muttered. 

‘Oh, now it’s not your choice? Make up your mind.’ 

‘Get off my case, Cheryl.’ 

Tou’d better drive me to the hotel.’ 

‘I’m not driving you to the fucking hotel.’ 

‘Fine, I’ll take my car.’ 

‘Do that.’ 

They glared at each other once more. She hated him, o 
how she hated him! How could he let her do this? 

Belting her coat she hurried from the house. 

☆ ☆ ☆ 

Tou haven’t touched your drink,’ the stewardess said, hovei 
ing next to Michael’s seat. 

He glanced up at her. ‘No, I haven’t,’ he agreed. 

She licked her lips. Pink frosted lipstick and a pointei 
tongue. ‘Too much ice?’ 

‘I wasn’t as thirsty as I thought.’ 

‘We’re landing soon, I have to take your glass.’ 

Go right ahead,’ he said calmly, feeling an overvvhelminj 
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sense of achievement. For the last forty-five minutes he’d sat 
with the glass of Scotch in front of him and not touched it. 
Victory was his. It might be temporary, but for now it was 
enormously satisfying. As soon as he got back to LA he’d go 
to a meeting. 

Fastening his seatbelt he stared out the window. Accord- 
ing to the pilot it was snowing in New York and freezing 
cold. In his head he began formulating a plan of action. Grab 
a cab at the airport and head straight for Sal’s. Confront the 
scumbag and see Bella for the last time. 

There was a sadness within him that he didn’t know how 
to deal with. It was gradually sinking in that he was not a 
father and never had been. The loss was devastating - the 
truth hard to accept. 

He remembered the night of Bella’s birth - a midnight 
dash to the hospital with Rita yelling and screaming all the 
way. He’d tried to be there for her in the delivery room, but 
she’d shoved him away, shouting language that no soon-to- 
be mother should ever use. 

The first day of Bella’s life he’d held her in his arms and 
marvelled that he could have created such a delicate perfect 
little being. It was a memorable experience, one he’d never 
forgotten. 

When Rita came home from the hospital she’d fallen into 
a deep depression, and after three sleepless nights she’d 
refused to continue breast-feeding. He’d learned how to mix 
the formula and give the baby a bottle. After that - if he 
wasn’t out on a case - he’d taken over the middle-of-the- 
night feed while Rita slept. He didn’t mind, in fact, he’d 
looked forward to it. The moments alone with the child he’d 
thought was his daughter were the most special he’d ever 
experienced. 

Now, because of his lying brother, those moments meant 
nothing. 

Goddamn Sal. He was the lowest of the low. A subhuman 
with no fucking conscience. 

Michael knew if he was to get through this he had to stay 
in control. It was going to be difficult with no Quincy beside 



him to keep a check on his volatile temper, but fuck it, he 
could do it. 

The airport was crowded as usual. Since he had no 
baggage he made it out of there fast, hailed a cab and jumped 
in. 

‘Where to, bud?’ asked the driver, a gum-chewing Arab 
with an American accent. 

He considered his answer. Should he go to his mother’s 
first and drag her along for the ride? No. He had nothing to 
gain by involving her. He gave the driver Sal’s address and 
sat back. Soon it would all be taken care of. 
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Sometimes be couldn’t make up bis mind which was the truth. 
It didn’t matter, because soon, when he was finished in 
California, he wotdd squeeze her white neck between his hands, 
and when he clwked the life out of her he woidd celebrate. 

The Man blew one thing for sure, he was entitled to commit 
this act, it was justice really. 

She’d given birth to him. 

He would give death to her. 

A fair exchange. 
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Chapter Forty-Two 

☆ 


Jordanna spent an exhilarating afternoon picking out clothes 
for the movie with the costume designer. Then she went back 
to the Sanderson house where Marjory was in a deep sulk. 
"What’s the matter!’ she asked. 

‘Michael Scorsini is the matter,’ Marjory complained. ‘I 
lent him money and now he’s vanished.’ 

"What do you mean, vanished?’ 

Tie was supposed to come back here for dinner. Have you 
seen him?’ 

‘No.’ 

That’s how I’ve seen him.’ 

‘He’ll be back,’ Jordanna said. Why did you lend him 
money anyway?’ 

‘Because he needed it.’ 

Jordanna decided the sooner she moved out of the 
Sanderson estate the better, Marjory’s moods were getting 
boring. 

She wondered if Bobby would ask her to stay the night. 
Just in case, she popped a toothbrush into her bag, then 
immediately took it out again. Too obvious. Maybe he 
wouldn’t want her to stay. Maybe he wasn’t even attracted to 
her. 

Oh shit! How about treating him to a litde of that 
seductive come-on she was usually so good at. 

No, it wouldn’t work with Bobby. He was different from 
her Midnight Cowboys, he was special. 
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On the way over to his house she thought about Cheryl. 
Her friend was not in good shape, she was definitely doing 
coke, and God knew what else. It was obvious Grant wasn’t 
the greatest influence in the world. 

Bobby greeted her at the door of his house clad in jeans 
and a denim work shirt, looking great. 

She entered the house, checking it out. ‘Hmm,’ she said. 
It looks like everything cleaned up nicely.’ 

‘So did you.’ 

‘Huh?’ 

The paint job Barbara did on you. Not a trace.’ 

‘I was thinldng of suing the psycho, but why give her the 
publicity? Her bad karma will do her in eventually.’ 

‘And Miss Levitt is wise, too,’ he said, taking her hand. 
‘Come with me, Fm fixing us dinner.’ 

‘You really think Fm wise?’ she asked eagerly, allowing 
him to lead her into the kitchen. 

‘As a matter of fact I do.’ 

‘Hmm . . . you should’ve seen me in my wild days.’ 

‘When was that?’ he asked. 

‘A few weeks ago.’ 

That’s when you were with Charlie, right?’ 

‘I was never really with Charlie.’ 

‘But you were sleeping with him.’ 

‘Sleeping with someone sounds so nice and cozy.’ 

Fixing her with his incredible blue eyes he said, ‘Were 
you?’ 

Was I what?’ she asked, although she knew perfectly well 
what he meant. 

‘Sleeping with him?’ 

'I guess I was - round about the time yon were in bed with 
Barbara.’ 

Twee,’ he admitted. ‘Casual sex at its most casual.’ 

She shrugged off her leather jacket, underneath she wore 
a white T-shirt and faded jeans. Nicely laid-back. Nothing 
obvious. Was she any good?’ she asked, trying to sound as if 
she couldn’t care less. 

He removed tomatoes, lettuce and a cucumber from the 
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‘So when Barbara got the part you must have be 
disappointed.’ 

She took a sip of wine. Try devastated.’ 

‘Devastated, huh?’ 

‘Destroyed.’ 

This part’s gonna put you out there. Think you c 
handle it?’ 

‘Why wouldn’t I?’ 

"Cause becoming famous changes a lot of things,’ he st 
reflectively. 

She tilted her head to one side. ‘Like what?’ 

The way people relate to you for one. Stardom’s a t 
responsibility. Everyone has their expectations and you 
supposed to live up to every one of them.’ 

‘Do you?’ 

‘Do I what?’ 

‘Live up to expectations.’ 

T try.’ 

I bet you do, she wanted to say, forcing herself to eat 
bet you live up to expectations in every way. 

‘It’s given me a sense of my own self-worth,’ he continu 
seriously. ‘Before I made it, everywhere I went I was knov 
as Jerry Rush’s son. Believe me, that is not good for t 
ego.’ 

Tell me about it,’ she sighed. Tn school we never got in 
who had the best grades, it was always whose father had t 
biggest grossing movie and whose mother was on the ecu 
of People . ’ 

He nodded. ‘I know what you mean. I remember one y< 
in high school when Jerry had a dog of a movie. It was t 
first one of his that didn’t do well at the box-office. Boy, v 
he pissed! I had to beat the crap out of another kid whe 
father was a major league baseball star, ’cause this kid vs 
king of the school, and I was in the shitter due to Jerr 
failure.’ 

‘But there must have been some good times?’ she ss 
softly. 

Tcah ... the parties. Instead of ordinary birthday parti 


it was always elephants and tigers - in fact, it was the whole 
fucking Los Angeles Zoo on our back lawn. That was kind 
of a kick.’ 

■Must have been the fashionable thing. For my sweet 
sixteen Jordan hired the UCLA marching band! And ever}' 
Friday I was allowed to have all my friends over for a 
screening of a new movie. Before it even hit the theatres! 
Beat that!’ 

Tfcy, talk about pissing contests!’ 

'So now you’re happy?’ she asked. 

He studied her face across the table. What’s happy, 
Jordanna?’ 

She shrugged. ‘Dunno. But I’ve felt happier these last few 
weeks than I ever have.’ Now why had she blurted that out. 
Revealing her feelings was just not cool. 

That’s nice to hear,’ he said evenly. 

Their eyes met and there was no pulling away. It was like 
an irresistible force drawing them together. She pushed her 
knife and fork to one side of the plate, finding it impossible 
to cat. 

'You’re leaving everything over,’ he pointed out. 'Doesn’t 
my cooking cut it?’ 

Tm not into tofu,’ she murmured. 

He leaned across the table, placing his hand over hers. C I 
don’t want to screw anything up here, Jordanna.’ 

What are you talking about?’ she asked innoccndy, 
although she knew perfectly well what he meant. 

Tou’rc going to be starring in my movie, we’ll be working 
together every day. I made a bad mistake with Barbara. Let’s 
just be friends, huh?’ 

The last thing she wanted was to stay just friends, but she 
nodded as if it was the best idea she’d ever heard. ‘Sounds 
good to me.’ 

Then if Charlie - my favourite icon - visits the set, I 
won’t be a jealous wreck,’ he joked. 

What if this Charlie crap?’ she asked. Why do you keep 
on bringing him up? Do you want to know what he was like 
in bed - is that it?’ 



‘No.’ 

‘Yes, you do,’ she teased. 

‘Wrong.’ 

‘He was a passable lover, very selfish.’ 

‘He’s old enough to be your grandfather.’ 

‘No, my father, not my grandfather.’ 

‘He looks old enough.’ 

‘Hey, one minute he’s a fucking icon, the next he’s old 
enough to be my grandfather. Make your choice.’ 

He got up from the table and entered the house. *106 
cream?’ he called over his shoulder. 

Is that all you have to offer?’ she said, picking up the 
plates and following him inside. 

‘Arc you coming on to me?’ he asked, looking at her 
quizzically. 

Her heart was pounding, he was actually making her 
nervous. Wes,’ she said boldly. 

‘Didn’t we just agree it wouldn’t be a good idea?’ 

She pushed back her long dark hair. ‘ You said it wouldn’t 
be a good idea. I didn’t agree to anything.’ 

‘Hey, Jordanna,’ he said, opening the freezer. ‘I was right.’ 

'Hey, Bobby,’ she responded, finally summoning a vestige 
of her old self. Wou were wrong.’ 

☆ ☆ ☆ 

‘Good evening, Mr Nanni.’ 

‘Hotv ya doin’, Bambi?’ he replied, thinking it was about 
time he revealed his real name. 

‘Pretty good, Mr Nanni.’ 

‘Whyn’t you call me Luca?’ he suggested. 

‘I prefer to keep things on a more formal basis.’ 

Wou do, huh?’ 

Tonight I’d like the cash up-front,’ Cheryl said, getting 
straight to the point. 

Luca patted his slickcd-back patent-leather hair. Wou don’t 
trust me?’ 

‘Of course I do. It’s just that I like the thought of the cash 
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in my pocket before you see what Fm weari. 
tonight.’ 

‘How can I figure what kinda big tip I might ' 
you?’ he asked slyly. 

That’s entirely up to you.’ 

He nodded, deciding he’d give her whatever i 
plus a generous tip. Vanishing into the bedroom 
with an envelope of cash and placed it in her p 
can take your coat off now,’ he said, licking 
anticipation. 

‘VWhen it gets a little warmer,’ she said. 

He chuckled, enjoying the game. ‘What’re yt 
tonight?’ 

Temod.’ 

‘I ain’t got no Pernod.’ 

‘Order it,’ she said imperiously. ‘And while ye 
ing, I’U have some caviar.’ 

‘You’re demanding tonight.’ 

You don’t mind, do you?’ 

‘Nope. In fact, I got a proposition to discuss w 

‘Really?’ 

Take that goddamn coat off an’ we’ll talk.’ 

‘If you want it off,’ she said audaciously, toyinj 
hake it off for me.’ 

He walked over and tugged at her belt, looseni 
until it fell from her shoulders. He whisded throuj 
when he eyeballed the provocative outfit she had 
neath. ‘Jeez! You’re some hot broad.’ 

‘I dressed especially for you,’ she said, feeling 
again, that surge of incredible power that put he 
control and made her knees go weak. 

Take a walk around the room for me, bab 1 
settling back on the couch. ‘Show me what you gc 

Yes, Mr Nanni,’ she said coolly. ‘Anything to < 


☆ ☆ ☆ 




Maybe Charlie Dollar was just what she needed. 
Maybe not. 


☆ ☆ ☆' 

Tvc been thinking,’ Luca said. 

So’vc I, Cheryl wanted to say. Pvc been thinking that this 
is not such a good idea after ail. 

The feeling of power, of total control, only lasted until 
after the sex. And the sex with Luca was not exactly scintillat- 
ing. His particular kick was watching her parade around the 
room until he was aroused enough to require a blow job. 
Twice was definitely enough. 

Why had Grant let her go through with this? She was 
furious with him because he didn’t give a damn about her, 
and it was about time she woke up and realized how selfish 
and self-destructive he was. 

Thu listening to me?’ Luca said gruffly. 

‘Yes, I’m listening,’ she answered. 

‘OK, this is it, babe. I’m settin’ you up.’ 

‘Excuse me?’ 

T own a big fancy house here, an’ you’re gonna live-in it. 
No more hookin’ for you, Bambi. You don’t havta do it no 
more, ’cause Fm plannin’ on takin’ care of you on a perma- 
nent basis.’ 

This jolted her back to reality. ‘Arc you serious?’ 

‘Sure am. You’ll move into my house, in fact, Fll even let 
you fix it up, hire an interior designer, that kinda shit. Fll pay 
you an allowance, an’ you’ll be mine exclusively. Howdja like 
that?’ 

Tm not for permanent sale,’ she said sharply. 

‘Didn’t say you were.’ 

‘You’re talking as if you can buy me.’ 

That’s what Fm doin’ now, ain’t it?’ 

Tou can buy me for an hour or two, but you can’t buy 
my life.’ 

‘You wanna stay a hooker? That’s not for a girl like you. I 
can give you plenty more.’ 
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Chapter Forty-Three 

☆ 


Michael had forgotten what a nightmare New York cab- 
drivers could be. The ride into the city totally took his mind 
off everything other than survival. 

‘Jesus, you wanna slow down,’ he suggested at one point, 
tapping the glass partition. 

Teah, pay my bills, man, an’ we’ll rake it two miles an 
hour,’ die driver shot back bclligcrcndy. 

Dumb jerk, Michael diought. 

It was just before six o’clock New York time when the cab 
screeched to a halt outside Sal’s house. Parked outside like a 
badge of merit was die flashy gold Cadillac Michael had 
heard so much about. 

He tensed up, dunking about his no-good brother. 

Sal, die racketeer. 

Sal, the scum-faced low life who’d stolen Bella. 

Sal, the lying bastard. 

Ir was rime to deal wadi the slimy sonofabitch. Beat the 
shit out of him. Do whatever would give him peace of mind. 

‘How about waiting?’ he suggested to die cab-driver. Til 
need a ride back to the airport.’ 

‘No cm do,’ the driver said, snapping his fingers 
impariendy. 

Til take care of you.’ 

Tm on my way home, man.’ 

Thought you needed to pay your bills?’ 

T>on’t hassle me, man. I toldja, I can’t wait.’ 
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‘OK, OK,’ Michael said, paying him off. 

The cab zoomed away and he stood on the curb for a 
moment, staring up at the house. Inside this house was Bella. 
Would she remember him? Would she remember him as 
Daddy? Or had they already taught her to forget? 

He rang the bell. After a few moments the door was flung 
open by Pandi, dressed in a lime-green jumpsuit, scuffed 
white boots and dangling rhinestone earrings. Her dyed 
blonde hair was pinned on top of her head and she was folly 
made up. She resembled an ageing Barbie doll with a nasty 
attitude. 

‘Mikey?’ she exclaimed, turning pale under her heavy 
make-up. 

‘Yeah, it’s me.’ 

‘Oh, my God, Mikey! Does Sal know you’re here?’ 

‘No, but Pm sure he’ll be glad to see me. Right, Pandi?’ 

She immediately panicked. TJh . . . well, we wasn’t expect- 
ing you.’ 

T know that. But we’re family, surprises are nice once in a 
vhile, huh?’ 

Her expression told him that no, surprises were not nice, 
iurprises were a pain in the ass. ‘Does . . . does your mom 
enow you’re in town?’ she stammered, 
i “No, figured Pd surprise everybody while I was at it. Came 
*/ to see your new house and your new car and, hey, what’s 
ill this I hear about you got a daughter?’ 

‘Who told you that?’ she said uncomfortably, holding firm 
it the door. 

‘Yeah, somebody mentioned you’ve got a kid here now, a 
little girl. WhaPd you do - adopt?’ 

She wasn’t a fool. She knew he was on to something. 
‘You’d better talk to Sal,’ she said, blinking rapidly. 

‘Where is he?’ 

‘Out,’ she lied. ‘Come back another day.’ 

Tm only in town for a few hours, Pandi. I have to see him 
now.’ 

She recovered some of her composure. ‘I told you,’ she 


repeated. ‘Sal’s out, we’ll havta get together some other time. 
With that she attempted to slam the door in his face. 

He blocked it with his foot. ‘Cut the crap, Pandi,’ he said 
his voice hardening. ‘I want to see Sal, and I want to see hin 
now.’ 

‘You got no right to force your way in here.’ 

‘I gotta right to come in, and you know it.’ 

‘Sal!’ she yelled, realizing she was in a no-win situation 
IVc got trouble here.’ 

Michael shoved his way inside the house, kicking the doo 
shut behind him. 

Pandi backed away. This ain’t got nothing to do witl 
me,’ she said defensively. It all happened long before I cam< 
into it, don’t go blaming me.’ 

‘Blaming you for what?’ 

Talk to your brother.’ 

Sal lumbered downstairs, tucking a crumpled blue shir 
into a pair of baggy pants. ‘What the fuck you doin’ here?’ h< 
said, scratching his crotch. 

‘Paying a brotherly visit,’ Michael said. ‘You got an] 
objections?’ 

Sal exchanged looks with Pandi. She shook her head as i 
to say she hadn’t told him anything. 

‘Docs Ma know you’re here?’ Sal asked, peering at hin 
suspiciously. 

‘Why arc you all so concerned about Ma?’ 

“Cause she’s the first person you should visit.’ 

Tcah, why’s that?’ 

‘She’s your mother, for chrissakcs. She cares about you.’ 

‘Sure. She cares about me just like you do, you low-lif< 
asshole.’ 

‘Now wait a minute—’ 

‘How long did you think you’d get away with it before ] 
found out?’ 

‘Get away with what?’ Sal bluffed, like he had nothing tc 
hide. 

‘Don’t give me that horseshit.’ 
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Sal turned to his wife. ‘Where’s the kid?’ he asked 
abrupdy. 

‘Over at a friend’s,’ she replied, agitatedly biting on her 
lower lip. 

‘See she stays there.’ 

‘Don’t sweat it, Sal,’ Michael said, hating his dumb 
brother, but managing to stay in control. ‘I haven’t come to 
take her away.’ 

What have you come for?’ 

‘Maybe to beat the shit out of you.’ 

Sal glared at him. He was fatter than ever, over two 
hundred pounds, and mean with it. * You’re gonna beat the 
shit outta me, he sneered. T don’t freakin’ think so.’ 

1 don’t want no fighting in this house,’ Pandi said, 
asserting herself. 

‘Why’d you do it, Sal?’ Michael asked, shaking his head, 
ly’d you have to put me through this?’ 

It’s all down to you now, huh? You got no thought for 
a - the poor bitch ended up with her brains blown out 
all you can think about is yourself.’ 

This has nothing to do with Rita, she’s long gone. This is 
i and me, Sal. You took my child.’ 

She ain’t yours.’ 

She was. And even if she wasn’t, you shoulda had the 
s to tell me, not sneak her away like some thief in the 
ht. You got no guts.’ 

Get outta here, fuckhead.’ 

Not until I see Bella.’ 

She’s not called Bella no more,’ Pandi interrupted. ‘She’s 
a new name an’ a new life. You leave her alone. She’s 
py with us.’ 

Shut your mouth,’ Sal said, shooting her a filthy look. 
Don’t tell me to shut up,’ she snapped back, her painted 
brows fiercely rising. 

Fil tell you what the fuck I like.’ 

I didn’t come here to listen to you two fight,’ Michael 
[, still keeping a tight check on his temper. “I want to see 
a one more time, then Pm sone .’ 
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Tou’re pretty freakin’ hot with your demands,’ 
snorted, 

"You’re lucky I’m not beating the crap out of you.' 
‘Yeah?’ Sal sneered. Tou ain’t got die stones to beat 
crap outta nobody. Never did.’ 
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‘Get the fuck outta my house.’ 

‘I told you. Pm not mom’ ’til I see Bella.’ 

‘How about I throw you out?’ ■ 

‘How about you try?’ 

They squared up, facing each other. They’d had many 
fights when they were kids, and Sal had usually won because 
he was bigger. Now, Michael was more than ready for him. 

Sal went to throw a punch to his chin. Michael blocked 
the move, grabbed Sal’s arm and twisted it back, at the same 
time kneeing his brother sharply in the balls. 

‘Holy shit? Sal grunted, bending double. What you tryin’ 
to fuckin’ do?’ 

Pandi came running put from the kitchen. ‘I phoned 
home, your mother’s on her way over with Eddie.’ • 

“You stupid cunt,’ Sal groaned, slumping down on the 
bottom stair. Who needs them shovin’ their noses in?’ 

Michael attempted to control his anger, determined to 
handle this without totally losing it. 

‘I could have you killed,’ Sal muttered grimly. “You know 
that, Mikey? I could have you fuckin’ wiped out.’ 

Jesus, his brother was some piece of work. ‘You think Fm 
red of you and your gun-happy buddies?’ he said coldly. 
‘You fuckin’ should be.’ 

‘1 could haveyow arrested.’ 

‘For what?’ Sal said belligerently. Talon’ back my own 
l?’ 

Will you two stop,’ Pandi screeched. 

Michael looked at her with contempt. ‘And as for you, 
n’t you know how it’s been for me these last few months, 
t knowing whether Bella was dead or alive? What kind of 
aid-hearted bitch arc you?’ 

“You gonna allow him d talk to me like that?’ she shrieked 
sal. You gonna let him insult me?’ 

‘Shut the fuck up,’ Sal mumbled, still clutching his aching 
Is. 

A few minutes later Eddie arrived. Virginia trailed behind 
i, looking old and worn out. Michael couldn’t help feeling 
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The Man watched as Cheryl exited the hotel. He observed her as 
she stood waiting for her car. 

Bitch! Rids spoiled bitch! 

She’d helped incarcerate him in a jail fidl of villains , perverts 
and sick people. She deserved everything she was about to get. 

He willed himself not to think about the years he’d spent in 
prison, desperately trying to push those thoughts to the back of his 
mind. But sometimes incidents filtered to the surface, and he 
cotddn’t help remembering the daily humiliations, the tough 
beatings and the brutal sex. 

One day he woidd be able to wash his mind clear of all the 
hatefid memories. 

One day , when each one of the women who’d helped put him 
away was dead and gone. Buried beneath the ground. Strangled 
by his own hand. 

Cheryl tipped the valet, got in her silver BMW and drove 

off 

The Man followed, keeping a suitable distance behind her. He 
knew it wouldn’t be long before she ran out of gas. It had been a 
fairly simple task emptying the tank of her car white the valets 
weren’t around. 

He wondered if she’d noticed her car was on empty. Probably 
not. Women didn’t bother with such details. And if she did, she’d 
have to stop at a gas station and then he would put his other plan 
into action. 

Either way he had it covered. 


She drove down Sunset , then turned on Alpine, cuttmg up t 
Lexington. Two blocks along Lexington her car ground to a halt. 

The Man pulled up behind her, just as she was attempting t 
restart the engine. He had on his dark shades, so she wouldti 
recognize him. It was night anyway, and his hair was different. 

He strolled over to her car and tapped cm her window. Having 
trouble, Miss? he asked courteously. 

She hardly glanced at him. ‘Oh, God, I think I’m out of gas, 
she groaned. 

‘There’s an empty can in my car. I can drive yen i to the neares 
gas station and bring you back if it’ll help you ojit.’ 

‘That’s nice of you, but I don’t want to put you to any trouble 
I can call.’ She picked up her earphone. It was out of action, he’i 
made sure of that, too. 

Wotddyou care to use the phone in my car? he offered politely 

All Cheryl wanted to do was get home, running out of gas wa 
a real bummer and certainly not on her agenda. ‘Thanks,’ sh 
said, getting out of her car, completely forgetting about sccurit 
and how carefid o?ic had to be. 

The Man followed ns she walked towards his car, opening th 
passenger door for her. 

‘Where’s the phone?’ she asked. 

It’s a portable,’ he said. I keep it hidden. Too much trim 
going on today. Just a minute.’ He walked around the car am 
got in, settling himself behind the wheel. Then he immediate l 
activated the special locking system he’d installed. 

Now he had her. She was his prisoner, only she didn’t know i 
yet. 

He felt a rush of triumph. 

The phone?’ she repeated. 

The Man was very calm. There’s a gun pointing at you,’ hi 
said in low measured tones. Do not scream. Do not do anything. 
We’re taking a ride. One that I promise you’ll never forget.’ 
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Chapter Forty-Four 

☆ 


The call from the cops came through long after Cheryl had 
left the house. 

Td like to speak to Miss Landers.’ 

‘Maybe I can help you,’ Grant said, thinking it was a 
would-be client. 

‘Who are you?’ 

‘Her associate. Who znyottV 

‘Detective Carlyle.’ 

There were a few moments of silence while Grant digested 
this information. A detective calling Cheryl could only mean 
trouble. And the last thing Grant needed was to be involved 
* in a Heidi Fleiss type scandal. 

‘She’s not here right now,’ he said at last. ‘Can I pass on a 
message?’ 

We need to talk to her regarding a case we’re investigat- 
ing. Are you her husband?’ 

‘No, no, just a friend,’ Grant said quickly. 

‘And what’s your name?’ . ' 

‘Shcp,’ he lied, deciding it wouldn’t be prudent to reveal 
his proper identity. 

Ts there anywhere I can reach her now?’ 

‘No.’ 

What time did you say she’d be back?’ 

Ten, eleven - I’m not sure.’ 

Well, Shcp, have her call me when she gets home. Tell 
her it’s quite urgent.’ 


Grant hung up wondering what the detective wanted. If 
Cheryl was about to be busted he had no intention of being 
dragged along for the ride. 

To be on the safe side, he got up from the couch - his 
favourite resting place — and hurried to his drug stash. Best 
to get everything out of Cheryl’s house and head on back to 
his own apartment. 

He scrawled a message on a piece of paper and left it on 
the kitchen table. 

Call me at home when 
you get back. 

. G. 

Jesus! He could just see his father’s face if he got himself 
busted for pimping. The headlines would really sing: 

MOVIE STAR’S SON ARRESTED. 

DRUG BUST IN BEL AIR. 

He should’ve stayed an agent, but pimping was so much 
more fun. 

Taking a final look around the house, he made sure he’d 
removed all his stuff, then he got in his car and beat a hasty 
retreat to his apartment. 


☆ ☆ ☆ 

Charlie Dollar threw open the door of his rambling mansion 
and ushered Kennedy inside with a theatrical flourish. ‘How 
about a drink?’ he suggested. ‘Or a joint?’ 

Tve made a reservation at Orso’s,’ she said. 1 thought we 
could sit outside on the terrace.’ 

‘Does this mean you’re picking up the check?’ he asked, 
grinning wickedly. 

*It certainly does.’ 

T)inncr two nights in a row,’ he commented. ‘Seems to 
me you’re gonna have to put out.’ 

‘Nor necessarily,’ she replied good-naturedlv. T> erfr 
forget, Vm paying.’ 


457 



He chuckled. Does that mean I’m gonna have to put out? 

‘Oh, Charlie, Charlie,’ she said, sighing, ‘it doesn’t alway 
have to be sex. I thought we were going to be platonii 
friends.’ 

That’s not what you want, Kennedy. Somebody stoo< 
you up tonight, and you’re running to me to get even. ' 
understand. I’ve been there.’ 

‘Very perceptive.’ 

‘Who was he?’ 

‘He was a might-have-been,’ she said vaguely. 

‘Might have been what?’ 

‘Might have been involved in my life if he’d come up te 
expectations, but he didn’t.’ 

‘You an’ me could be very good together ’cause you’re an 
understanding woman an’ that’s the kinda woman I’m ready 
to share with.’ 

‘You’ve already got one understanding woman in your life 
- the mother of your child - remember?’ 

‘I get off on those . . . you know, tribal set-ups, where a 
*uy has three or four wives, an’ everybody lives in harmony, 
m’ nobody ever gets pissed off. That’s the way things should 
je.’ 

‘You’re really just a sweet old-fashioned kind of guy, is 
hat it?’ 

‘Well, whaddya know, she’s discovered my secret.’ 

‘Can we go, Charlie?’ 

He took her arm and escorted her outside. ‘Hey, green 
yes,’ he said, squeezing her elbow. ‘You written the Style 
Van piece on me yet?’ 

Tcs, I have.’ 

Will I like it?’ 

Do you care?’ 

‘Not particularly.’ 

Tve written you as a sexy unpredictable eccentric. Does 
that suit you?’ 

Didja say I was thin?’ 

‘No.’ 

‘Bitch!’ 


She couldn’t help being amused. A man and his ego would 
be the perfect shout line. 

He headed for his Rolls parked in the driveway. She 
pulled him over to her car. This is my date. Fm driving.’ 

He smiled his wild-man smile - slightly ragged around the 
•edges. ‘Arc you sure you don’t want to stay here and sample 
my movie-star charms?’ 

It wasn’t what I had in mind.’ 

Then Fd better warn you, I am not a cheap date. I do not 
give head in the car, and I eat everything in sight.’ 

Tou certainly know how to turn a girl on,’ she said drily. 

Thank you, sweet journalist. Nice words always get me 
ready for the big seduction.’ 

‘Don’t hold your breath,’ she murmured. 

☆ ☆ ☆ 

The kisses they exchanged were hot and slow, fast and 
exciting. Kissing hadn’t been this much fun in a long time. 

Bobby didn’t even want to think about what he was 
getting into. It just seemed right, and that was enough for 
him. 

Jordanna knew immediately that what she felt for Bobby 
was completely different from anything she’d ever felt before. 
She really cared about him, there was no logical explanation, 
it was simply a connection they both seemed incapable of 
stopping. 

The}' were necking on the couch like a couple of teenagers 
on a babysitting gig, and the kissing was so good she didn’t 
want it to end. 

After a while, when things started to progress, she sum- 
moned every bit of strength she possessed and pushed him 
away. 

By this time he was ready to rock and roll. Her sudden 
change of direction confused him. ‘What’s the matter?’ he 
asked. ‘I thought this is what you wanted.’ 

‘It is,’ she said breathlessly, trying to pull herself together. 
‘But first we should have a conversation.’ 
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‘Jesus, Jordanna. What kind of a conversation ? 5 
‘Safe sex,’ she said, standing up. 

He began to laugh. ‘A safe-sex conversation ? 5 
‘Yeah, I know, it’s funny, but since we both recently slept 
with high-risk partners . . 

You sound like a doctor , 5 he said, somewhat bemused. 
Tm trying to be responsible . 5 

‘Hey , 5 he joked, ‘iris difficult being responsible with a 
hard-on . 5 

T>on’t tempt me. This is serious , 5 she said, frowning. 
What is safe sex anyway? Do you know ? 5 
‘Abstinence . 5 

‘Oh, you mean only latex can touch our bodies ? 5 
Well ... a condom is safe . 5 
‘Do you have any ? 5 
‘No - how about you?’ 

‘They’re at Marjory’s . 5 
‘Great. Pll run down to the drugstore . 5 
‘Isn’t that kind of a mood breaker ? 5 
‘Jordanna,’ he said patiently. Trust me, you’ve already 
broken the mood . 5 
‘Do you think I’m being stupid ? 5 

‘No, you’re being wise , 5 he said, standing up and opening 
lis arms. ‘Come here . 5 

She fell into his arms as if she belonged there, and felt 
otally at peace. 

He hugged her tighdy. ‘Y’know what, maybe we’ve found 
vhat we’ve been looking for . 5 

‘Yeah,’ she said wryly. ‘A truly great relationship - you, 
ne and a box of condoms!’ 

They both burst out laughing, perfectly in tune. 

Tm taking you home , 5 he said. 

‘No ! 5 she responded, objecting strongly. 

. Yes. My call’s six a.m. tomorrow. It’s my first day working 
vith Jerry, so I need to be prepared , 5 • 

Tut, Bobby - 5 

‘Hey , 5 he said. Tomorrow night we’ll start early and finish 
ate, rii have condoms coming out my ears ! 5 
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It’s not your cars Fm worried about!’ 

He took her hand, leading her over to the door. c When 
vc start this, we’ll start it right.’ 

‘I know,’ she said softly. Thar’s exaedy how I feel.’ 

‘Good.’ 

‘Good.’ 

They stood by the door and began kissing again, their 
x>dics pressed closely up against each other, the heat rising. 

Has anybody ever told you you’re extremely sexy?’ she 
gasped, leaning back, wondering why she’d stopped him in 
die first place. 

‘Nope,’ he said, smiling. 

‘Oh, sure. Just about ever)' woman in America. Like you 
don’t get a zillion fan letters a week.’ 

They sec an illusion.’ 

‘And what do I see?’ 

The real me,’ he said, seriously. 

Tm looking forward to the real you. Every single inch.’ 

‘Docs that mean you're coming to bed with a tape 
measure?’ he quipped. 

Would I do that?’ she asked, widening her eyes. 

Tcs.’ 

‘Do I need to?’ 

‘No,’ he said, kissing her one more time. ‘C’mon, wild 
child, Fm driving you home.’ 

Tou don’t have to. My car’s outside.’ 

Tou’re not driving alone.’ 

Hey, Bobby, it’s me you’re talking to. Fm quite capable 
of getting from A to B in one piece, Fve been doing it all my 
life.’ 

Tm sure you have.’ 

Til call you as soon as I reach the mausoleum.’ 

‘Come to the set tomorrow for lunch?’ 

‘Of course.’ 

Til be waiting,’ he said, pulling her so close she could 
barely breathe. Hey, Jordanna - ’ 

Tes?’ 

‘I’m not used to saying anything meaningful—’ 
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‘Nor am V she intemipred, feeling extremely light-headed 

‘But Fve got a strong suspicion you’re right - this wa 
meant to be. And Fm looking forward to tomorrow night’ 

‘Me, too.’ 

‘Not as much as I am.’ 

Wanna bet?’ she said, grinning. 

She began the drive home on a high. Love had snuck up 
taking her completely by surprise. And the amazing thin| 
was that love had nothing to do with sex - the sex would b< 
the final prize, because she knew it was going to b< 
sensational. 

Putting in a tape she sang along to the upbeat sounds ol 
Salt ’N’ Pepa sexily mouthing off on ‘Whatta Man’. Then she 
shoved her foot down hard on the accelerator, zooming het 
Porsche home as fast as possible. 

Tomorrow couldn’t come soon enough for Jordanna. 


The Man had no idea what time Jordannn would arrive back at 
the Sanderson mansion. He’d already asccitained she wasn’t home, 
so all he cmdd do was wait. 

She miglst not be as easy to take as the other one. As far as he 
coidd recall J or danna was tougher, stronger and more wilfifl. But 
he was convinced nobody could beat him, because he had the one 
element that gave him a supreme advantage - surprise. 

Cheryl had been easy. Once he’d gotten her in his car and she’d 
realized she was trapped, she’d shut up. 

At first she’d though he was kidnappmg her. Going for a big 
ransom. Don’t hurt me,’ she’d said. c My father will pay anything 
you ask for.’ 

1 1 don’t care about your father,’ he’d replied contemptuously. 1 
don’t care about anything except punishing you for what you did 
to me.’ 

f What did I do to you?’ she’d asked. ‘I’ve never seen you before.’ 
c Atn I so unmanorable that you could send me away to prison 
and not even know who 1 am ?’ 

A few seconds of silence. 

c Zane?’ she’d ventured. 

c Clever girl,’ he’d replied. 

c 0h .. .my .. . God!’ ' \ 

She’d realized who he was, and desperately tried to get out of 
the car. But the locking system was in place, and she was caught 
in the trap, just as he’d planned. 

He’d driven her back to the house in the lulls off Laurel 
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Canyon, the isolated, deserted house where nobody mild observe 
what he was doing. 

When they'd arrived, he’d bundled her inside, shoving her 
roughly doom on the eoucl). There was a mug of cold tea spiked 
with strong sleeping pills on the table, carefiilly prepared by him 
before he’d left. Think that,’ he’d commanded. 

Tm not drinking anything.’ 

Think it. Or suffer the consequences.’ 

She’d stared at hint with frightened eyes and reluctantly choked 
down the tea. 

He’d watched until she’d slumped into a drugged sleep, then 
he’d picked her up and carried her down to the cellar, where he’d 
placed her on a blanket in the corner. Her coat, had fallen open on 
the way, revealing that she was not properly dressed. 

He’d stared at her breasts, almost exposed in a black push-up 
bra. And then he’d touched the insides of her thighs and was 
tempted. But temptation would only hinder * his progress, there 
woidd be time later to do anything he desired, so he brought the 
handcuffs he’d purchased at a sex shop into play, handcuffing her 
wrists to a solid pipe that ran down one side of the wall. Then he’d 
bound her ankles together with strong rope. 

He’d thought about gagging her, but it wasn’t necessary. 
There was nobody to hear her screams. And the strong sleeping 
' pills woidd keep her unconscious until morning. 

He’d pidled her coat so that it covered her strange outfit, and 
left her alone in the dank, dark cellar. 

Now, as he waited for Jordanna, he couldn’t help feeling 
pleased with himself All those years in jail he’d thought about 
what he woidd do when begot out, and in a short period of time 
he’d successfidly disposed of four women. 

The betrayers. 

The bitches. 

And when the other two were gone, he woidd be able to return 
to New York and get rid of everyone else who’d tried to ruin him. 

The anticipation of strangling his mother filled him with such 
a burning intensity he could barely stand it. She was a woman. 
And everyone knew that women were lying, cheating, unfaithful 
vile scum. 


Allomm * **•- 

Sbr » f‘“' ,cr 

Wflto. He TfftJ «««» , ,-;. Vr ~T 

i/. Site rrm jm»w* ~ 

' Hetf amwf borne from 

rtiirfy. Srr 

rtoor, dressed m a du ^ l:r ^ f'^ ~w 
and flushed. <1 need yr.tr z~~ 
voice she sometimes oops*. __ r ^_ . 

<1 gotta do my hemswerz. - —j ^ 
'One inf/; we r.cw, poopsy^ ----- - - ^ 
Reluctantly he’d fibres e rr .»•- — 

room filled with lace-trimm.*. •— - _ ^ 

fqy5 and shopping hags slyrr — - 
tmer, n»rf rt/irflw rtturrxa. _ 

She’d wandered ever ~ — j-— ^ 
muM/c. ‘Coins ever here, pzpz. — ^ - 
and talk to Mommy.’ _ __ 

He couldn’t stand he wiser, zz — ^ 
irhcn she demanded ids time. 

She’d held open her skinny arm. 
she’d sighed. ‘Mammy is no: happy.’ 
c What is it? he’d asked, arwwr, -■— 

<7 received a letter firm year yaw. se- 
me. Cruel things.’ 

f Well . . . J he’d started to say. awsmp- 
Bcfore he could get any fiirdser. zrx 
his neck and pilled him down new to ‘ 
lips. 

He’d smelled booze mixed win: d~. 
sweet scent. Her tongue had fidedsx , 
searching . . . And then her hand had 
to his eternal sham he’d been hard, a: 
pants . . . 

The Man snapped to axaeraim. 
refining to remember. 

' , It wasn’t right the tfrmgz d:rx 


wasn’i proper. And yet he hadn’t fled. He’d allowed her to do 
whatever she’d wanted. And she’d wanted it all. 

He spotted car headlights coming up the hill. He’d stationed 
himself not too far from the entrance to the Sanderson mansion , 
but not close enough so that anyone in the guard house coidd spot 
him. 

Jordanna was approaching. Her white Porsche unmistakable 
in the mmdight. 

Another rich bitch! His for the taking. 

It had not been easy finding out where she lived, but he’d done 
it, and now here she was. His excitement began to build for he 
knew that soon he wotdd have her in his power. 

He started his engine. As soon as she was near enough he hit 
the accelerator, swerving his car out of the shadows, smashing into 
the side ofherPorscljc, taking her completely by surprise. 

Jordanna Levitt would soon be with Cheryl, exactly where she 
behmged. 

And then he would be King. And eternal power would be his. 




Sitting in his study in front of die tdevlsicm .-~2Z •— — - -=■ 
Rosa Alvarez made a big deal out of me rust mm — — - - — - 

track down the LA Strangler. Listening m ter yum 

her network was personally responsive mr gemm i r 
together. 

He waited impatiently for her to name -m mm 
Ricca, but she didn’t, and he couldn’t minm: ~ me 
picked up the phone and called Quincy. TT~ms mm" 
he asked tersely. *1 thought you said they’d name ~nir r 

‘It’ll probably hit the news tomorrow.’ Qnmrn 'r~~~ me: 
him. They’ve put out an APB, bur sometimes timy nr me 
press to hold back on naming the suspend 

‘Jesus!’ Mac complained. ‘What about me w-~-r Hamtim 
cops warned them?’ 

Tm sure they have.’ 

‘So they’re safe?’ 

1 spoke to Detective Carlyle tills afternoon. he mu m e me 
it was taken care of. 5 


‘OK, OK,’ Mac said, still feelins tmeasr. — ± -■ • ? — 
to be caught, arrested and thrown bad: dm huh Cum men 
would he feel secure. 

He could barely admit it to himself bur r~r hetmtie 

was that Zane was his cousin, they shared a tlaoc-Z neT=-^ 
it sickened him. 

Feeling edgy, he wondered if he should. call Lrxa. mmiti— 
be a good idea to get his take on whar was harm*-'- 
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Luca would surd}' know if Zane had been picked up yc 
unless of course he’d handled it in his own way . . . 

Mac had always thought of himself as a true liberal, bi 
now he found himself hoping that Luca bad handled it. K 
wanted Luca to have found the prick and buried him six fe< 
under. 

Jesus! He truly was Luca Carlotti’s son. 

It was a frightening thought. 

☆ ☆ ☆ 

‘So like we’re followin’ Bambi in the limo,’ Bosco explained 
‘An’ suddenly she pulls her car over to the side of the roac 
.and this guy stops behind her - it looks to me like he was 
followin’ her, too. So he gets out an’ goes over to her car . . 7 

Luca frowned. ‘What guy?’ 

‘Dunno. They must’ve bin together, ’cause then she gets 
outta her car, leaves it there, an’ gets in his car. Then they 
drive off cozy as two fuckin’ peas.’ 

‘What was you doin’ all this time?’ 

We was parked down the street watchin’ the action.’ 

‘So then what happens?’ 

We trail the car with her an’ the guy in. He takes off fast, 
hits Sunset, turns on Laurel Canyon, an’ takes a side road up 
into the hills. We’re behind him as dose as we can without 
them suspectin’ they’re bein’ followed.’ 

‘Did you find out where she went?’ 

‘Yeah, some deserted house way up there.’ 

Was he her boyfriend?’ 

Bosco shrugged. ‘How would I know?’ 

‘Did they look loving together?’ 

‘You’re askin’ the wrong person.’ 

‘OK, OK,’ Luca said impatiendy. ‘You get an address?’ 

‘Not exaedy.’ 

‘That’s OK, you’ll go back tomorrow an’ check it out.’ 


* ☆ * 



On the plane heading back to LA Michael felt as if he were 
going home and it was a good feeling. The relief of getting 
out of Sal’s house was overwhelming. 

They’d finally let him see Bella and the sad thing was she’d 
barely recognized him. She wasn’t his child any more, they’d 
done a good job of brainwashing her. 

Pandi had brought her in. This is your Uncle Mikey,’ 
she’d said. ‘Uncle Mikey.’ 

‘Hello, Uncle Mikey,’ Bella had said, clutching a stuffed 
teddy bear, gazing up at him with big blue eyes. Rita’s 
eyes. 

T)o you remember me, sweetheart?’ he’d asked, bending 
down to talk to her. 

T)unno,’ she’d said shyly. 

•We lived in the same apartment in New York — when you 
were real litde.’ 

T)unno,’ she’d repeated, swinging her teddy bear in 
circles. 

Tm going to tell you something,’ he’d said, squeezing her 
hand tightly. ‘And I want you to listen carefully. If there’s 
anything you ever need, you can always come to me. Can 
you remember that?’ 

‘Okcy-dokc,’ she’d said, unconcernedly popping bubble 
gum. ‘Okey-doke, Uncle Mikey.’ Then she’d reached up, put 
her little arms around his neck and kissed him. 

It killed him. But what could he do? If he wanted to fight 
this legally, he wouldn’t stand a chance. 

He’d spent a few more minutes with Bella, hugged her 
close and walked out of the house without looking back. 
Now he had to go forward, make a new life for himself in 
California. 

He’d taken a cab to the airport and phoned Quincy when 
he’d gotten there. ‘What’s happening?’ 

7csus Christ!’ Quincy had sounded really annoyed. Tou 
call me and you ask me what’s happening. What’s going on 
withymf? Did you find her? Is she safe?’ ‘ 

You know what, Q — it’s a long story, Fll tell you when I 
get there.’ 
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‘Are you bringing her back? Amber will get a bed ready,’ 

‘No/she’s not coming back. She’s with my family.’ 

“You took her there?’ 

Til explain everything when Fm home.’ 

Sitting on the plane, it suddenly occurred to him that he’d 
lown a date with Kennedy. Marjory had also been expecting 
im at her house, and knowing Marjory she’d be furious, 
onsidering he’d borrowed ten thousand dollars that vet}' 
roming. 

First priority - find a way to pay it back, and fast. 

He called Kennedy, using the phone on the plane. He got 
ier machine and left a message. 

Next he phoned Marjory. The butler informed him she’d 
etired for the evening. 

After that he fell asleep, dozing fitfully, dreaming about 
Sella, Rita, his mother and Sal. 

He was proud of the fact that he hadn’t smashed his 
irothcr’s face in. It was quite an achievement to know he 
ould control his sometimes violent temper, because in his 
[linking days he would have beaten him to a pulp. 

Those days were over now, he was wiser, more 
esponsible. 

Finally he was his own person. 

☆ ☆ ☆ 

You stupid maniac!’ Jordanna shouted, leaping out of her 
ar, practically jumping up and down with fiiry. ‘Look what 
’ouVe done! You’ve smashed up my car! I can’t believe it! 
Vhatis wrong with you?’ 

Angrily she began inspecting the damage. 

Zone acted swiftly, getting out of his car he ran over as if 
ic were as concerned as she was. 

“What are you — drunk?’ she yelled, glaring at him. Tm 
ailing the police.’ 

C I • - • I’m sony,’ he mumbled, playing dumb. 

She bent over to pick up a piece of bent chrome. 

Swiftly he moved up behind her. 


This is shit-’ she began to say, holding a broken mirror 

He took her by surprise, grabbing her in a choke-hold 
from behind, placing the chloroform-soaked pad hed pre- 
pared over her nose and mouth. 

She reacted violently, kicking back with an unexpected 

strength. 


☆ ☆ 

Fast reaction. Not as easy as the other one. It was all he could do 
to keep the pad in place. She was fighting like a wild animal l, but 
he was strong, stronger, and her struggles were in vain, because 
aficr a fnv moments she slumped helplessly to the ground, 
unconscious. 

The Man half carried, half dragged her to his car. Then he 
opened the trunk and unceremoniously bundled her * inside, shut- 
ting it fast. 

He looked around, the street was' dark and deserted. Producing 
a flashlight he inspected the front of his rental car - it was only 
slightly damaged, while one side of the Pmche was totally wrecked. 
Good. He’d enjoyed slamming the bitcl). Getting behind the wheel 
of his car he took off fast. 

Driving along Sunset to Laurel Canyon, he made sttre he kept 
within the speed limit, looking neither left nor right. At one stop 
light a police car pdled up alongside him. He kept his eyes fimly 
on the road ahead, his expression betraying nothing. 

By the time he reached the house and opened the trunk, 
Jordanna was in a semi-conscious state, mumbling unintelligibly. 
The bitcls couldn’t even stay unconscious for long. 

He lifted her up, slung her over his shoulder, and carried her 
inside. 

With one hand he unlocked the door to the cellar and staggered 
downstairs. 

He shone his flashlight at Cheryl. She lay exactly where he’d 
budded to the pipe, still in a heavily drugged sleep. 

andvcrjfar™ ^ appr0ximcitdy ei S ht f est ty eight, damp 
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He threw Jordanm down on the ground and handcuffti 
to the same pipe ns Cheryl. Then he bound her ankles tightly. 

When he was satisfied they were both secured, he left ; 
down there and went upstairs. 

☆ ☆ ☆ 

Jordanna began to groan. What’s . . . what’s going on?’ 
mumbled. Where’s Bobby? Bobby . . Opening her eyes 
realized she couldn’t see a thing. 

For a moment she thought she was in hospital. Someb 
had smashed into her Porsche and now she was in 
goddamn hospital! 

She tried to sit up, suddenly realizing her wrists v 
shackled to the wall. 

Oh, God! In a blinding flash it came to her - she’d b 
kidnapped! 

A feeling of dread enveloped her. This was her wc 
nightmare coming true. Rich Hollywood kid, father wo 
pay a big ransom. Oh, Jesus! 

She could smell chloroform all over her face. Sneezi 
vigorously she shook her head and tried to make herself ale 

She could hear shallow breathing nearby, and realized s 
was not alone. But it was too dark to make out who V 
down there with her. 

Who’s there?’ she called out, controlling any sign of pan 
Who the fuck is there?’ 

Nobody answered. 

Pushing her back up against the wall, she desperately tri 
to acclimatize her eyes to the dark. Although her ankles wc 
bound together, she was able to move her legs, and she d 
so, pushing against a body in the comer. 

Oh, God! Somebody was down there with her. 

Shoving the person with her feet, she muttered an urgen 
Wake up, wake the hell up!’ 

Whoever it was didn’t move. . . 

She was in the dark — ever since she was a litde girl bcin 


Gotta start thinking straight, she told herself sternly. Gotta 

start thinking real straight ifFm to get out of this one. 

She reviewed the situation. She’d been snatched off the 
street, put in a cellar, handcuffed and tied up. But she was 
determined not to be frightened. She’d get out of this, and 
she’d get out of it alive. 

With that thought foremost in mind, she drew her knees 
up against her chest, rested her head on them, and settled 
down for a long cold night. 


☆ ☆ ☆ 

Halfway dirough the evening Kennedy knew she’d made a 
mistake, a little of Charlie Dollar went a long way. He was 
his usual stoned charming self, but she’d had enough. Just 
because she was angry Michael hadn’t called, she should not 
have headed for the nearest man. It wasn’t working out. And 
the sad thing was that Charlie thought he had a chance. 

Tou know what, Charlie?’ she said. Tve got a really bad 
headache. Do you mind if I skip coffee and go home?’ 

'■You’re the designated driver,’ he reminded her, raising an 
eyebrow. ‘And Vm your date.’ 

‘So Til do the right thing,’ she said, making light of the 
situation. Til take you home first, then you won’t have any 
complaints.’ 

‘I thought we were dropping by Homebase tonight,’ he 
said. 

Tou go. Fm not in the mood. The thing is Fm still 
working on the LA Strangler story, and I have researchers in 
New York bringing me facts even as we speak. There’ll be 
stuff waiting for me on my computer. You know what ifs 
like when you’re on a movie - I bet you get obsessed. Well, 
that’s how I am when Fm working a story.’ 

Charlie pulled a face. Teah, yeah, your message is coming 
across loud and painfully clear. This is called movie star turn- 
down - something I do not see much of.’ 

T m sure you don’t,’ she said, hoping he’d take the hint 
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He made no attempt to move. ‘So, you don’t want to tell 
: who the guy is, huh? Maybe I can give you valuable 
/ice, my vast wealth of experience is legendary.’ 

‘It’s not a guy,’ 

‘C’mon, green eyes, put it on the table,’ 

She sighed. ‘OK, I met someone. We had a drink together, 
1 tonight we were supposed to have dinner. He didn’t call, 
i of story.’ 

What’s he got that I don’t have more oft’ 

1 don’t know. And quite frankly, I don’t care. He’s out of 
: loop.’ 

Charlie rolled his eyes. Women!’ 

‘Excuse me?’ 

‘Sweetheart, surely you know we never call when we say 
will ~ it’s a male thing.’ 

She was in no mood to listen to Charlie’s take on male- 
tale relationships, but he was on a roll. ‘There were many 
ies, who, before I was a movie star, would not give me the 
le of day. I know it’s hard for you to imagine, my dear, 
c it’s true.’ 

Is that why you became an actor?’ she asked, signalling a 
iter for the cheque. 

‘It was unintentional. Rock stars claim they became 
isicians because of a love for music. This is not true. They 
:ame musicians to get laid. The same with actors. Why do 
1 think every homy young guy in high school joins the 
ing class? To get laid of course.’ 

‘So you’re telling me that’s why Sir Laurence Olivier 
:ided to be an actor?’ she said, with more than a hint of 
ny> 

TJah ... the English are different. They’re so busy getting 
ipped by their nannies and boarding-school matrons they 
l’t know their ass from a hole in the ground.’ 

Very eloquent, Charlie.’ 

I say it the way I see it.’ 

Ihe waiter brought the check and she handed him her 
lit card. Charlie seemed to have no problem with her 
ing. 
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‘So that’s why you became an actor, to get laid?’ she asked. 
He grinned wolfishly. “T did a lot of other things first.’ 
‘And you weren’t successful?’ 

‘Being a movie star means scoring with ninety-nine per 
it of the women out there. Very few say no. You’re one of 
: few.’ 

‘Am I supposed to be flattered?’ 

T)on’t be - you’re missing out.’ 

‘I’d sooner be your friend than your lover,’ she said, 
jiing the receipt. 

Tou can be both.’ 

She stood up from the table. Thanks for the offer, but I 
n’t think so.’ 

She drove them home. He wasn’t giving up. He invited 
r in for a nightcap or a joint. She turned both offers down. 
‘OK, green eyes, but Fm gonna get you one of these days,’ 
promised, wagging a warning finger at her. 

‘Keep waiting, Charlie.’ 

That wolfish grin again. ‘Oh, I will.’ 

He stood on the steps of his house watching her drive off. 
She wondered if Dahlia was keeping his bed warm. 

☆ ☆ ☆ 

ic first thing Kennedy did when she got home was contact 
osa to find out the latest developments. 

They’re probably naming Zane Ricca tomorrow,’ Rosa 
id. They’ve matched a perfect fingerprint, there’s no doubt 
s him.’’ 

T)o they have any idea where to find him?’ 

‘No details. Maybe tomorrow they’ll release his picture. If 
>, it won’t be long before somebody turns him in. When 
icy do, our producer wants you to do a story on air. You 
low, show his photo, ask people if they’ve seen him. Do a 
:-cnactmcnt of one of the murders with actors playing the 
lies. Those kind of shows are real ratings grabbers.’ 

‘No, Rosa, I don’t want to do tabloid TV.’ 

‘Not if it helps track him down?’ 
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wotner— wryias Htcca issster ui 
Luca Caiioui) 

Now th set v,'2s interesting. 

She scanned the rest of it quickly — schools, jobs, 
history, nothing of much note. „ , 

The name of Luca Carlotti fired her interest. Luca (" ir 
was a reputed mob kingpin out of New York, a nvan B 
reckoned with. And now it turned out that Zaitc 
Ricca was his nephew — what a connection! 

No wonder Zane had been represented by d' c 
paid lawyers in town - Unde Luca must have paid. 

Kennedy sensed her story getting bigger and better 1 , 
sat down and started work. 


Chapter Forty-Six 

☆ 


Hubert Potter had toiled as a private security guard on the 
Sanderson estate for almost eight years. It was a cushy job, 
nothing much happened except a few threatening letters 
every now and then, tourists driving up to the gate asking 
dumb questions, big dinner parties twice a year - and that 
was about it. 

Five days a week Hubert got of}' duty at 7 n.m. Today he 
drove slowly down the long winding driveway in his old 
Packard, his mind occupied with personal concerns. 

A few mi nurcs after leaving die estate he was startled to 
come across a wrecked Porsche blocking his way. Pulling his 
car to an abrupt stop, he got out and went over to inspect 
die damage. 

As he approached, it occurred to him that it looked like 
Jordanna Levitt's Porsche. Now, she was trouble. Coming 
and going at all times, driving too fast, blasting her music. 
And look what had happened to her now, she’d gotten her 
car smashed up. 

He wondered how he’d missed her when slic’d arrived 
home last night. He’d been on duty , but sometimes his eyes 
grew heavy, and maybe he’d closed them for a second or two. 
Still, he was sure he would have seen Jordanna if she’d come 
home by foot. 

He walked around the white Porsche, noting quite a hit 
of damage. Yanking open the passenger door lie was sur- 
prised to discover a woman’s purse on the scat, winch he 
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thought was strange, because women always took their pm 
with them. 

He picked up the purse, opened it and checked out t 
wallet, searching for a driver’s licence. Sure enough t 
licence belonged to Jordanna. 

For a brief moment he thought about putting the pui 
back, getting in his car and going home. But Hubert was n 
conscientious for that kind of behaviour. Duty was duty, a 1 
he was obliged to investigate. 

Placing Jordanna’s purse under his arm, he got back in fi 
car, made a U-tum, and headed back to the Sanderson estat 

☆ ir ☆ 

Michael rolled out of bed at seven thirty, exactiy six houi 
after hitting it the night before. His plane had landed afte 
midnight, so by the time he’d arrived home it was past on 
thirty'. 

It gave him a good feeling being back in LA. Especially a 
it was one of those perfect smogless mornings - the kind he\ 
grown to love. 

Seeing his family would soon be a distant memory. Tht 
one positive thing was that Bella had seemed quite conteni 
where she was now. Maybe Sal and Pandi would turn out to 
be OK parents after all. He could only hope and pray. 

Today is the beginning of my new life, he told himself. 
No more hanging on to the past. 

It was too early to call Kennedy. 

He picked up the phone and called her anyway. 

☆ ☆ ☆ 

On his way to the studio Bobby reflected on the night before. 
He’d had a wonderful time with Jordanna, she was exciting 
and different, but in the cold light of day he wondered if it 
was wise to get involved just as she was about to. star in his 
movie. He’d made one mistake with Barbara Barr, he didn’t 
want to repeat it. 



Not that Jordanna was anything like Barbara - there was 
no way he’d even think of comparing them. 

It niggled him that Jordanna hadn’t phoned him last 
night when she’d gotten home. Eventually he’d called the 
Sanderson place, and the butler had informed him that 
everyone appeared to be asleep, and did he really wish to 
disturb Ms Levitt. No, he’d said, he did not wish to disturb 
her. 

So she’d forgotten to cal! him - big deal, he’d see her for 
lunch. 

He was kind of edgy because today was the first time he’d 
be working with his father as an adult. The last time he’d 
appeared in one of Jerry’s movies he’d been eight - playing 
Jerry’ as a boy. That was a thrill a minute - with Jerry’s 
encouragement die entire crew had nicknamed him ‘Jerry’s 
kid’ and laughed at everything he did. Including Jerry, to 
whom humiliating his son was sport. 

Well, he was no longer ‘Jerry’s kid’, and this was going to 
be an interesting experience, because this time it was his set, 
and he made the rules. 

If anyone was about to be humiliated, it certainly wasn't 
going to be him. 


☆ ☆ ☆ 


First diing every morning George Randall jogged. Even 
though he knew it was good for him he loathed every step of 
the way. The only reason he did it was for his wife. She was 
twenty-six. He would soon be fifty-six. Well, in Hollywood 
what was diirty years between lovers? 

Nobody ever mentioned their age difference, but George 
was extremely aware of it, especially as he was in the youth 
business. George was an extremely successful plastic surgeon. 

Running down the driveway of his thrcc-miiiion-dollar 
home on Lexington, he activated his remote control to open 
his automatic gates, and as he hit the street he was annoyed 
to find a silver BMW half-blocking the entrance to his 


driveway. 
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She’d give Mac Brooks a shot anyway. cdl hi— she vac 
■writing a story for 5r/k Wiser, and see what he had ro ear. 
The worst he co-aid do ".as cum her down. 

*-*-•*■ 


Luca had forgotten the real purpose of his visit to LA. He'd 
been so bur/ thinking about Bambi that he’d let Zar.c cut cf 
the loop, and he needed to bring him back in and get rid cf 
his dumb nephew before he did any more da— age. 

Bambi had captivated his heart. She might be a hooker, 
but at least she was top of the line, and he was prepared to 
forget about her past in exchange for her undying fidelity. 
When Luca gave his heart - rot to mention his house - it 
was a permanent arrangement until he said it was over. 

Since Priscilla’s death he’d been alone. There'c been a 
series of women, but none of them had got his juices flowing 
the way Bambi did. She might be a lurle young, but he was 
sure she was the woman for him. And he hadn't even fu -deed 
her yet. He had plans to fiy his personal physician to LA. 
have him check her out, make sure she was disease free, and 
then he’d go for it. Bambi was in for a big treat. 

Right now/ he had to concentrate on Ending Zane and 
eliminating him, only then could he devote all his attention 
to Bambi. 

He knew she’d accept his offer. The truth was he’d gr-t 
her no choice. 

When Luca wanted something there was no cutstico that 
he d get it. 


Detective Carlyle was not having a good day. He had mas 
goddamn murder case to deal with, and Boyd Keller, the rot- 
shot asshole heading up the task force, was no help. Heac- 
quarters had been formed in his precinct, and Berm Keller 
was all over him. Yesterday Boyd had told her. to ccntart me 
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other two witnesses who’d helped put Zane Marion Ricca 
away, warn them about what was going on, and offer them 
police protection. 

He’d tried. First he’d left a message for Cheryl Landers at 
her home, and then one for Jordanna Levitt at the production 
office where she worked. Neither had bothered phoning him 
back. 

Now he was personally going to have to shift butt and 
track down the little darlings. 

It pissed him off. You would think if a detective left an 
urgent message, people would get back to him in a timely 
fashion. If anything happened to either of them it was their 
own goddamn fault. 

The only problem was, if anything did happen, everybody 
would blame him. 

Since the task force had been formed his life had turned to 
shit. Boyd Keller had reamed him out in front of a group of 
his colleagues. Two of these murders were in your division,’ 
he’d snapped at him like a fucking drill sergeant. c How come 
you didn’t figure out they were connected?’ 

Screw yott, he’d wanted to say. Who do yon think I am - 
Perry fucking Mason! 

As far as the two girls were concerned, how could he put 
•\ them in protective custody when he couldn’t even get them 
to return a phone call? 

Dammit! There was only one thing to do, and that was 
visit them both this morning. 

He got in his car, put on the radio and treated himself to 
a sharp jolt of early morning reality. Howard Stem at his 
best. 

Maybe there was time to stop off for a Danish and coffee. 
The diner on Third had a new waitress working there, and 
she always winked at him in a most provocative fashion. 

What the hell, a man had to have some fun. 






Jordanna slept in fits and starts waiting for daylight. It wasn 
until six in die morning that light began filtering in from 
small grill high up on one side of the cellar wall. Only the 
did she realize that Cheryl was the other person trapped i 
the cellar wirii her. 

Overcome with relief that she was not alone, she rollc 
over as dose as she could, giving Cheryl an urgent shos 
with her feet. Wake up,’ she said quickly. ‘It’s me, Jord; 
Cmon, wake up, get with it. We’re in big trouble.’ 

Cheryl stirred slightly. 

‘Cmon, dmon, c’rwrw,’ Jordanna urged. 

‘Oh, Jesus!’ Cheryl groaned, attempting to move. 1 don 
feel so good. I think I’ve been poisoned.’ 

‘Don’t panic,’ Jordanna said, keeping her voice low. Wc’r 
handcuffed and trapped in a cellar. I think we’ve bee 
kidnapped.’ 

‘It’s worse than that,’ Cheryl said weakly, recalling wh; 
had happened to her. 

What do you mean?’ 

‘Remember when we gave evidence against that weird 
actor who murdered Ingrid Florisr’ 

Jordanna felt her stomach drop. She knew she wain 
going to like what she was about to hear. 

‘Yes.’ 

‘It’s him. It’s Zanc Ricca.’ 
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‘When you’re kidnapped or in a hostage situation,’ Jor- 
danna said, ‘the essential thing is to become friendly with 
your captor. Make human contact. We have to get him 
talking, pretend we’re his friends.’ 

Triends?’ Cheryl exclaimed. Tou can’t be serious.’ 

‘Concentrate,’ Jordanna said, willing her to do so. It’s 
more difficult to harm people if you know them.’ 

‘You do it,’ Cheryl said, starting to shiver. ‘All I want is to 
get out of here.’ Her coat slipped open, revealing her sexy' 
ensemble. 

.“What the fuck have you got on?’ Jordanna demanded. 

‘Stop staring,’ Cheryl said, embarrassed. It’s my sex outfit.’ 

Jordanna couldn’t believe it, if the situation wasn’t so 
desperate it would be funny. She shook her head. ‘Oh, that’s 
really good. That’s a fine outfit to get kidnapped in.’ 

Thanks. When I put it on I wasn’t planning on being 
kidnapped,’ Cheryl retorted, recovering some of her snap. 

‘Here’s what we’ll do,’ Jordanna said, glancing at her 
watch. ‘It’s early, so he might not come down here until 
seven or eight. We should get some sleep, .’cause we’ll' need 
all our strength. When he comes down and removes our 
handcuffs, we go for him. Remember - eyes and balls. We’ve 
got to do this together, Cheryl. It’s imperative we back each 
other up.’ 

‘I feel so bad,’ Cheryl moaned. T don’t know what he gave 
me, but I feel like pure shit.’ 

It’s just an allergic reaction.’ 

‘I don’t know ... I never felt this bad . . .’ 

Tlcy, hang in there, we’ll get out of this,’ Jordanna said 
encouragingly. ‘Don’t you worry' about it.’ 

She sounded strong and cheerful, but deep in her heart 
she was terrified. 


☆ ☆ ☆ 

The Man slept for seven straight hours. He knew it was important 
to get his rest, his mother had taught him that. She’d taught him 
a lot of other tlnngs, too, most of wind) he wished to forget. 
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go off on an appointment with some john, and she shouldn t 
nave done it. She was just as much to blame as he was. 

Now he’d have to start checking up on her. 

He climbed out of bed, stared at his reflection in the 
bathroom mirror, pushed back his long hair, and decided to 
drop by her house, just to make sure she was OK. 

☆ ☆ ☆ 

‘Can I come over?’ Michael asked. 

‘Excuse me?’ Kennedy said. 

This is Michael. Remember me? I’d like to come over and 
bring you breakfast.’ 

‘I don’t cat breakfast.’ 

‘Make an exception.’ 

It’s awfully early.’ 

‘You’re up, aren’t you? 1 didn’t wake you.’ 

That’s because Fm working on a story.’ 

mat story?’ 

‘Zanc Marion Ricca. The LA Strangler. They’re about to 
put out an arrest warrant.’ 

‘Really?’ 

‘Fm running background on him. There seem to be some 
interesting tie-ins.’ 

‘Why don’t you tell me about it when I get there?’ 

‘Aren’t you listening, Michael? I don’t cat breakfast.’ 

‘How about calling it an early lunch?’ 

‘You’re persistent.’ 

He hoped he sounded as sincere as he felt. ‘I missed seeing 
you last night, Kennedy. I know I didn’t call, but I had to flv 
to New York — it was about my daughter.’ 

‘Have you found her? Is she all right?’ 

‘Yes, she’s fine.’ 

That’s great news.’ 

‘I need to talk to someone.’ He paused, then turned ca 
the charm, only this time it wasn’t bullshit, he meant in ‘ --,r 
the truth is, you’re prettier than Quincy.’ 

She smiled to herself. ‘Compliments wall get you nowhere. 
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but I wouldn’t mind discussing Mr Ricca with you, so yo 
may as well come over.’ 

'An address would be good.’ 

'Boy,’ she sighed. ‘You really want it all, don’t you?’ 

‘That’s about the way it is.’ 

☆ ☆ ☆ 

Jerry Rush hit the set like the star he was. Darla followed - 
the perfect Hollywood wife, coiffed and groomed to withii 
an inch of her life. Behind her came his personal hairdressei 
- a whiz with discreet hairpieces for ageing movie stars - anc 
behind him his personal make-up artist, a pretty girl wit! 
amazing tits. 

Bobby watched the circus warily, hoping he could gei 
through the experience of working with Jerry unscathed. One 
thing he knew for sure, it wasn’t going to be easy. 

Mac liked to rehearse each scene before blocking. Wher 
he told Jerry, the old movie star roared with laughter. 
‘Rehearse? Fucking rehearse ? That’s for the theatre.’ 

‘No, this is the way I work,’ Mac said quietly. 

‘You do, huh?’ 

Yes, he does,’ Bobby said, hurriedly joining in. 

There was a tense moment while they both waited for 
Jerry’s reaction. 

Jerry thought about behaving like a prick, but Darla was 
there, observing his every move. Had to watch it, she could 
be very scathing and he wasn’t in the mood. Besides, Darla 
was now in charge of his finances. It gave her too much 
control, but so what? He was getting too old to screw around 
any more. ‘OK, Pll rehearse,’ Jerry said magnanimously. T 
know the scenes, my lines, and I haven’t had a drink.’ He 
clapped Bobby on the shoulder. ‘Relax. This’ll all be fine.’ 

Bobby glanced over at Mac, who nodded reassuringly. 

‘Good,’ Bobby said, ‘let’s rehearse.’ 

He wished Jordanna would arrive early, he was getting 
used to having her around, and right now he could do with 


her support, because he had a strong suspicion this was going 
to be a %'cry difficult day. 

Once the)' started, Bobby got lost in his character. So .did 
Jerry. 

After a few awkward moments they were in perfect tunc - 
two actors doing a job - two very good actors. 

After going through the scene three times, Mac said, Tm 
satisfied. How about you guys?’ 

Jerry nodded and turned to Bobby. ‘You’re good - you 
know that?’ 

Bobby couldn’t believe it. A compliment? From his father? 
This was a first. 

TJh . . . thanks,’ he mumbled, feeling ten feet high. ‘So are 
you.’ 

Jerry gave a big shit-eating grin. Well, that goes without 
saying.’ 

Suddenly Bobby realized it wasn’t going to be so difficult 
after all. One thing about Jerry, he was a true professional, 
he knew exactly what he was doing and he did it extremely 
well. 

Bobby began to relax. 


☆ ☆ ☆ 

Early in the morning Luca returned to his house, accom- 
panied by Bosco and Reno. 

‘You seen or heard from Zane?’ he asked the maid who 
was busy* sweeping the front hall. 

She stopped what she was doing and slowly shook her 
head. 

What didja say your name was?’ Luca asked, rocking 
impatiently on the heels of his handmade shoes. 

‘Eldcssa, Mr Carlotti.’ 

‘OK, Eldessa, I gotta big fat reward for anyone who tells 
me where my nephew is. We’re talkin’ bucks here. Five 
thousand of ’em. Anyone comes up with the information is 
gonna get this reward. Cash. You understand me?’ 


489 



Eldessa tried to imagine all the things she could c 
five thousand dollars. Tessir, Mr Carlotd.’ 

< How long you worked for me?’ 

‘Many years, Mr Cariotti.’ 

‘OK, OK, just makin’ sure you know where your 1 
lie.’ 

‘I know that all right,’ she said, nodding stoically. 

Luca turned to Bosco. ‘Go take another look thro 
room. An’ fuckin’ find him, will ya. It’s enough alread 

Til find him,’ Bosco said confidently, although he 
clue where to start looking. 

He and Reno swept the room without discoverinj 
of anything. A few movie magazines - mostly with 
Seagal on the cover, a flyer from a hardware store 01 
Monica, a dirty' old pair of white sneakers and that wa 
it. 

Luca knew Zane couldn’t go too far because he 
have enough money. He’d been keeping him on a dg 
sending him the occasional cheque. The only way Zan 
have any serious money was if he’d taken up a life o 
like his no-good father. And Zane Marion Ricca didr 
the balls. Killing defenceless women was one thing. 
himself out there was another. 

Back at the hotel there was a message from Mai 
reached him on the set. 

‘I’m on the portable,’ was the first thing Mac said. 

‘So?’ 

‘So, I don’t know what they do in New York, bui 
thev listen in.’ 

‘I got it.’ 

‘Did you take care of our mutual friend yet?’ 

‘Funny vou should ask.’ 
my?’ ’ 

‘Our mutual friend has done a vanishing act.’ 

T thought you were in control of the situation.’ 

T thought so, too.’ 

‘Can we talk?’ 


Til come by an’ visit you. Never watched a movie bein 
shot.’ 

*Not a good idea.’ 

‘So I won’t come by, big deal. See me at the hotel wher 
you’re through.’ 

Til be there around seven.’ 

Luca wasn’t that interested in seeing Mac, he’d hoped foi 
a more enthusiastic reaction when he’d told him about theii 
relationship. But no. Mac Brooks was a cold sonofabitcli 
when it came to family. Fuck him. 

Luca was disappointed, but so what? He had Bambi now. 
Maybe he’d leave her his money. 

Now that was a thought. He had to settle matters with 
her, set her up in his house and arrange to put her on 
permanent payroll. The dumb broad should be kissing his 
balls instead of saying she’d let him know. But he got off on 
her independent attitude, plus she had exactly what he 
required. Class. And she was going to be his — soon — because 
lie couldn’t stick around LA for ever. He had business to take 
care of in New York. Big business. 
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Chapter Forty-Eight 

☆ — 


They were sitting at the kitchen table when Michael leane 
back, stretched and said, I’ve been talking too much.’ 

‘No, you haven’t,’ Kennedy replied, sipping a tall glass c 
orange juice while watching him closely. He had been talkin 
a lot, but she didn’t mind, even though he’d been speakin 
-stop for an hour, telling her about the. situation wit 
a, the problems with his family, and finally his drinkim 
ch he seemed to have under control. It was painfull 
ious he’d struggled along without ever finding tru 
pincss, and she didn’t know why, but she had a stron 
ire to reach out and make it all better. 

It’s a bad habit of mine,’ he said, feeling very much at eas 
ter company. 

Regarding him seriously, she said, Tou had to tell some 
ly. I’m glad it was me.’ 

Michael realized that now he’d started spilling everything 
rouldn’t stop, and she was such an understanding listens 
lidn’t want to. 1 loved Bella,’ he said. ‘And I still do, be 
’re right - 1 gotta let her go, and stop thinking about it.’ 
Yes, Michael, and if what you’ve told me is true, then i 
opinion you’ve behaved admirably.’ 

You think so, huh?’ 

Absolutely.’ 

Your opinion means a lot to me, Kennedy,’ he saic 
ing up and pouring himself more coffee. ‘Mind if 
>ke?’ 






Make eye contact. 

Get him talking. 

Treat him like a human being. 

Which was more than he’d done to them. They were still 
handcuffed, their ankles bound tightly together, trapped in a 
dark cellar. 

She had to go to the bathroom and was desperately 
thirsty. Cheryl must have the same needs, but Jordanna knew 
it was important they didn’t beg. She was determined to get 
this situation under control. 

Zane Ricca. She remembered him well. She’d watched 
him strangle Ingrid Floris, and known he’d done it without 
an ounce of regret. And then she and Cheryl had fought their 
respective fathers to allow them to appear as witnesses for the 
prosecution, and made sure Zane Ricca was properly pun- 
ished for the heinous crime he’d committed. The day he was 
sentenced they’d thrown a wild celebration part}'. 

Now - all these years later - he was out of jail and back in 
leverly Hills. 

What did he want? That was the question. 

At first she didn’t recognize him. Surely Cheryl was 
nistaken? Zane Ricca had been a puny-looldng specimen, 
fhis man descending into the cellar dressed all in black was 
tronger and tougher, with long hair scraped back into a 
xjnytail, a hardened face and bulging muscles. 

Yes, she suddenly realized, it was him. The eyes were the 
ame. Flat, dead eyes, completely devoid of emotion. She’d 
lever forget those frightening eyes. 

Stopping on the bottom step, he surveyed them coldly. 

Jordanna stifled an urge to scream obscenities at him. In 
pite of her fear she managed to remain cool. Following her 
iwn advice she immediately attempted to create some kind 
of rapport. 

T . . . I don’t know why we’re here,’ she said, her voice 
sounding surprisingly calm. ‘But whatever the reason, I know 
we can work something out.’ 

Silence. 



More silence. 

c OK, so don’t let’s talk, but we need to go to the 
bathroom.’ 

His zombie eyes registered nothing. 

*1 must have something to drink,’ Cheryl pleaded weakly. 
‘My throat’s so dry . . . Pm sick . . . please . . .’ 

Turning his back, he walked slowly up the stairs, slamming 
the door behind him. 

Tcsus!’ Jordanna exploded. *He really is a fucking psyrfxv 

1 told you,’ Cheryl said hopelessly. There’s nothing we 
can do.’ ' 

‘Oh, yes there is,’ Jordanna responded fercdv 
getting out of this. That’s a promise.’ 


ns no 



☆ ☆ £ 

Getting the police to have the silver BMW tnw 
easj,' task, but George Randall complained 
unnl eventually they promised io have the ■ — 
just to get him off the phone. ~ 

He was triumphant. 

^ don’t know why y OU ’re makinc;^^ 

twcnty-six-year-old wife said. We coni-:* 

gate. ,1 - 

fo ? C T t0 ° y0M S to understand 

teSr ,odoson ^^ 

He decided that since he was -V- ~ ^ ~ 
and had blown his appoin^-v— ,^1 — Q Ece: anyway; 
fifty-something sex symto’ * e 

look twenty-two again, 10 her 

br^astjvithhislo^ff^^ “ wdL leisurely 

juice,’ he sSS ^ P ^® SnIa fcr ^tamnaane and or-r 
possibly devdon hirn 
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‘Sorry, hon,’ she replied, trying to think of a suitable 
excuse, because she was having an affair with a ninetecn-year- 
old grocery clerk who gave the greatest head in the world, 
Tm late for my psychic.’ 

Tour psychic!’ he exclaimed. 

Before he could get into it further, he noticed the tow 
truck had arrived. Puffed up with his own importance he 
hurried off down his driveway to witness the removal of the 
offending BMW. 


☆ ☆ ☆ 

It happened so naturally that they were both taken by 
surprise. Neither Kennedy nor Michael had expected to end 
up in bed together, but here they were - caught in a mood - 
enjoying every passionate, sensual moment. 

The kissing had gone on for a long time, until he’d found • 
himself so aroused he couldn’t stop. And neither could she. 
They’d headed for the bedroom without saying a word, 
[ivesting their clothes on the way. It was like something 
ame over both of them and there was no stopping the 
nevitable. 

Now she found herself hungry for his touch, yearning for 
lim to be inside her. And he didn’t hold back because this 
voman was his destiny and somehow he knew it. 

When they made love it was so intense it startled both of 
hem. But as they got into it, Michael realized it was more ' 
han great sex, it was something so special he never wanted it 
o end. And he knew that this was how it should be. 

Kennedy felt the same way. She hadn’t planned on falling 
nto bed with Michael Scorsini — yet here they were, and for 
he first time since Phil’s death, she wasn’t silently making 
omparisons, she was letting herself go with it, riding an 
ncredibic wave of sensuous pleasure with absolutely no 
nhibitions. 

They were naked and wild and tender. He was an exciting 
over, with a passion that took her breath away. He was 
verything she’d ever wanted and more. And as they reached 
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a long-drawn-out climax she moaned her excitement al 
luxuriating in every inch of him. 

This is probably crazy,’ she sighed languorously, wh 
was over. 

‘Yeah, crazy,’ he agreed, rolling off her. 

‘And very' nice.’ 

‘Very nice , Kennedy?’ he said, shaking his head 
grinning. ‘Very nice she says. How about sensational? I 
about amazing? How about - ’ 

‘OK, OK,’ she agreed, laughing. 1 admit - it was b 


than nice.’ 

‘She’s so cool,’ he said, running his fingers up her bare 
‘So ladylike.’ jC's- *7 V ' 

“Was I ladylike just now?’ she demanded.^. — ^ 

“You were somethin’ else.’ 

Til show you something else,’ she said, sitting up 
reaching for him. 

‘Hey, wait a minute - give me time to — ’ 

Tfou don’t need time,’ she said seductively, bending 
head to lick the insides of his thighs. 

He immediately started to get hard again as her tor 
promised unspeakable ecstasy. 

Putting his hands on top of her honey-blonde heat 
pushed her down and groaned with pleasure. 

C I told you,’ she murmured. Tou’ve really got to lear 
listen to me, Michael,’ 

And then she had him in her mouth and he leaned 1 
lost in a sea of pure delight. 

Being with Kennedy was like coming home. 


$ 

& 



☆ ☆ ☆ 

Having the two girls trapped in the cellar was the most stirnt 
ing thing that had ever happened to The Man. He had com, 
and total control over their lives. He could do anything he wa 
to them - anything at all. 

He wished it was his mother down there. Tes, his mother, n 
always loved to be surrounded by sweet things, nice things. „ 
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the bite h hnd called him poopsy, and ruined every single day of his 
FUCKING HORRIBLE LIFE. 

He’d like to see her shackled in a basement with rats gnawing 
at her skinny ankles, crawling up her spindly legs, tearing at her 
flesh. 

The thought excited him so much that he considered stripping 
off his clothes and satisfying himself. But he could always do that 
later - he had all the time in the world. ‘ 

He wondered if there were rats down there in the basement. 
Then it occurred to him that he didn’t have to wait and see, he 
coidd take care of it himself. 

Women were frightened of the furry, four-legged rodents. If he 
rigged a tape recorder at the top of the stairs, he would be able to 
record their screams of terror. 

The very thought made him happy and content. 

He’d killed four of the women who’d betrayed him. He had the 
other two trapped. 

Soon his mission in California would be over, and he coidd 
:tum to New Toi-k ready to deal with the woman who deserved 
i die more than any of them. 



Chapter Forty-Nine 

☆ 


Detective Carlyle rang the doorbell of Cheryl’s house. 

Grant heard the sound of the bell over, die television, but 
he didn’t move. 

Detective Carlyle kept his finger firmly on the buzzer. 

Finally Grant slouched to the door. Teah?’ he said, still 
holding on to his glass of vodka. 

Tm here to see Cheryl Landers.’ 

‘She’s not home right now.’ 

1 called yesterday. She never returned my call.’ 

‘Who are you?’ 

‘Detective Carlyle. Was it you I spoke to?’ 

‘No, not me,’ Grant said quickly. 

Tou got any idea where she is or when she’ll be back?’ 

Grant ran a hand through his uncombed hair. 

‘Look, do you want to tell me what this is about?’ 

‘Who arc you?’ 

‘Her brother,’ he lied. 

‘You’d better have her contact me pronto.’ 

my?’ 

Detective Carlyle shifted position. ‘Several years ago she 
testified at a murder trial. It seems that the man she helped 
put away is out of prison. Fm trying to warn Miss Landers 
to be on her guard.’ 

Is this serious?’ Grant asked. 

‘Only if he comes looking for her.’ 

‘What makes you think he might?’ 
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‘Because he went looking for four of the other women - 
and he found ’em. They’re all dead. 5 

‘Jesus!’ Grant exclaimed. ‘Why wasn’t she warned before? 1 

WeVe only just found out.’ 

T. don’t get it. I—’ 

If she feels she needs protection she can come in and tall 
to us,’ Detective Carlyle interrupted. 

Til have her call you as soon as I find her.’ 

‘Find her?’ 

‘Oh . . . uh, she’s around somewhere.’ 

The detective handed Grant his card. ‘See she does.’ 

Grant couldn’t wait to get rid of the detective. At least 
they weren’t getting busted for pimping and pandering. 

Once the detective was out of there he searched for his 
notes, trying to locate the name of the client Cheryl had been 
visiting at the St James’s. Shuffling through a stack of papers 
on the desk, he finally came across it scribbled on a yellow 
legal pad. Bosco Nanni. Yes, that was the name. 

He immediately called the hotel, only to be told there was 
no answer from Mr Nanni’s room. 

All of a sudden Grant was worried. It wasn’t like Cheryl 
to stay out all night, and now this detective was telling him 
lere was some maniac out there, tracking down the people 
ho’d testified against him. 

What if he’d got Cheryl? 

Of course it was unthinkable, but what if he had? * 

Grant decided the best thing to do was to go over to the 
otel and see if Cheryl was there. 

And if she wasn’t? 

He’d get into that when it happened. 

☆ ☆ ☆ 

Jdcssa finished her chores, then wearily sat down at the 
itchen table resting her feet. There wasn’t much to do in the 
ig old house any more, especially now everybody had moved 
ut, but she kept it clean and presentable because Luca, 
ariotti could turn up at any time — as he’d recently proven. 



Mr Carlotti was a fine man, and even though over 
years he’d rarely visited, Eldessa was still in awe of him. I 
probably forgotten, but when she’d first started working 
him she’d been employed by the actress who, at the time, 
his mistress. 

Eldessa often recalled the night Mr Carlotti had flow 
unexpectedly and caught his girlfriend in bed with 
stuntman lover. She remembered the yelling and screarr 
and the two of them getting beaten up and thrown out. / 
that exciting incident, the house had been empty for a wl 

She’d worked for him ever since, watching people c 
and go, observing all sorts of things, but forever being 1 
to Mr Carlotti because he was her boss. 

When Zane arrived to stay she’d known he was the nep 
of Mr Carlotti. Eldessa had a way of finding things out. 

Unfortunately she didn’t know where he’d gone, althc 
it occurred to her that Shelley might, because she’d seen 1 
Shelley ran after him all the time. 

She should have warned the girl that Zane was no g< 
An evil presence. Eldessa had a nose for bad people. 

She decided it was probably just as well she’d never 
anything. It wasn’t her place - besides, girls today, 
couldn’t tell them anything, they all thought they knew it 

When Shelley left the house, she’d written down 
address and made Eldessa promise to visit. 

Eldessa had agreed. 

Now that Mr Carlotti had mentioned a big reward, 
decided to take the bus down Sunset and pay Shelley a % 
Maybe Shelley would know where Zane had gone. 

After all, she had nothing to lose and everything to ga 

☆ ☆ ☆ 

Later that morning Luca Carlotti got word from his busii 
manager in New York that Zane had forged a six-thoust 
dollar cheque, changing the amount to sixty thousand dol 
When Luca heard this he was one angry man. He imm 
atcly summoned Bosco and Reno to his suite. “You’ve 
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screwin' around long enough,’ he snarled, a rigid disciplinar- 
ian when he had to be. ‘Get out there today an’ find the 
cocksucker - you hear me? An’ don’t come back ’til you do.’ 

‘Where are we supposed to look?’ Bosco asked, his pop 
eyes bugging. 

That’s your problem, not mine.’ 

Bosco shuffled his feet. ‘Whaddaya want me to do first?’ 
he asked. Track down Bambi? Or find Zane?’ 

Luca’s voice was cold. Tind Zane before the cops, ’cause I 
personally want the pleasure of splittin’ his thieving head 
open an’ scattering it to the coyotes.’ 

☆ ☆ ☆ 

The Sandersons’ buder and Hubert Potter were having an 
argument. The buder kept insisting that Jordanna was asleep 
in her room and couldn’t be disturbed, while Hubert was 
equally insistent that she had to be woken, because he needed 
to know why her wrecked car was abandoned in the middle 
of the street. 

The buder had been enjoying a peaceful morning, but it 
is obviously not to condnue. Hubert was getting on his 
rves. He did not approve of security guards anyway, it was 
neath his dignity to work in a household that had to have 
ese uncouth people around. Once, when he was very young, 
’d served at Buckingham Palace. Working for an American 
lionairc was no match for Her Majesty the Queen. 
Reluctandy, he buzzed Jordanna’s room. 

Just as he’d thought there was no reply. 

‘Miss Levitt is still asleep,’ he said, unable to hide a small 
>te of triumph. 

T never saw her come home,’ Hubert said stubbornly, 
re would’ve told me about her car. There’s somediing 
onghere.’ 

T can assure you, nothing is wrong,’ the buder said, 
rking disdainfully down his long, thin nose. 

Then HI speak to Marjory Sanderson,’ Hubert said, 
refusing to be deterred. 



The butler stood firm. ‘Miss Sanderson cannot be dis- 
lrbcd cither.’ 

Hubert scratched his head, unsure what to do next, ine 
oorbcll saved him from having to make a decision. The 
uder opened the front door and Detective Carlyle entered 
le fray. 

‘Can I help you?’ the buder asked imperiously. 

1 understand Jordanna Levitt’s staying here.’ 

‘Miss Levitt cannot be disturbed,’ the buder said. ‘May I 
;k who’s calling?’ 

‘Detective Carlyle, and yeah, Miss Levitt can be disturbed.’ 
Ic’d had enough for one morning, it was not his job to go 
aipsing around trying to find Beverly Hills brats so he could 
am them to be carefUl. ‘Tell her Fm here.’ 

Hubert observed the action. The detective couldn’t have 
■rived at a more opportune moment. 

The buder hesitated a fraction before stomping off to get 
Jrdanna. 

‘She smashed up her car,’ Hubert remarked, folding his 
ms. 


‘Excuse me?’ Detective Carlyle said. 

‘It’s sitting in the middle of the street. Didn’t you see it on 
)ur way up here?’ 

‘A white Porsche?’ 

That’s right.’ 

‘How’d she do that?’ 


‘She’s a wild one,’ Hubert said knowingly. 
‘Really?’ 


Too much money. Whafre you here to see her about>’ 

It doesn t concern you.’ 

puffed up. 1 think you’ll find it does. I>m security 
‘Security, huh?’ 

‘Correa.’ 


‘Easy to work for?’ 
The best.’ 


‘Good pay?’ 

‘Excellent.’ 

Detective Carlyle sighed. ‘Sometimes I gotta hunch F; 
busting my ass for nothing. I should get me a nice cusl 
private security job like you.’ 

The butler returned, his face impassive. ‘Miss Levitt is m 
here.’ 

T told you,’ Hubert crowed. 

Detective Carlyle hitched up his pants. ‘Where is she!’ 1 
asked. 

C I would imagine she’s at the studio.’ 

‘Didn’t you say her car was out there on the street?’ 

Hubert couldn’t wait to join in. 'It’s her car all right, h< 
purse was sitting in it. I don’t know any woman who’d leav 
her purse behind. And what’s more, I never saw her pass b 
my station.’ 

Was her bed slept in?’ Detective Carlyle said patientl; 
although the last thing he felt like being was polite. • . 

‘No,’ the buder said. 

Detective Carlyle had a nasty feeling he was just about t 

d out something he didn’t want to know. 

☆ ☆ ☆ 

hat time is it?’ Cheryl mumbled.. 

Jordanna consulted her watch. ‘Nearly eleven. How’re yo 

ling?’ 

‘Really bad. It’s like my stomach is on fire.’ 

Try to stay strong.’ 

‘How long is it since he was down here?’ 

‘Almost three hours.’ 

T)o you think anybody’s missed us yet?’ 

They’ll find my wrecked car. Where did you leav 

ars?’ 

‘Lexington - blocking somebody’s driveway.’ 

When they discover our cars they’ll realize something 1 
wiong. They’re probably already looking for us. This i 


kidnapping, Cheryl, the f BI will get into it. We’ll be out of 

hCr< T wish I felt better,’ Cheryl complained. ‘All I want is to 
close my eyes and pretend this is a bad dream. 

Tit is a bad dream, but we’ll be OK.’ 

‘He won’t even let us go to the bathroom, or give us a 
drink. My mouth’s so dry. I could kill for a sip of water. 
What are we going to do?’ 

1 don’t know,’ Jordanna replied honesdy. ‘Something will 
come up. We’ll get our opportunity. First of all we’ve got to 
try and get out of these handcuffs.’ 

' There’s no way,’ Cheryl said flatly. ‘Without a key we’re 
trapped.’ 

‘Wait - 1 hear something, he’s coming down here again.’ 
Jordanna listened, holding her breath. 

The door opened - silence for a few seconds, then there 
was a tumbling noise on the stairs. 

‘Hey, Zane, I need to talk to you,’ she shouted. ‘It’s 
important.’ 

No response. 

Keep jjoitjjj. 

Attract his attention. 

Get the flicker to communicate. 

‘Did you know that Ingrid spoke about you all the time?’ 
she called out. Tngrid told me plenty. I want to share some 
of the things she said with you.’ 

The door slammed shut. 

They both heard the squeaking noises at the same time. 
‘What’s that?’ Cheryl asked, alarmed. 

Before Jordanna could answer, two rats descended on 
them - and panicked, the rats began racing frantically around 
the small cellar. One of them nipped at Cheryl’ s ankle. She 
let out a blood-curdling scream. ‘Oh, JesusI Oh, mv God! 
Jordy, do something!’ 

TCick em, Cheryl,’ Jordanna yelled as the rodents scurried 
around the floor searching for an escape. You’ve £cc to kick 
cm hard. We can kill ’em. We can do it.’ Dra wins back her 
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legs, she kicked out with all her might One of the rats yelped 
loudly as it was flung up against the wall. 

Cheryl was weakening fast ‘I can’t, 5 she wailed. 1 can’t, 
Jordy, I can’t Fm telling you, he’s poisoned me!’ 

Tcs, you can,’ Jordanna said harshly. Tou’ve got to. Just 
kick the little bastards.’ 

Cheryl shrank into the comer doubled over with stomach 
cramps. ‘Oh, God,’ she groaned. T think Fm going to die.’ 

☆ ☆ ☆ 

The Man crouched by the door at the top of the stairs listening to 
the shrieks coming from below. 

One time, when he was in jail, a couple of the other inmates 
had forced a live rat down his pants. It had bitten him on his balls 
and thighs, and the pain had been excruciating. The guards had 
hauled him off to the prison hospital and made him have a rabies 
shot. The pain of the shot was worse than the rat bites. 

How the other inmates had loved that little trick. 

But he’d gotten his revenge. He’d put rat poison in the stew 
when he was on kitchen duty, and half the cell block were sick for 
lays. A fitting punishment. 

He hadn’t planned on speaking to either of the girls, they 
’t deserve the honour of his conversation. But Jordanna had 

' gued him by mentioning Ingrid. 

Had Ingrid really talked about him ? And if so, what exactly 
iad she said? 

He thirsted to know every word, and the only way to find out 
vas to ask the Levitt bitch. 

He’d had enough of their screams. Besides, he could replay the 
ape as many times as he cared to. 

He opened the cellar door again. One of the rats raced up the 
fairs, making a frenzied dash into the house. 

He shone his flashlight down into the cellar. 

Cheryl was Imddled in a ball. Jordanna wasn’t. 

As soon as she saw him she began talking. T)o you want to 
hear what Ingrid had to say about you? We should talk about it, 
it’s interesting stuff. ’ 



Jordanna was a tough ant. He could set that she’d kicked one of 
the rats to death with her bound feet and she was still ready to talk. 

He hesitated for a moment, but the thought of finding out 
what Ingrid had said about him was irresistible. 

Slowly he descended the cellar steps. 

☆ -ft ☆ 

Bobby had just finished shooting a pivotal scene with Jerry 
when Mac called him over to one -side. This is Detective 
Carlyle,’ he said, introducing him to the stocky detective. 

If it’s about Barbara Barr trashing my house, I’m not 
pressing charges,’ Bobby said, wondering why Mac was 
getting into it. 

Tm afraid it’s more serious than that,’ Mac replied, with a 
worried expression. ‘Have you seen Jordanna today?’ 

‘She’ll be here soon.’ 

‘Were you with her last night?’ Detective Carlyle asked, 
thinking that his girlfriend would have an orgasm if she knew 
he was actually speaking to Bobby Rush. Her idol. Although 
as far as he was concerned Bobby Rush looked like ever)' 
other thirty-something actor. Kevin Costner, Dennis Quaid, 
Michael Douglas - they all looked the same to him. 

‘Yeah, I saw her last night. Why?’ 

‘I don’t know how to tell you this, but we think she’s . . . 
missing.’ 


☆ ☆ ☆ 

Michael lay in bed, hands crossed behind his neck, eyes wide 
open. He was perfeedy content. Absolutely at peace. 

Kennedy lay half across his stomach, asleep. The scent of 
her body entranced him. Gcndy he began stroking her hair. 

Was it possible to fall in love with somebody in such a 
short period of rime? 

\cs, it was possible. He was living proof. 

There d been a lot of women in his life, one-night stands, 
short affairs, but in all his experience he’d never come across 
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anyone like Kennedy. She fulfilled him in every way, and as 
far as he was concerned they were totally compatible, even 
though the)’ came from such different worlds. 

He stroked her hair until she woke up. 'Didn’t sleep last 
night, huh?’ he asked. 

‘Not that much,’ she said, stretching in a very feline way. 
1 was working on my story.’ 

‘You’re a hard worker.’ 

‘Hmm,’ she said reluctandy. ‘I suppose I should get back 
to it.’ 

‘Yeah,’ he agreed, ‘and it’s about time I checked in with 
Quincy.’ 

‘Well . . .’ she murmured, feeling completely satisfied. ‘I 
guess we’ve both got to work.’ 

‘Quincy will be wondering what happened to me.’ 

She touched the back of his neck, sliding her fingers 
through his thick hair. 

‘You’re turning me on,’ he said, enjoying every moment. 

It’s my intention,’ she murmured. 

‘Really?’ 

‘Yes, really.’ 

C I thought we were getting up.’ 

‘No, Michael, you’re getting up,’ she teased. 

He lightly brushed the tips of her nipples. This is some- 
thing, huh?’ he said. 

‘X know.’ x 

‘I didn’t come over here with this in mind.’ 

‘Oh yes, you did,’ 

He grinned. ‘Oh yes, I did.’ 

The phone began to ring. She reached out and clicked the 
bell off. ‘No calls,’ she whispered. *No interruptions.’ 

Then they both forgot about getting up as his lips 
descended on hers and once again they began the rapturous 
trip. 

He moved on top of her, preparing for the wild ride. 

And she knew for sure she was never going to be alone 
again. 



Chapter Fifty 

• ☆ 


'We gorr 2 find the Ihde prior. before Luca blows,’ Reno said. 
'He’s gettm’ dace.' 

*1 know that,’ Bcrco agreed. e Wh ere we gonna start?’ 

<Wc go back to the house, 5 Reno said. ‘And tear his room 
to pieces inch by inch/ 

*Wc did than.’ 

This time wcTi search my way.’ 

They took the limo to the house, had the driver wait 
outside, and made their way to Zone’s room. 

‘So now we’ll do it good,’ Reno said, quite pumped at the 
thought of wrecking a room. ‘Slit the mattress, peel off the 
wallpaper, pry up the floor-boards. I didn’t come to LA to 
spend my time chasin’ this cocksucker. I came out here to 
relax. This time we’re gonna nail him.’ 

They went to work. 


it ☆ ☆ 

Bobby and Mac huddled with Detective Carlyle at the cite 
of the sound stage. 

Tf this man was let out of jail, shouldn’t Jordan-s tad 
Cheryl have been notified immediately?’ Bobby as hed, bine 
eyes blazing. 

TVc didn’t know it was him,’ Detective Carlyle ex plain ed 
Tt only came to light in the last twenty-four hours.’ 

So you re telling me that four women were murdered and 
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you didn’t know it was him? Nobody put together the 
connection before now?’ He turned angrily to Mac. ‘Do you 
believe this?’ 

Mac studied his shoes. His worst nightmare was coming 
true. This should never have happened, and the horrible 
thing was he blamed himself, he should have gone to the 
cops immediately instead of hoping Luca would take care of 
it. 

< We’ve got to find Jordanna,’ Bobby said grimly. ‘What’s 
being done?’ 

‘Everything possible,’ Detective Carlyle replied, wonder- 
ing why everyone thought they had a right to blame him. 

‘Where’s Cheryl?’ Mac asked. 

1 stopped by her house,’ Detective Carlyle said. ‘Only her 
brother was there.’ 

‘She doesn’t have a brother,’ Mac said grimly. ‘Maybe it 
was Zane.’ 

‘No, I have a photograph of Zane - it wasn’t him.’ 

‘What happens next?’ Bobby asked. ‘Will there be a ransom 
demand?’ 

‘If that’s what he’s after, he’ll most likely contact her 
father.’ 

‘Docs Jordan know what’s going on?’ 

Tm on my way to see him now.’ 

Til come with you,’ Bobby decided. 

Tou can’t leave the set,’ Mac objected. 

‘Close down for the day,’ Bobby fired back. ‘Jordanna’s in 
danger, and I’m going to be out there doing everything I can 
to help find her.’ 


☆ ☆ ☆ 

Grant paced around the lobby of the St James’s. He’d already 
asked the girl at reception for Mr Nanni, and she’d said he 
was out. Next he’d spoken to the parking valets and found 
out Cheryl’s car was not parked there. In fact, one of them 
remembered her collecting her car and leaving the hotel the 
night before at around ten. 



For the first time in his life Grant deeded he came about 
someone more than he cared abcuc uimseif. Cheryl and he 
had always been dose, ncrw that she might be in. danger it 

was a frightening thought. 

He took out Detective Carlyle's card and studied in. 

If he called and mid him that Cheryl could be missing, he 
might have to reveal that shed been visiting a cBenr last 
night. 

So what' He’d fee- that problem “.men it arose. If her 
safety was at stake fc was worm ro 


☆ ☆ ☆ 


‘If we’re going to talk, first youYe go: re let ns use toe 
bathroom,’ Jordanna said insistently- 'And cant yen see that 
Cheryl’s sick? You rodeoed her with that stuff yon retted 
her to drink. She code be hnfing an allergic reaction. Why 
don’t you let fart got Ail you have to do is drive her to a 
hospital and drop her off outside. She can’t tell anyone 
where you are- because she doesn’t know. You’ll still have 
me.’ 

He ignored her pleas. What did Ingrid say about me?’ lie 
demanded. 

‘I want to tell you, Zane, I really do, but I’m in a difficult 
position. Give Cheryl a drink at least, then I’ll tell vou 
everything. That’s a promise.’ 

He was drawn towards her in spite of himself. What’s 
there to tell?’ 


Ingrid talked about you a lot. She really liked you. It was 
terrible what happened, but / know it was an accident.’ 

T)on t try ro fool me. You're the one had me thrown into 
jail.’ 


T had no choree. My father forced me to testify.’ 

Tour father didn’t force you to do anvthing. You did it 
because yoirre a spoiled rich cum’ 

- vcnr ' ve £ ot 11 -rmfd confided in mc\‘ 
^har did she confide?’ he shed mm :dcuslv . Tf you dor,’: 
td! me soon, HI ~ fere in the dark. You 
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the rats were bad? Wait until you see what else I have for 
you. 5 

Cheryl groaned. Even though Jordanna was worried about 
her, she wished she’d shut up, because instinctively she knew 
Zane would get off on weakness, only strength would 
intimidate him. 

‘Ingrid thought you were handsome,’ she lied, realizing 
that although she had his interest, she needed more. ‘Ingrid 
was always telling me.’ 

The truth was that Ingrid had never mentioned him, 
except to say he was the most obnoxious creep she’d ever 
come across. 

A flicker of expression. ‘She did?’ 

He actually believed her. ‘Oh, yes,’ she said, nodding her 
head. 

Zane sat down on the stairs and regarded her through 
narrowed eyes. ‘When did she say this?’ 

She stayed silent, which infuriated him. 

His voice hardened. T said when did she say this?’ 

More silence. Now she was doing exactly what he had 
done earlier and he didn’t like it. 

T)on’t play games with me, bitch,’ he said stonily. ‘Because 
you’ll regret it.’ 

“Why do you call me names?’ she asked, trying a new 
tactic. ‘Ingrid said you were a nice guy, she really liked you - 
respected you, in fact. If she knew what you were doing to 
us, she’d be upset.’ 

His voice registered no emotion. Tngrid played me for a 
fool.’ 

Tou didn’t understand her, but she understood you.’ She 
paused for a moment, gauging his reaction. He was hooked, 
but she still had to reel him in very carefully, otherwise she’d 
lose him. ‘Some of the things she said about'you were so 
interesting . . .’ 

He blinked several times. ‘What?’ . 

‘C’mon,’ she said persuasively. ‘Be a nice guy and let 
Cheryl go, then Fil tell you.’ 

‘Cheryl stays.’ 



‘At least give her some water. 

*1 don’t have to do anything.’ 

T know that.’ 

*1 could kill you both.’ 

There was a long tense silence while he decided what to 
do next. 

Mentally Jordanna willed him to do the right thing. She’d 
always believed in the power of positive thinking. 

Now if she could only hook him into her mind trip . . . 

☆ * ☆ 


‘Michael?’ 

“That’s my name.’ 

This ail happened so quickly. Fm not used to falling into 
bed with men early in the morning when Fm supposed to be 
working.’ 

He raised a quizzical eyebrow. ‘Men, Kennedy?’ 

She smiled. ‘You.’ 

Thank you.’ 

Tou’re welcome.’ 

‘Are you complaining?’ 

‘Well ... I don’t want this to be a casual breakfast affair.’ 

Ts that what you think it is?’ 

“No . . . but we did rush into it. Shouldn’t we have had 
some kind of—’ 

‘What?’ he interrupted, half-smiling. ‘You want me to take 
you out on a date and buy you dinner?’ 

‘Why not?’ 

‘OK, if that’s what you want,’ he said, sitting up and 
reaching for a cigarette. ‘We’ll go on a double date with 
Amber and Quincy - how’s that?’ 

She sat up next to him, pulling the crumpled sheet over 
her breasts. “You mean I get to mix with real people?’ she 
asked, widening her eyes. 

‘Very funny.’ 

‘At least I can make you laugh.’ 

Tou can make me do a lot more than that.’ 
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‘Really?’ she teased. Tell me about it. 5 

He grabbed her playfully. “How about I show you? 5 

She squirmed out of his grasp. ‘How about we take a 
break?’ 

“You’re a difficult woman, Kennedy.’ . 

‘And you smoke too much.’ 

He took a deep drag and stubbed out his cigarette. ‘So,’ 
he said, Sve’re going on a proper date, is that it?’ 

“When will we do this?’ 

“When do you want to do it?’ 

The truth is,’ she said, stretching like a contented cat, “I 
never want to leave this bed - not with you in it.’ 

‘Me, too,’ he said, staring at her beautiful face. ‘Y’know, 
the first time I saw you I knew this was going to happen.’ 

“You did?’ 

“I sure as hell wanted it to, but first I had to straighten out 
my life. Now I hope Fve done that, and guess what - here 
we are.’ 

Timm . . . here we are,’ she sighed. 

“You’re not regretting it, are you?’ 

‘No, Michael,’ she murmured. Tm not. How about you?’ 

“You’ve jjotta be kidding. You’re the best thing that ever 
happened to me.’ He leaned over and kissed her." 

She pushed him gently away. “I hate to ask, but what time 
is it?’ 

He took a peek at his watch. 7 e ez! It’s eleven thirty. 
Quincy’s going to be pissed I ran out on him.’ 

“Let’s get up then.’ 

Yeah, let’s do it.’ 

Neither of them moved. ■ . _ . 

“We’ve got this stalker, thing going on with Marjory 
Sanderson,’ he said. ‘She claims there’s a guy- threatening to 
kill her.’ 

“Is there?’ 

“I don’t know if I believe her,’ He took a bear. “There’s 
something I should tell you about Marjory.’ 

‘Go ahead. Fm in a listening mood.’ 

*1 had to borrow money from her.’ 




‘How much?’ 

Ten thousand bucks.’ 

%?’ 

‘Information in exchange for currency. That was the de. 
to find Bella.’ 

Ten thousand dollars is an awful lot of money.’ 

‘Right - and I’ve got to pay it back.’ 

*How do you plan on doing that?’ 

T dunno ... I guess I could moonlight as a private securit 
guard, work my balls off, sell my body - ’ 

‘Michael!’ she admonished. 

TJ nless you feel like paying.’ 

She took a moment. “Will a dollar do it?’ 

‘Lady,’ he quipped. ‘We’re talking ten bucks or forget it.’ 

What do I get for ten bucks?’ 

‘Come here and HI show you.’ 

'Again? 

Tf I was seventeen . . .’ he said, putting his arm arounc 
her and pulling her close. 

He made her feel so good. ‘Y’know,’ she said softly. ‘After 
Phil died I never thought there’d be anybody who could take 
his place. And yet - here you are.’ 

Tup, here I am.’ 

Tou’ve come into my life like an explosion.’ Her fingers 
traced his face. T hope you’re staying around.’ 

‘Around?’ he said quizzically. ‘Sweetheart, Fm moving in.’ 

Her voice was low and husky and filled with satisfaction. 
Who said you could do that?’ 

‘Kennedy, you may as well face it, we’re together and 
that’s how it’s going to be. Unless you don’t want it.’ 

She snuggled even closer. T do.’ 

Was it possible he’d gotten this lucky in such a short 
period of time? She was so . . . perfect. Tou know what?’ he 
said. 

mat?’ • - 

Tou opened up my heart and walked right in.’ 

‘Why, Michael, this is a revelation - underneath the tough 
detective there lurks a true romantic.’ 
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‘Hey,’ he said, playfully grabbing -her again. ‘With you I 
can be anything.’ 

They began to kiss as if they were only just beginning. 

☆ ☆ ☆ 

Eldessa got off the bus near the bottom of Laurel Canyon. 
Clutching her black purse tightly to her side she started the 
long steep walk up the hill. 

Eldessa was used to walking, it didn’t bother her. Ever 
since her car had broken down a year ago she hadn’t gotten 
around to replacing it. It was an old car anyway, and had 
given her more trouble than it was worth. 

She thought about her family as she made her way up the 
canyon. Five children, all scattered in different places. Not 
that she saw much of them, but occasionally they came to her 
for financial help and she did her best. 

Five thousand dollars was a fortune. If she had that money 
she could retire, go live in Santa Monica by the ocean with 
her cousin, and finally, after a lifetime of cleaning up after 
other people, spend her days doing nothing. 

Eldessa thought she had a chance of getting it. She was 
almost sure Shelley would be able to tell her where Zone had 
gone. 

It was worth the long trudge up the steep canyon. Every 
single weary step. 

☆ ☆ ☆ 

Take a look at this,’ Reno said, cracking his knuckles. 

‘What?’ Bosco asked, sweating profusely in the LA heat. 

‘It’s his car rental papers. He hid them under the mattress. 
I told you, when you toss a room you gotta do it good.’ 

‘OK, so now we’ve got his car licence number, big deal.’ 

Tou don’t understand - we got that, we got him. Let’s 
go.’ 



Chapter Fifty-One 

☆ 


Bobby roamed around Jordan Levitt’s lavishly appointed 
study, watching and listening as Detective Carlyle explained 
the situation. 

Jordan Levitt was a tall handsome man who’d probably 
intimidated the hell out of Jordanna when she was growing 
up. Bobby knew the feeling well. In a way Jordan reminded 
him of Jerry. He had that Tm a major player - don't mess with 
me* aura. 

When Jordan finally spoke, his deep voice was filled with 
a barely controlled anger. ‘Why wasn’t my daughter warned?’ 
he thundered, glaring fiercely. ‘Why wasn’t she placed in 
protective custody?’ 

1 asked the same questions,’ Bobby said. 

Detective Carlyle shifted uncomfortably. He was finally 
meeting Hollywood Big Shots, and what was he getting' A 
freaking tongue-lashing as if Jordanna Levitt’s disappearance 
was his fault. If she’d returned his original call this would 
never have happened. 

‘We attempted to warn her—’ he began 

‘Bullshit!’ Jordan roared, slamming his fist on his desk. 
That’s pure bullshit and von know it. Get on the phone and 
put me through to whoever s in charge. I want action, and I 
want it near' 

* ☆ •£• 
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T think I hear your doorbell,’ Michael said. 

Tell them to go away,’ Kennedy replied. 

“We gotta do something about getting out of this bed. It’s 
past noon. Definitely time to get up.’ 

She sighed. If you say so.’ 

‘Do you want me to answer the door?’ 

‘No. You go take a shower. I’ll see who it is.’ 

He kissed her and jumped out of bed. ‘Meet me in the 
shower in sixty seconds. I’ll get very' impatient if you’re not 
there.’ 

‘If I do, we’ll never get any work done.’ 

He grinned. ‘On second drought, who needs work?’ 

‘We both do,’ she said, reaching for a robe. 

Throwing up his hands, he said, ‘OK, OK, I’m going to 
shower.’ 

She padded to the door, calling out, ‘Who’s there?’ 
‘Kennedy?’ 

Recognizing Rosa’s voice, she reluctandy opened the door 
a crack. ‘Oh, hi,’ she said. ‘What are you doing here?’ 

‘What am I doing here?’ Rosa said crossly. Tve been 
trying to call you for the last two hours. Where were you?’ 

‘Working,’ she said vaguely. 

‘Are you letting me in or not?’ 

‘Yeah, yeah - I guess.’ 

‘You ness} What in hell’s going on with you? And why 
aren’t you dressed?’ 

Reluctandy she opened the door all the way, allowing 
Rosa to sail past her and enter the apartment. 

‘I repeat,’ Rosa said. ‘How come you’re still wandering 
around in your robe?’ 

‘I’ve been working at my computer.’ 

Standing back, Rosa surveyed her with a jaundiced eye. 
You’ve got that recendy fucked glow,’ she said accusingly. 

‘Excuse me?’ 

You heard.’ 

Tm working on a story. Pve been up all night.’ 

Yeah, baby. It’s me you’re talking to. Who’s here?’ 

‘Nobody.’ 
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1 can hear the shower running.’ 

*1 was just about to take one.’ 

TJh . . . excuse me,’ Rosa said, bending down to pick : 
piece of clothing off the floor. 'Whose pants arc those?’ 

Kennedy spun around. ‘What are you - a spy?’ 

‘Hey, don’t get on my case. Fm delighted for you, honey 
Who is he?’ 

‘Michael,’ she admitted. 

‘Oh, boy. You work even faster than me! One date? Is tha 
alljt took?’ 

" ‘He’s an incredible man, Rosa,’ she said, smiling dreamily, 

‘Kennedy! This isn’t like you - Fm delighted to see thai 
you’re a human living female after all.’ 

‘Now that Fve told you, can you please get out?’ 

‘No, I can’t. There’s been developments.’ 

It occurred to Kennedy that life went on, and it was time 
to join the real world again. ‘OK, fill me in,’ she said, 
attempting to pull it together. 

Tt hasn’t hit the news yet, but it’s on the street that 
Jordanna Levitt is missing.’ 

‘Oh, my God! How do you know?’ 

Her damaged car was found with her purse still in it. And 
nobody’s seen her since last night.’ 

‘What about Cheryl Landers?’ 

Haven’t heard anything.’ 

This is unbelievable.’ 

T know.’ 

Tve been finding out plenty, too,’ Kennedy said, snapping 
back into the swing of things. ‘Did you know that reputed 
mob boss, Luca Carldtti, is Zane Ricca’s uncle?’ 

‘Are you saying there could be a crime connection here?’ 

Who knows? Fm figuring it this way — his uncle probably 
got him the role in The Contract. Zane came out here, 
murdered Ingnd, went to prison, and now he’s our aiv! 
wants revenge on all the women who gave evidence airainse 
him.’ 

Have you tried contacting Luc 2 Cariotri?’ 

‘Who, me? No way.’ 
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‘Somebody should. We must pass this information to the 
cops.’ 

‘I was going to, but I kind of got side-stepped, or side- 
tracked, or hit on the head. I don’t know, Rosa. Take no 
notice of me - Fm light-headed.’ 

‘So I noticed,’ Rosa said drily. 

This is not great timing.’ 

When it comes to love, kiddo,’ Rosa said, nodding her 
head wisely, 'nothing is great timing.’ 

Who said anything about love?’ 

Take a look in the mirror. There’s a smile on your face 
could light up Cleveland!’ 

‘Nonsense.’ 

'Sure. ’ 

‘I should tell Michael what’s going on. Fix yourself a 
coffee. I’ll be right back.’ 

‘Don’t you want me to come with you?’ 

‘Rosa, you’re not strong enough to see Michael in the 
shower. Fm telling you, ids quite a sight.’ 

‘Mv God, you’re beginning to sound just like me!’ 

‘Never.’ 

Tla! You should be so lucky.’ 

☆ * ☆ 

Zane released Cheryl, took her upstairs, allowed her to use 
) the bathroom and have her a glass of water. 

She was too weak to make a move. When he dragged her 
back down inro the cellar she could barely walk. 

Jordanna felt her heart begin to pound. Cheryl was in 
trouble, but there was nothing she could do to help, only 
watch helplessly as Zane retied Cheryl’s ankles. He was about 
to handcuff her wrists again when Jordanna spoke up. Tou 
don’t have to handcuff her,’ she said, forcing him to listen 
and take notice. ‘Look at her - she’s out of it. She needs 
medical care.’ 

Tou talk too much,’ he said coldly. 
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<1 thought you wanted me to tell you all the things Ingrid 

said about you.’ 

Bingo! She had his attention. 

‘What things?’ he said. 

‘Special tilings. Very revealing.’ 

He left Cheryl where she was on the floor, walked over 

and sat on the bottom step again. 

Jordanna noted he did not put the handcuffs back on 

Cheryl. At least that was something. 

‘Ingrid didn’t treat me right,’ he said resentfully. ‘She 
didn’t treat me with respect. Anybody watching us together 
could see that.’ 

1 know,’ Jordanna agreed. 

‘She led me to believe we were going to be together. 
Ingrid lied to me.’ 

Oh, flick, how was she going to keep him talking? 

‘There were pressures on Ingrid you didn’t know about,’ 
she said, making it up as she went along. 

‘What?’ he demanded, rubbing the vicious scar on his 
cheek. 

Gotta come up with a story here. Gotta really get the hook in 
solid. 

‘Mac Brooks, the director,’ she blurted. TTe ... he was in 
love with Ingrid. He had her under his power. But somehow 
he found out she liked you, and he forbade her to be nice to 
you. So you see, it wasn’t Ingrid’s fault.’ - 


☆ ☆ ☆ 
f 


The Man was filled with fury. Was this true P Was Mac Brnb 
responsible for Ingrid’s rejection ? 

He glared at Jordanna, hating her and hating the other one 
who’d gotten sick too quickly. It was going to be no fun watching 


JUfiT ™ f T* ~ m i >f ar - Shc to k 

taught a lesson m humility. 

THE BITCH WASNT FRIGHTENED OF HIM. 
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Maybe he should strangle her now. Wrap his hands at 
her neck and gaze deep into her black eyes while he watcht 
life seep out of her. 

No. It wasn ’t time. He needed to hear more. 

He needed to hear everything. 

☆ ☆ ☆ 

The perspiration dripped off Eldessa’s forehead as she 
cinued to make her way up Laurel Canyon. When Sh 
had written out directions, she’d failed to mention the h 
was so far up the hill. 

Eldessa stopped for a moment, took a folded tissue i 
her purse and mopped her brow. She was too old & 
walking around Los Angeles on a fool’s errand. Shelley n 
not know anything, and then where would she be? 

Muttering under her breath, Eldessa plodded on. She 
i chance to lay her hands on five thousand dollars. Every 
vas worth it. 


☆ ☆ ☆ 

I’ll see you later,’ Michael said, cupping Kennedy’s fee 
us hands and kissing her on the lips. Tm meeting Qu 
ind getting into this. Don’t forget to call the cops and 
hem what you’ve found out.’ 

‘If they're any good they’ll already know,’ Rosa remarl 

‘Rule number one,’ Michael said, ‘assume nobody kn 
inything.' 

As soon as he was gone, Rosa let out a long low whi 
That is one good-looking sonofabitch. And he’s not evei 
.ctor. How lucky can you get?’ 

‘You had your chance, Rosa.’ 

‘Not really,’ she said truthfully. ‘He was never into rr 
an always tell.’ 

Kennedy sighed happily. ‘Isn’t he great?’ 


Tools rush fa - • - 

Tm nor a fool. Micfardp? facixxv ^ 
Rosa beamed, happy flx fax Sx-c. 


TV 1 get a tinder s 


‘You get to be a flower girl at our wedding.’ 

Rosa’s eyebrow's shot up. Wedding! Has he asked you to 

marry him?’ . 

T vvas joking,’ Kennedy said, shaking her head and 

smiling. - . 

‘You’ve turned to mush!’ Rosa yelled. T don’t like it. 

<Not quite,’ Kennedy said. Tet me get dressed and we’ll 
go over to task force headquarters. I want to be in on this 
one.’ 


☆ ☆ ☆ 

Where in hell you been?’ Quincy demanded angrily. 

‘Somewhere very special,’ Michael replied, unable to 
remove the smile from his face. 

Quincy was perplexed. What is this somewhere special 
shit?’ he asked, scratching his head. 

‘You’ll meet her.’ 

Til meet her, huh?’ Quincy said, glaring at him. ‘Are you 
telling me that while Fve been carrying the load on my ovr, 
you’ve been out getting laid?’ 

‘Nope,’ Michael said. This isn’t about getting laid.’ 

Well, what the fuck is it?’ 

‘Can we talk about it later? There’s something ifac E rr.rj— 
forgot to tell us, and it’s important we pay hi— a Vrfr T-tr^ 
Ricca has an unde. His name is Luca Carlotrfa 
‘Let’s go,’ Quincy said. 

Tm behind you, bro’.’ 


☆ ☆ ☆ 

Reno had friends in LA. He put out a searth-anf-fedicnibr 

on Zone s car, and setded himself on the parr bn- fare rrrfaar 
thc St James’s. ^ . atjaase 
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“We’ll have him before nightfall,’ he promised Luca. “It's a 
done deal.’ 

“Howdja know that?’ Luca growled, joining him in Ver- 
sace shorts and matching shirt, with Gucci gold-trimmed 
slippers on his feet and slicked-back hair. 

‘Care to take a bet?’ Reno said confidently, fiddling with 
his sunglasses. '• .V- • ' 

Luca trusted Reno! if he said it would be done, he knew 
that it would. 

Bosco lumbered outside, sweating more as the day 
progressed. 

“There you are,’ Luca said. 

“Yeah, here I am,’ Bosco replied. 

This is what I want you tido now,’ Luca said, issuing 
instructions. Take the limo, stop by Cartier in Beverly Hills 
and pick up a diamond bracelet. Have them gift-wrap it, then 
write a card with my name on it - my first name only - don’t 
wanna scare her off. Deliver it to Bambi personally at that 
house you followed her to last night, an’ tell her Fm expectin’ 
her at eight.’ He shoved an envelope at him. Tay cash.’ 

Bosco pocketed the envelope. “Ain’t Reno cornin’ with?’ 

“Not necessary. He stays here by the phone.’ 

“Should I have lunch first?’ Bosco asked, his stomach 
rumbling at the very thought of food. 

“No fuckin’ way. You’re gettin’ soft in your old age, Bosco.’ 

“Whoyow callin’ old?’ 

They might joke together, but everyone knew who the 
boss was. 


☆ ☆ ☆ 

Grant felt he had no choice but to go to Detective Carlyle 
and inform him that Cheryl appeared to be missing. 

He hung around the precinct waiting, until the detective 
walked in, then he approached him, keeping it loose. He told 
him Cheryl had visited a friend at the St James’s, and from 
the information he’d received she’d left there around ten last 
night and nobody had seen her since. 




miv»i illily. 
r, Wi‘ (M(w iij< 


‘Why didn’c you tell me this eat* 
asked. 

1 thought she'd stayed the nui*^ the ho 
uh . . . friend.’ i : £f 

Detective Carlyle peered 
say you were her brother?’ 

Thar’s right.’ 

1 understand Cheryl Landed 

Grant didn’t hesitate. Technic! 

‘What I meant was we’re like brother! 
together.’ 

Detective Carlyle continued to regard hint Mimit inmly, 
‘Who are you?’ 

Sometimes it was useful having the name, ‘Gram )rj ( n/.j), 
Junior,’ he said smoothly. 

The detective snapped to attention. Ton mr.ii i (U,mf 
Lennon’s your father?’ 

No. Robert Redford, you idiot. 

That’s right.’ 

Trying not to look too impressed, Detective ( faty \> • 'id, 
‘Give me the make and licence of her car, I'il fin a >i i"t 
And Fll need the name of the friend she was wit it# 

Grant gave him the information, asked ris dnmv/i u, 
keep in touch, left his number arid tcmfrsd u> f f r 1 
house. 




The Levitt bitch wasn’t sttch a bitch after all. In fact, she was t, 
first woman who’d been truthful with him. 

Everythin# she said made perfect sense. Ingrid had loved hi 
all along. She hadn’t been pretending. She’d genuinely loved hit 

So many women over the years had lied to him. They’d brokt 
his heart until he’d learned that to get ever the hurt he had 

punish them. ' - 

Before Ingrid thcre’d been others -the first me when he w 
seventeen. A pretty girl called Sally, who’d made him promt 
she’d never kept. 

Nobody ever found out it was him who’d fixed her car so th 
the brakes failed. 

After Sally there was a young Danish girl who’d unfortunate 
dreamed on a summer picnic. This young lady had seven 
disappointed hint. It was her fault she’d been punished. 

He’d never regretted their deaths because they’d deserved 
die. 

It had been so easy taking revenge and never getting cdttgl 
not until Ingrid. 

All those years in jail he’d itched to get his hands on the s 
women rvho’d put him there. The satif action of finally doing 
was orgasmic. 

He thought about Ingrid, and the fact that Mac Brooks hi 
kept them apart. 

AND MAC BROOKS SHALL DIE. 

☆ ☆ ☆ 

Zane untied Jordanna’s ankles and puiied her roughly to h 
feet. Her legs were numb, and for a moment she could bare 
stand. She fell against him, straightening up immediately. 

A quick glance at Cheryl revealed her to be in bad shap 
huddled in die comer. 

Zane unlocked the handcuffs attached to the pipe, slippi 
one half around his own wrist and clicked it shut. Now tin 
were shackled together. No chance of escape. At least she w 
getting out of the cellar. Upstairs there might be somethii 
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she could do, maybe scream, attract a neighbour’s attention. 
Any thin g was better than being trapped in the black hole. 

He climbed the stairs, dragging her behind him. She 
hadn’t realized how hungry she was - and thirsty. Licking 
her dry lips she tried to concentrate on winning him over. 
Yes. That’s what she had to do - continue to gain his trust. 
It was probably their only shot at survival. 

Once upstairs he slammed the cellar door shut behind 
them, leading her down a narrow corridor into a small 
bathroom. 

‘Go,’ he said, indicating the toilet. 

‘Not with you here,’ she said, appalled. Take off the 
handcuffs and wait outside.’ 

☆ ☆ ☆ 

The Man had no intention of letting her get away with anything 
He had her under his control and that’s where he’d keep her. 
Under control, like a dog. 

Tes, she was being truthfiil with him - for now - but women 
couldn’t be misted, any fool knew that. 

She glared at him before unzipping her jeans with one hand , 
pulling down her underwear and squatting on the toilet. 

He knew he was humiliating her. It gave him great 
satisfaction. 

The end would not be quick for this one. He liked having her 
around, especially when she told him tales of Ingrid and her love 
for him. 

Tes, Jordanna Levitt would die slowly. 

☆ ☆ ☆ 

If she’d had a gun she would have blown him away. Shot 
him right between his already dead eyes. 

Screw you! she wanted to scream. You sick perverted 
murdering bastard. 

He’d taken away her freedom, and he had no right to do 
that. He was a killer - he deserved no chance. 



She finished peeing and pulled up her jeans as quickly as 

possible. , , x 

Was Bobby missing her yet? Was he out looking for her: 
How about Jordan. Did he know? Was he concerned? 
The)- must have found her car by now and realized 

something was seriously wrong. 

‘Can I get a drink?’ she asked, deliberately sounding 
subservient, hoping to lull him into a false sense of security. 
He grunted and led her into the kitchen. 

Where was this place? Glancing over at the window she 
observed trees and greenery outside. Big help. They could be 
anywhere from Malibu to the Valley. 

Yanking her across to the water-cooler, he filled a paper 
cup and thrust it at her. 

She downed it in one big gulp. ‘More,’ she said thirstily. 
‘No more.’ 


‘Why?’ 

‘Because Fm not bringing you up to the bathroom again.’ 
‘Why not?’ 

Tou talk too much.’ 


eat?’ 


He hadn’t heard the half of it. Tfow about something to 


‘No.’ 

Tor Cheryl? Ifll soothe her stomach.’ 

‘No,’ he repeated harshly, and began pulling her back 
towards the door. 

She glanced over at the window one more time. Freedom 
She’d never trussed it until she didn’t have it. 

Oh, God! Wnst could she do to get out of this? 

^ s th2t ma de her spirits rise and 
filial her ww hope. CheryL outside the house - stumbling 
escaping, running for her life. & 

There was a chance for survival after all. 
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Chapter Fifty-Three 

☆ 


Mac was driving out of the studio when Quincy spotted t 
and did a fast U-tum. 

Michael jumped out of Quincy’s car, flagged Mac dov 
ran over and tapped on the window of the Rolls. ‘How co 
you never mentioned Luca Carlotti was Zane Ricca’s unci 
he asked sharply. ‘Didn’t you know?’ 

Mac took a beat. Should he bluff it out, or was it best 
go with the truth? 

Jordanna was missing. It had to be the truth. 

‘I knew,’ he admitted. 

‘So why didn’t you—’ 

‘Hey,’ Mac interrupted. ‘What’s done is old news. 1 

portant thing is to find Jordanna.’ 

‘Have you spoken to Luca in New York?’ 

‘Luca’s here. Pm on my way to see him.’ 

Does he know where Zane is?’ 

‘Not the last time we spoke. But he’s likely to track h 

icker than the cops.’ 

We’!! come with you.’ 

*1 don’t think Luca would appreciate that.’ 

Do you give a shit?’ 

Well 

We work for yon, Mac. IPs not like we’re in the catchi 
criminals business any more. Chances are we can help.’ 



‘Where are we going?’ s 

The St James’s Hotel on Sunset. 

☆ ☆ ☆ 

[y the time Kennedy and Rosa arrived at headquarters, it 
/as known that Cheryl Landers was missing as well as 
ordanna Levitt. Her silver BMW had been traced to a tow 
ard - apparendy abandoned on Lexington. 

Detective Carlyle was in deep shit. Thanks to Jordan 
xvitt he was getting it from all sides, because now Boyd 
Cellcr was being pressurized from above and the hotshot had 
o take it but on someone. Detective Carlyle happened to be 
hat lucky someone. 

On top of everything else there were the two ballsbreakers 
o contend with. Rosa Alvarez and . Kennedy Chase, who’d 
lescended on them with even more information. Rosa 
eemed to be getting very palsy with Boyd - she was all over 
he Boy Wonder, and Boyd didn’t seem to object. As for 
Kennedy, she did nothing but shoot him dirty looks, like it 
,vas his fault the girls were missing. 

Somewhere in the recesses of his mind Detective Carlyle 
suspected that maybe it was. If only he’d connected the cases 
earlier, done a little more detective work . . . 

No, he told himself firmly, it wasn’t his fault. His workload 
overwhelmed him. Murders, beatings, stabbings, shootings, 
pimps, hookers, drugs, pornography, child abuse, runaways, 
car-jackings, robberies, rapes — there was always something 
to grab his attention. 

Boyd Keller stormed out of his newly appointed office and 
hooked a finger in his direction. ‘Get in here, Carlyle,’ he said 
in an unpleasant tone. 

Detective Carlyle sighed. He was just about ready to pack 
this job in and join a private security force. He, too, was 
allowed to have a life. 
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At least she’d noticed he’d arrived in a limo. Til wait,’ h 
said, favouring her with another wink. ‘Make it fast.’ 

☆ ☆ ☆ 

Michael filled Quincy in on his New York trip as they traile 
Mac’s Rolls down Sunset. 

‘You did the right thing,’ Quincy said. Tou walked awa 
from it.’ 

Michael nodded, sure that Quincy was right. ‘I know. B\ 
it still hurts .’ 

‘I bet it does,’ Quincy said, chasing Mac through 
red light. That sonofabitch brother of yours, he new 
quits.’ 

Michael reached for a cigarette. This is bad news aboi 
the two girls. If that sick fuck has them . . . Shit! I knew u 
shoulda done something about it before . . .’ 

We did,’ Quincy said grimly. The cops were supposed 1 
take over.’ 

They blew this one.’ 

‘I know,’ Quincy said, swerving to avoid a jaywalker. T1 
St James’s,’ he said thoughtfully. That’s the hotel I w 
waiting outside for Cheryl Landers.’ 

‘She’d hardly be visiting Luca Carlotti,’ Michael sai 
stifling a yawn. 

Quincy glanced over at him. Tough night?’ 

*No, tough morning. I was flying all night.’ 

Tough morning, huh? What did you do that was ! 
important you couldn’t contact me sooner? We’re partnei 
bro’, we gotta lot of shit to take care of.’ 

‘You want the truth or a lie?’ 

Whyn’t you try the truth.’ 

‘I met someone.’ 

Where? On the plane? At the airport? She serve you 
drink, is that it?’ 

What makes you think I had a drink?’ 

Cause you look too goddamned pleased with yourself.’ 
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‘Hey, if Pd been drinking the last thing I’d look is pleased.’ 

‘Goddamn it!’ Quincy exclaimed, as Mac jumped another 
red light and he tried to keep up with him. This guy is 
nuts.’ 

What do you expect? He drives a Rolls.’ 

‘Yeah, yeah, I know, those kinda cars don’t stop for red 
lights.’ 

1 was thinking we’d all have dinner.’ 

Who’s we?’ 

‘Her name’s Kennedy.’ 

‘Kennedy’s a dead President.’ 

‘No, Kennedy is this woman I met. She’s a journalist.’ 

That’s dangerous.’ 

‘You’ll like her, Q. She’s smart, intelligent and beautiful.’ 

‘And you’re in love, right?’ 

‘You’ve seen me through plenty of women - you ever 
heard me talk like this before?’ 

Teah, the day you married Rita.’ 

The day I married Rita I was drunk and homy. Someone 
shoulda stopped me.’ 

‘You ever tried stoppin’ a man with a hard-on?’ 

“You coulda tried.’ 

‘Hey-’ 

‘OK, OK. I want you and Amber to meet Kennedy. We’ll 
50 out to dinner. My check.’ 

‘Oh, boy, this must be love!’ 

☆ ☆ ☆ 

ildessa had turned off Laurel Canyon on to a side-street a 
vhile ago. She was hot and tired and now her feet hurt. She 
topped to consult the crumpled piece of paper Shelley had 
jiven her. The problem was she couldn’t see a thing, so she 
00k out her old glasses and put them on. 

Shelley had drawn her a little map, and as far as she could 
ell she was heading in the right direction, only she wasn’t 
•here yet, and she was getting cranky. 

For a moment she thought about abandoning the idea of 



visiting Shelley and turning back. But that seemed foolish, 
she was bound to reach the house soon. 

Besides, there was five thousand dollars luring her on. 

☆ ☆ ☆ 

Random thoughts raced through Cheryl’s head as she ran. 
OK, OK, I can do this, I have to do this. It’s our only chance. I 
have to get away. 

Once Zane had removed Jordanna from the cellar she’d 
taken action. Without the handcuffs she was able to untie her 
ankles, stumble up the stairs, reach the front door and flee. 

In spite of being doubled over with excruciating stomach 
cramps, she’d known she had to make the supreme effort - 
even though she was horribly aware that as soon as Zane 
discovered her missing he would be after her. 

She felt so ill, but it didn’t matter. Nothing mattered 
except summoning help. 

She reached the end of the small driveway and found 
herself on a dirt road cut into the hillside - a rough terrain of 
overgrown shrubbery, trees and long grass. Desperately she 
looked around, hoping to see other houses, but there were 
none up here in this lonely place. 

Making a big effort, she began frantically running down 
the overgrown path, glancing over her shoulder, staying to 
the side of the road, petrified he would catch up with her. 
Her heart was in her mouth. Fear pervaded her entire body. 
Clutching her coat around her, she made it into the bushes. 

J must hide, she told herself. He’ll be here in a minute. If he 
catches me, who knows what he’ll do. 

She had no idea where she was or where she was going, 
she only knew that she had to get away as fast as she could. 


☆ ☆ ☆ 


Bobby paced restlessly up and down the floor of Jordan 

rherJ $ StUdy ' ' IS J lt ^ right ifIhan § out here?’ he asked. ‘If 
tncrc s a ransom demand, you’ll be the first to hear.’ 


537 



‘Of course,’ Jordan said, his forehead creased with worn'. 
‘Help yourself to a drink.’ 

Bobby went over to the small bar and poured himself a 
neat vodka. He needed something to take away the empty 
feeling of hopelessness in the pit of his stomach. ‘Can I fix 
you something?’ he offered. 

Jordan nodded. ‘Scotch.’ 

There was silence while Bobby poured Jordan his drink, 
walked over and handed it to him. 

Jordan cleared his throat. ‘Are you and Jordanna seeing 
each other?’ 

“We’re best friends,’ Bobby replied carefully. ‘She’s about 
to star in my movie.’ 

Jordan’s eyebrows shot up. “Jordanna’s not an actress.’ 
‘She tested for the role. I have to tell you - she’s a 
wonderful actress.’ 

Jordan frowned. Tm surprised.’ 
surprised that she’s wonderful?’ 

surprised and pleased,’ he said, taking a gulp of Scotch. 
;ht now I don’t know what to say. I ... I haven’t always 
1 the best father in the world. When I get her back I plan 
hanging all that.’ 

She loves you,’ Bobby said. Talks about you all the 
, » 

ordan’s craggy face lit up. ‘She does?’ 

[ know the two of you have had your problems. But, you 
w your daughter, she’s smart, and over the years she’s 
ned to understand you. I can tell you, she’s happy about 
baby your wife’s expecting.’ 
fhat makes me feel good, Bobby.’ 

I’m glad.’ 

iVhen Jordanna’s mother died it was a difficult time for 
. . . And then when my son . . .’ he trailed off, unable to 
dnue. 

It’s gonna be all right,’ Bobby said, gulping vodka as if it 
z water. He wished he felt as sure as he sounded. The 
rght of Jordanna trapped with some maniac . . . There’s 
a be something we can do,’ he said edgily. ‘Maybe it 



would t* better if wt went over to headquarters. What do 

’nodded. “Yes. nl bsz all my calls switched 
through At least we’ll be there If something happens/ - 

<Le? s go/ Bobby said, already halfway out the door. 

☆ * * 

Reno was indulging in a mild flirtation, with a voluptuous 
freckled woman in a large white hat and a sun-dress, who sat 
under a striped umbrella delicately picking at a plate of thinly 
sliced melon. 

‘Now that’s what I call a broad,’ he said admiringly. 

‘No/ Luca corrected. “That’s what you call a lady/ 

‘No/ Reno corrected him back. That’s what I call a broad/ 

•You want her, have her/ Luca said magnanimously, as if 
she was his to give. 

‘Maybe I will/ Reno responded. 1 wanna see if she eats all 
the melon. If she does, she’s a pig. If she leaves some over 
. . . then we’ll see.’ 

Luca chuckled. Is that how you judge ’em?’ 

“I have my rules/ Reno said, lowering his shades. Take a 
look at who’s heading our way/ 

Who?’ 

‘Mac Brooks. An’ he’s not alone.’ 

Luca zeroed in on Mac, automatically smoothing down 
his slick black hair. ‘See those guys with him - they’re cops/ 
he said, frowning deeply. 

‘How do you know?’ 

‘Cops got a way about ’em/ Luca said, continuing to 
watch Mac as he approached. Teak, they’re cops all right,’ he 
muttered, sitting up a little straighter on his lounger. ‘Why is 
the schmuck bringin’ them here?’ 

‘He’s your schmuck, not mine/ Reno said blandly, and went 
back to studying the freckled woman with the plate of melon. 

☆ * ☆ 
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Sitting in the back of the limo, Bosco visualized what he 
would have for lunch when he got back to the hotel. A 
hamburger maybe. Or a steak. Not one of those mixed salad 
things everybody seemed to eat in LA. How anybody got 
any satisfaction out of a pile of grass with some fancy dressing 
beat the shit out of him. 

Yes, he’d have a rare juicy steak, a glass of red wine and a 
large slice of chocolate cake with cream on top. 

Then, if they were hanging around LA for another night, 
he’d order up a high-class whore. The blonde they’d sent him 
before had been a disappointment - all Californian teeth and 
tits. Next time he’d try something more exotic - Chinese or 
Malaysian - a small woman who’d do anything he required.' 

He weighed the Cartier package in his hand. This Bambi 
broad was one lucky hooker, he hadn’t seen Luca so ready to 
tango in a long time. 

The limo turned off Laurel Canyon, heading up a deserted 
side road into the hills. 

You sure this is the right way?’ he asked, leaning forward 
to speak to the driver. 

“This is where we followed the car to last night,’ the driver 
replied. 

‘OK, OK,’ he said, imagining Bambi’s surprise when he 
turned up and presented her with Luca’s gift. 

* Luca sure knew how to turn a woman on, but then, Bosco 
thought with some satisfaction, in his own way, so did he. 



Chapter Fifty-Four 

☆ - — 


Zane was pulling her towards the cellar door. 

She knew she had to stall, do something to prevent him 
from finding out that Cheryl had escaped. The longer she 
kept him from going down into the cellar the better it would 
be for Cheryl. 

With a sudden lunge, she faked a trip, falling heavily to 
the ground. ‘Oh, my ankle! 1 she cried out, feigning pain. I 
think Fve twisted it. 1 

He stopped abruptly. ‘Get up, 1 he commanded harshly. 

‘I can’t.’ 

‘Doit.’ 

‘I would if I could, but I can’t stand.’ 

‘You’re full of tricks, aren’t you?’ 

‘No, no, Fm not,’ she said, her words coming fast. T want 
to be your friend, that’s what Ingrid would have liked.’ 

‘Ingrid’s not here,’ he said in a strained voice. ‘Ingrid got 
what she deserved, and that’s exactly what you’re going to 
get.’ 

The two of you could have been so great together,’ 
Jordanna said quickly. ‘She didn’t just want a fling with you 
... she talked about marrying you, having your babies.’ 
‘You’re lying.’ 

‘Why would I lie? 1 she asked innocently. 

‘Because all women lie,’ he answered, roughly yanking- at 
the handcuffs. 

'How come you find it so difficult to believe that TncWr! 
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really cared for you? You’re an attractive man. You remind 
me of—’ 

'Who?’ he asked, stopping and staring at her. 

She’d hit a nerve. Oh, God, she’d hit a nerve and now she 
had to follow through. Flatter him. Go for his ego. Instinct 
took over. 'Oh, um ... a ... a ... . movie star.’ 

‘Which one?’ 

‘Somebody strong,’ she said, feeling her way. 

‘An action star?’ 

That’s right. You remind me of . . .’ 

☆ ☆ ☆ 

Steven Seagal. Say Steven Seagal, you bitch! 

The Man glared at her, willing her to do so. 

Of course, he was better looking than Steven Seagal, but surely 
she must see the resemblance ? 

Jean Claude Van Damme,’ she said at last. 

She wasn’t as mart as he’d thmtght, but then nobody was as 
mart as him. 

‘Steven Seagal,’ he informed her coldly. STEVEN SEAGAL, 
BITCH. 

‘ That’s who I meant,’ she said, clicking her fingers. ‘That’s 
exactly who I meant.’ 

‘I could have been a big star like him,’ he said. Tf circumstances 
had been different.’ 

‘Is that why you came to Hollywood, to be a star?’ 

‘I came because they called me.’ 

‘Who called you?’ 

‘Mac Brooks. He wanted me in his film.’ 

T guess he didn’t realize Ingrid would be so attracted to you.’ 

Women are always attracted to me,’ he said, closely monitoring 
her reaction. ‘Even when I kill them - 1 can see it in their eyes. 
Shelley wanted me. She chased me for weeks.’ 

The bitch didn’t react the way he’d hoped. Jordanna Levitt was 
not easy to intimidate. 

Who’s Shelley?’ she asked. 

‘Never you mind.’ 


<My father 3 s a producer, 3 she blurted out. Tin sure he’d love to 
have an actor like you in one of his movies. They’re looking fir a 
new actio?} adventure hero. Arnold and Sly are getting older. - 
Bruce seems more into caper movies. Would you consider wo? king 


again V 

He wasn’t sure if she meant what she said. Maybe. Maybe not. 

He knew who her father was - big-time producer Jordan 
Levitt. Of course, he would be a sensation as the new action 
adventure hero. But the fact that he’d been in prison might go 
against him. 

q have to stay in the shadows, 3 he said mysteriously. 

There’s no reason fir you to do that. Ton can be a big star if 
you want to. 3 

This woman definitely talked too much, this Jordanna Levitt. 
And sometimes she even made sense. It puzzled him that she 
wasn’t cowering with fear like the other one. He pulled her to he?- 
feet. We’re going back downstairs. 3 

My ankle/ she protested, hobbling. 

Hither walk, or I’ll drag you. 3 

The Irian opened the cellar door and they descended into 
darbiess.- 


☆ ☆ ☆ 


She held her breath, waiting for him to realize that Cheryl 
was gone. It didn’t seem to register at first. He looked 
around, then shone his flashlight, taking a second look 
around the dark cellar, hardly believing Cheryl was not there. 

'Where is she? he said at last, the hardness in his voice 
chilling. 

q . . .1 don’t know,’ Jordanna said. 

Tou tricked me!’ he screamed, losing control. 

Before she could protect herself, he hauled back and 

slapped her across the face. Blood trickled from a cut on her 
hp. 


She tried to bring her hands up to save herself from 
hnpossible^ 1 ^^ 1 ^ ^ ^ handcufFed to him it wa 



He dragged her hands away from her face and hit her 
again. 

She kicked out, attempting to catch him in the groin, but 
he moved swiftly, punching her in the face. 

For a moment she was stunned. He took the opportunity, 
to unlock the handcuffs joining them together. She rallied 
and kicked out again, infuriating him. 

"You wanna play games,’ he yelled. ‘You wanna play 
fucking games?’ And with that, he withdrew a gun from his 
belt, pointing it directly at her. 

Siiendy she said her prayers because she thought this was 
it. He was about to blow her brains out and there was 
nothing she could do to stop him. 

But he didn’t. He stared at her for a moment, the gun in 
position, his eyes two flat dead zones. 

She licked her lips, tasting her own blood. Oh, God, she 
might be petrified, but she’d never give him the satisfaction 
of seeing her beg. 

He released the safety catch on the gun and continued to 
stare at her. 

She met his gaze steadfastly, refusing to look away. If this 
was the way it was supposed to be, she was ready. 

After a few seconds he lowered the weapon. Tve got to 
ind her,’ he muttered, almost to himself. 

She didn’t say a word, she knew when to stay quiet. 

He began stuffing the gun back in his belt. 

Window of opportunity. 

She took it. Bringing her wrists up, she pounded him 
inder the chin. He fell back, startled, and she followed up 
vith a violent kick to his head and a race for the stairs. 

But he was too quick for her. As she passed, he grabbed 
ter by the ankle, twisted hard, and she fell to the floor with a 
lull thud. 

‘Cunt!’ he screamed. ‘Dirty stinking cunt!’ 

She tried to get up, but before she could, he leaped on top 
'f her, straddling her body with his — placing his hands 
round her neck and beginning to squeeze. 
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He was strong, much stronger than her. She found herself 
totally helpless, trapped beneath him, unable to move. 

He was so dose she could feel his sickening breath in her 
face. 

This is not good, she thought dizzily. This . . . is . . . not 
. . . good ... * 

He continued to squeeze her throat, shutting out all sound 
and sensation, until finally everything went black and she 
lapsed into unconsciousness. 
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Chapter Fifty-Five 

☆ 


‘I thought we was meeting at seven, 5 Luca said bad-tem- 
peredly as Mac approached. This don’t seem like seven dme.’ 

T took a chance you’d be here earlier,’ Mac said. We had 
to dose down shooting today.’ 

“How come?’ 

‘Jordanna Levitt and Cheryl Landers are missing.’ 

Who’re they?’ 

They both testified against Zanc at his trial.’ 

Whadrc you saying?’ 

Tm saying he’s probably got them.’ 

‘Goddamn it!’ Luca muttered, slapping his fist into the 
palm of his hand. Then he looked over at Quincy and 
Michael. Tou wanna introduce me to your friends?’ 

They’re private detectives working for me.’ 

Why’re you bringin’ them here?’ 

‘Because we’ve got to talk. And they can help.’ 

Michael stepped forward, He was finally face to face with 
the notorious Luca Carlotti, and the guy looked like just 
another ageing hood with good grooming. The cops know, 
or are about to, that you’re Zane Ricca’s unde,’ he said. 

Tcah? How d’you figure that?’ Luca asked bclligerendy. 

T have a journalist fKcnd who’s been doing some investi- 
gating. She came up with these facts and she’s telling the 
cops.’ 

‘Aw, jeez!’ Luca complained. Ts this gonna be all over the 
press?’ 


‘How close are you to finding Zsne:’ Michael asked 

urgently. . 

Tm not talkin’ to no cops/ Luca wamed. 

Tou don’t have to/ Michad said TOis is between us. For 
now. The cops’ll be all over here soon.’ 

Trow’d they know Fm here?’ 

‘They’ll find out, ids no secret.’ Quincy joined the conver- 
sation, working on a hunch. ‘Who’s Bosco Nanni? 

Luca responded suspiciously. 

‘Cheryl Landers was visiting him at this hotel the night 
before last.’ 

‘Visiting Bosco?’ Reno said. 

Quincy nodded. That’s right.’ 

Luca chortled. The only visitor Bosco had was a hooker.’ 
‘So you do know him?’ 

Wanna make somethin’ outta it?’ Luca said, impatient at 
having to answer questions. 

‘Can we talk to him?’ Michael said. 

‘When he gets back.’ 

Where is he?’ 

‘He had to go do somethin’ for me.’ 

We’ll wait,’ Mac said. 


☆ ☆ ☆ 

Bobby and Jordan arrived at the police precinct at the same 
time as Ethan and Estelle Landers, Cheryl’s parents. 

Estelle rushed over to Jordan, her lower lip quivering. ‘My 
little girl!’ she cried dramatically. They’ve got my litde girl. I 
always knew this would happen, I warned Ethan we had to 
be careful ofkidhapping.’ 

‘Let’s hope that’s all it is/ Jordan said grimly, backing 
away because Estelle smelled like a bottle of stale wine. 

Ethan Landers stepped forward to greet Jordan. The two 
men hugged - a theatrical gesture they both seemed to take 
comfort from. Ethan was a heavy-set man with thick red hair 
and matching bushy eyebrows. He and Jordan were old 
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What do you know about this?’ Ethan asked, rubbing his 
stubby fingers together. 

Jordan shook his head. ‘Not much. They seem to think it 
could be the actor the girls testified against. He’s out of jail, 
and from what I understand he’s already murdered the other 
four witnesses who testified against him. God knows what 
he’ll do with our daughters if he has them. God only knows.’ 

☆ ☆ ☆ 

Bobby extended his hand to Mrs Landers. He’d known her 
since he was a child, the Landers were good friends of Jerry’s. 
‘Bobby Rush,’ he reminded her. 

She looked at him through a faintly alcoholic haze. ‘Oh, 
Bobby dear, why are you here?’ 

‘Jordanna and I are good friends.’ 

This is so shocking,’ Estelle said, wringing her perfectly 
manicured hands. 

Try fucking unbelievable, Bobby thought. Try how can 
this be happening? 

And once again a dull feeling of helplessness overcame 
him, because there was absolutely nothing he could do. 

☆ ☆ ☆ 

The police had set up a room for relatives and friends to sit 
in. Word from above was keep these people happy - they 
were key members of the Hollywood community, and there- 
fore had to be treated like royalty. 

Ethan Landers took one look at the lack-lustre table of 
refreshments set out - a bowl of Frito’s and some warm 
cans of Coke - and sent out to Nate ’n’ Al’s for a suitable 
spread. 

‘Surely we don’t have to stay here?’ Estelle asked plain- 
tively, yearning for the comforts of Bel Air and a bottle of 
gin so she could fix herself a decent martini. 

‘For a while,’ Ethan replied, wishing he could put her in 
the limo and send her home. 
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Estelle was not good in crisis situations. Neither wa 
he. 


☆ * * 

The butler discovered Marjory Sanderson at noon, lying oi 
her bathroom floor barely conscious. She had slit her wrist; 
with a fortunately rather dull razor-blade. 

He had the presence of mind to summon Mr Sanderson’! 
very discreet personal physician, who had her rushed b) 
private ambulance to a low-key exclusive clinic where the) 
were able to take care of her without the ugly intrusion o! 
the press. 

It wasn’t the first time. 

☆ ☆ ☆ 

Take a look over there,’ Rosa said, as they were on their way 
out. 

‘What am I looking at?’ 

‘Bobby Rush, Jordan Levitt, and the Landers.’ 

‘Bobby Rush is haunting me,’ Kennedy groaned. ‘He’s 
everywhere I go.’. 

‘Why’s he here? I smell a story.’ 

‘Let’s go, Rosa, I have a story of my own to finish.’ 
Wouldn’t you like to interview the grieving parents?’ 
Kennedy jumped on her. Tou’re sick, you know that? 
They have nothing to grieve about yet. And I hope they 
never will.’ 

Well, I’d sure like to put them on camera and find out 
how they’re feeling now.’ 

‘Exacdy like any parent would feel in this situation. Leave 
them alone.’ 

Rosa nodded to herself. Tm coming back with a crew. 
This is a big one, and Pve got access.’ 

Why don’t you dump your prestigious anchor position 
and join Hard Copy} Pm sure they’d hang out the American 
flag to have you aboard.’. 
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‘A story is a story. Don’t get holier than thou on me.’ 
Kennedy shook her head. ‘There are some things you do 
and some you don’t. Interviewing the parents of two girls 
who could be horribly murdered is definitely a no.’ 

Rosa sighed, T really hate it when you’re in love.’ 

☆ ☆ ☆ 

Three things took place at once. 

The limo driver decided he was lost and pulled to a stop 
in the middle of the rutted road while he tried to figure out 
where he was going. 

Eldessa trudged up behind the big car, manoeuvring her 
footsore way past it. 

And Cheryl stared from the bushes wild-eyed and pan- 
icked, clutching her coat around her. 

She saw the limo but couldn’t make up her mind whether 
to ask for help or not. It was possible the car could be Zone’s. 
Best to stay hidden. 

Eldessa kept walking, eyes to the front. She passed by the 
limo, but not before Bosco spotted her. He opened the car 
>or and got out. 

‘Hey,’ he yelled, ‘ain’t you the maid up at Mr Carlotti’s?’ 
Eldessa stopped and considered her reply. Had they 
ready found Zane? Was he with Shelley? If this was the case 
le’d get no reward, and her long walk would have been in 
un. 

She glared at the fat man. T was gonna call Mr Carlotti,’ 
le said resentfully. ‘When I was sure.’ 

‘When you was sure of what?’ Bosco asked, puzzled, 
:cause what was Luca’s maid doing in this godforsaken 
ace? 

That he was with Shelley,’ Eldessa said. 

Bosco had no idea what she was talking about. He was 
st about to ask, when Zane Ricca came into view, proceed- 
g down the road like an armed terrorist, clad all in black, 
holding on to an Uzi machine-gun which he pointed straight 
at them. 


Bosco felt his stomach turn a loop. ‘Shit!’ he m umb led 
‘Goddamn fucking shit? 

But it was too late for him to do anything. 


Chapter Fifty-Six 

☆ 


Jordanna drifted in and out of consciousness, trying desper- 
ately to come back. Rolling over on the cold hard floor, she 
opened her eyes and began throwing up, almost choking on 
her own vomit. 

The important thing was she was still alive, she had 
another chance and she was taking it. Goddamn it, she was a 
survivor, she had to take it, otherwise she’d never see Bobby 
again. Or her father. And she wanted to be around for her 
v stepbrother or sister. 

Get up, a voice screamed in her head. Get up and get out. 
ve now! Do it! 

She staggered to her feet. No handcuffs, no tics to bind 

It dawned on her that he’d left her for dead. The cowardly 
lofabitch thought he’d finished her off. 

She could still feel his hands around her throat, squeezing 
squeezing . . . squeezing the life out of her. 

Zatie Ricca. Toit made a big mistake. I am not dead. I am 
e. And you will pay for everything you’ve dome to me and all 
re other women. 

Dizzily she started up the cellar stairs, but when she 
chcd the top she was devastated to discover the door was 
ked. 

A moment of desperation. 
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Only a moment. She would figure something out. After 
all, Jordanna Levitt was a true survivor. 

☆ ☆ * 


Sum Styd « »■ l «» I m * finest. I am the 

BIGGEST MOVIE STAR m THE WORLD. _ . . , 

IT?; .Afon thought good thoughts as he trained his Uzi on th 


three people. , , 

Three rats caught in a trap. Only he was the trap, and he was 

deadly. 

They’d better not mess with him or he’d blow them away. 

He’d never shot anyone before. He’d certainly never killed a 
i n, although there’d been many times in prison he’d had the 
m to do so. 

Strangling women seemed like such a gentle way to REMOVE 


IE SCUM FROM THE EARTH. 

He watched ns Bosco reached for what looked like a gun. 

The Man let rip, spraying him with bullets. 

Bosco didn’t fall immediately. He stood for a moment as blood 
urted from the newly made holes in his body. His eyes bugged 
ide open with surprise, then befell, air whooshing from his open 
outh. 


The Urn driver decided to make a run for it. 

The Man liked that. Rat deserting sinking ship. Run rat. 
un rabbit. Run picking run. 

The Man aimed and fired, hitting him in the back with a 
icely balanced spray of bullets. 

Eldcssa stood her ground, her gnarled hands clutching on to 
he wooden cross hanging around her withered neck. 

He blew who she was and he hated her. Nosy old bitch. Always 
matching him, dying to sneak back into his room after he’d 
nstalled the heavy-duty locks. 

. H'P** dwwn tl] e Uzi, withdrew a pistol from his belt, took a 
cw steps forward, and shot her point-blank in the face. 

She dropped like a heavy sack of flour. 

Now what? He was confiised. He hadn’t come looking for these 
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three people - he’d come to find Cheryl, to bring her buck where 
she belonged. 

Bitch! Look what she’d made him do. 

☆ ☆ ☆ 

In the distance Jordanna thought she heard gunfire. 

J have to figure this otit. Think logically. Get into bis mind. 
Know what he’s going to do better than he knows himself. 

He probably thought he’d killed her, so maybe he 
wouldn’t come back. On the other hand, he might return to 
bury her body. She shuddered at the thought. 

Which would he do? 

She hoped he’d come back, because if he didn’t she was 
trapped in the cellar with no way of escape, and unless 
somebody found her . . . 

The thought of being locked down there for ever gave her 
chills. 

Although it wouldn’t be for ever, she reasoned, someone 
would come looking eventually. 

How many days could she last without food or water? 
Five, six? 

Cheryl will fetch help before then, she thought confidently. 

Unless . . . Cheryl ... is .. . dead. 

Oh, God. It wasn’t possible, or was it? She’d heard gunfire. 
Maybe he’d caught up with Cheryl and gunned her down 
like a dog with no chance. 

Mustn’t think that way. Stay positive. Stay strong. The power 
if positive thinking conquers all. 

The important thing was to decide what she was going to 
do if he came back. How could she defend herself? 

Desperately she began searching around the small dark 
:ellar for something she might use as a weapon, finally 
:oming across a long slab of hard wood jammed under a 
■vater heater. She struggled to dislodge it. 

It wasn’t much, but it was certainly better than nothing. 


☆ ☆ ☆ 



The Man draped the bodies to the side of the road, piling them 
together. It was hot work and dirty, his clothes were soon drenched 
in blood, but he didn't mind. 

Once, when he was twelve, he'd skinned a live cat and hidden 
his bloodied clothes for days just so he could take them out and 
smell them. The clothes worked better than the dirty magazines 
Ins father collected - magazines filled with spread-eagled women 
featuring shaved twats and vacant smiles. 

The physically exhausting work, the releynless afternoon heat 
and the smell of blood was getting to him. He felt aroused, like a 
homy bull. 

He stopped for a minute and thought ofjordanna, freshly dead 
. . . her body barely cold. 

Cheryl was gone. It was more than likely she would run for 
help and bring people back here. He had to leave, but first, 
Jordanna ... 


☆ it ☆ 

She set a trap, ready if he did return. Squeamishly she picked 
up the dead rat, placing it halfway down the stairs, figuring if 
she was lucky he’d trip and break his neck. Then she gathered 
dirt from the floor, putting it into a rusty tin can, and placing 

it next to her on the floor where he’d left her. ° 

After that she positioned the block of wood, and arranged 
herself on top of it. ° 

If he came back she was prepared. 


Chapter Fifty-Seven 

it 1 


Cheryl continued on her journey down the hill towards the 
noise of traffic. Staying close to the bushes, she was too 
scared to emerge. Her face and neck were scratched and 
tom, her stockings in shreds, her shoes long gone. The 
burning sensation in her stomach was getting worse, but 
she kept going - haunted by the sight of Zane, clad all in 
black like a Ninja assassin, dense shades covering his eyes, 
shooting those poor people down as if he. were enjoying 
target practice. 

It was plain to see he was insane and she feared for 
Jordanna. 

The thought of getting help spurred her on as she 
stumbled along, moving through the heavy undergrowth as 
iast as she could go. 

☆ ☆ ☆ 

For once in his life Grant was stone-cold sober. He sat in 
Cheryl’s house trying to take care of business, but he was 
onable to concentrate. He had no interest in arranging 
appointments for their army of expensive call girls. He 
stonewalled prospective clients - including the regulars - and 
told all the girls to take a day off. Some of them were severely 
pissed - they were used to the extra money, supplementing 
their incomes as actresses and models. A couple of them 
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.uca returned to his suite trailed by Mac, his two private 
nvestigarors and Reno. He shut himself in the bedroom and 
ailed Carrier. A salesperson assured him Bosco had pur- 
fiased a diamond bracelet and left the store over an hour 
igo. 

Luca was deeply puzzled. Why had Cheryl Landers - a 
rich Hollywood broad - been visiting someone like Bosco? 
Did Bosco have secrets he didn’t know about? 

Luca grimaced, he did not appreciate anyone keeping 
secrets from him, especially Bosco. Something strange was 
going on and he couldn’t quite figure it out, which really 
infuriated him, because he was sharp - sharper than any of 
them. 

It all had to do with his slimeball nephew. When he found 
Zane he would take great pleasure in personally disposing of 
him. 

In the meantime, where the fuck was Bosco? 

He went back into the living room just in time to witness 
the arrival of Detective Carlyle. 

Jesus! Timing! If he’d come out to the coast a day earlier 
he’d have nailed his sonofabitch nephew, and he wouldn’t be 
sitting in a hotel room dealing with private detectives, a 
dumb cop and his movie-director son who was scared shidess 
someone was going to find out about their relationship. 

When timing was off, nothing went right. 


* ☆ ☆ 




more than he was telling her and it disturbed her. What 
he’d had information he’d kept back, and because of that tv 
more women were dead? 

No. Michael wouldn’t do that. 

Or would he? 

Suddenly she realized she hardly knew Michael at all. 

☆ ☆ ☆ 

‘I want to see photographs of both girls on every TV statioi 
every newspaper - anywhere we can get ’em out there.’ S 
spoke Boyd Keller to a room full of attentive officers. 1Vc\ 
discovered no bodies yet. If these two girls arc still alive, th 
public will help us find them. And, believe me, we need a 
the help we can get. Perry,’ he added, snapping his fingers a 
an eager young detective, ‘take the photos over to Carlyle a 
the St James’s Hotel. He’s expecting them.’ 

Boyd exited his office and surveyed his VIP guests througf 
a two-way glass window. They were gathered in the confer- 
ence room. Producers, movie stars, famous people every- 
where he looked. 

This would not be a good case to blow - he had to ralfv 
every resource to locate these two girls. 

Frankly, he didn’t think there was much hope of finding 




losing it. 1 don’t havta answer nothin’ without my lawyer 
present.’ 

Why would you need a lawyer?’ 

"Cause you dickers ain’t interested in the truth. I got my 
rights, an’ I don’t havta talk to no one.’ 

Michael stepped into the picture, annoying Detective 
Carlyle who liked to think he was in total charge. 

‘Mr Carlotti,’ Michael said. What we’re trying to do here 
is find these two girls before your nephew does them any 
harm. Now, if you do know anything, you’d be well advised 
to give that information to the police. All they’re asking for 
is your help.’ 

"Hey, if I knew anythin’, you think Fd allow that dumb 
cocksucker t’be runnin’ around doin’ what he’s doin’? I ain’t 
proud he's my nephew.’ 

There was a knock on the door. Reno answered it. Perry 
entered and handed the envelope of photographs to Detective 
Carlyle. 

What’s that, a subpoena?’ Luca said roughly. "Cause if it 
ain’t, get the fuck outta here. I ain’t answerin’ no more 
questions.’ 

Detective Carlyle wished he had the power to ran Luca 
Carlotti in and beat the crap out of him. If there was one 
tiling he hated it was people who were not intimidated by 
the fact that he was a police detective and had authority. He 
. ripped open the envelope and handed the pictures of the two 
f girls to Luca. ‘Jordanna Levitt and Cheryl Landers,’ he said, 
fighting to keep an impersonal tone. 

Reluctantly Luca glanced at the two photographs. This 
ain’t Cheryl Landers,’ he said, frowning. This one’s Bambi.’ 

‘Who’s Bambi?’ Mac asked, wishing he were somewhere 
else. 

‘A friend of mine,’ Luca said cagily. 

‘I’d like to know more about your friend, because this girl 
is Cheryl Landers,’ Detective Carlyle said. 

‘Hey, Reno,’ Luca said, beckoning him over. Take a look 
at this photo an’ tell ’em who it is.’ 
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Reno studied the picture. ‘Bambi,’ he said. ‘No doubt 
about it’ 


☆ ☆ ir 

It was frustrating. Now that he was a movie star Bobby was 
used to everything going his way. He hated sitting around at 
the police station unable to do anything. 

Grant Lennon, Junior turned up. He sat hunched in a 
comer looking depressed. 

There’s nothing we can do here, 5 fcthan Landers said, 
walking over to Bobby. Tm in constant touch with die Chief 
of Police. He’ll let me know as soon as anything happens. 
We’re going home. You should do the same.’ 

‘No,’ Bobby said. Til stay here.’ 

Jordan didn’t leave. Whatever Jordanna might say about 
him, it was quite obvious he really loved his daughter. 

Bobby sat down next to him. ‘Whyn’t you go home, I’ll 
keep in touch.’ 

Jordan shook his head. Td sooner be here.’ 

How about your wife? Shouldn’t you be with her?’ 

“No, I should be right here,’ Jordan said. 

The)’ were both surprised when Charlie Dollar arrived, 
followed by two assistants with trayloads of sandwiches and 
refreshments. 

‘Came by to see if I could do anything,’ Charlie said. T 
got this psychic thing - Tm tellin’ ya, they’ll be fine.’ 

Bobby nodded. He wanted to believe him, but it wasn’t 
easy. The two girls had been snatched the night before, now 
it was nearly two in the afternoon. 

Their chances of survival were getting less and less. 


tr 


Cheryl sat on the ground and rested for a moment, dizziness 
and nausea overcoming her. She daren’t emerge into the 
open, better to hide in the thick underbrush. 
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Jordanna, Pvc jjot to get help fir Jordanmt. The thought fa 
her going. 

The further down the hill she went, the louder the traj 
sounded. Thank God, finally she was nearing civilization. 

She tried to compose herself. It was important to si 
together long enough to tell the police every little detail. 

☆ ☆ ☆ 

Kennedy returned to headquarters, unable to stay away. S 
kept on thinking about Michael and the feet that he mi§ 
have known something without telling her. 

He’d been aware she was working on the story the fi 
time they’d met, surely he should have mentioned it? 

The press were everywhere, but Rosa managed to hus 
her inside past the rest of the reporters and TV crews. t Bo 
Keller and I are developing a very special friendship,’ Rc 
said, winking conspiratorially. 

‘What about Ferdy?’ 

‘All good basketball players miss the shot eventually.’ 

‘Does that mean it’s over?’ 

‘Right now he’s on the bench.’ 

☆ ☆ ☆ 

• It didn’t take long for Detective Carlyle to start putting 
together. When he had to, he could figure things out pret 
good. Luca Carlotti thought Cheryl Landers was Bam! 
Bambi was a hooker. Could it be that Cheryl Landers a] 
her boyfriend. Grant Lennon, Junior, were running hookei 
And that Cheryl herself wasn’t averse to doing a little puttu 
out on the side? 

He called Boyd Keller and told him of the new devclo 
ments. Boyd summoned Grant into his office and beg 
questioning him. Grant told him everything. 

Luca, realizing that Bambi/Cheryl was in trouble, reveali 
how Bosco and Reno had followed her the night before. 

So ... if Cheryl was really Bambi, and Bosco and Rcr 


had followed Bambi home, it figured that the man they’d 
assumed was her boyfriend could actually turn out to be 
Zane. 

Luca slumped in a chair. He was in shock. No wonder 
he’d gotten off on the broad. She was a rich Hollywood kid 
and he’d thought she was a simple working gkL What a 
scam! Jeez! You had to respect somebody who could pull off 
something like that. Especially on him, because nobody had 
ever accused him of being nai've. 

‘Can you find the house?’ Detective Carlyle asked Reno. 

It was dark,’ Reno said. ‘But I know where it is.’ 

Let’s go,’ Detective Carlyle said. Til call for back-up.’ 

☆ ☆ ☆ 

Rosa got the news first. She’d attached herself to Boyd Keller, 
who didn’t seem to mind one bit. And because of this she 
knew something was going down before the rest of the press. 

By the time Boyd strode from the precinct and jumped 
into an unmarked squad car, Rosa was in the camera truck 
with her crew and Kennedy. 

‘Follow that car,’ she said dramatically. ‘We got ourselves 
a story. Let’s hope it has a happy ending.’ 
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Chapter Fifty-Eight 

☆ 


The Man felt pawerfid and triumphant. He was soaring high - 
like an eagle. 

He was an avenger. A true hero. Even better — an action 
HERO. 

He marched back to the house, striding down the middle of the 
road because he didn’t have to hide from anyone. His days of 
hiding were over. He was the MASTER OF THE errr. 

Steven Seagal. Who was Steven Seagull Arnold, Sly, all of 
them. They were nothing compared to him. Soon the world would 
realize. 

He reached the house, double-locked the front door behind him, 
and kicked open the door to the cellar. The bitch was down there 
waiting for him . Waiting fir him to bury her. 

He swaggered down the stairs, swinging the Uzi in one hand, 
his pistol stuffed into the belt of his blood-soaked pants. 

What would his mother say if she could sec him ? 

Would she be happy? Would she be proud? 

She wouldn’t call bimpoopsy now. She wouldn’t dare. 

I AM THE MOST POWERFUL MAN IN THE WORLD. 

I AM INVINCIBLE AND NOBODT WILL EVER TOUCH ME AGAIN. 

☆ ☆ ☆ 

Jordanna heard Zane kick open the door to the cellar. Her 
heart was beating so loudly she could feel it thudding 
t hroughout her body. 


Although she was terrified, she was not paralysed She lay 
m the pound where he’d left her, conceding die slab of 
, VO od beneath her body. Now that she had a weapon, sh 


'°MySidhe’d trip.over the dead rat she’d placed on the 

jtairs, and when he did, she was prepared. 

Her hands clutched on to the piece of wood ready tor 
action. She had a plan - go for his eyes first, then smash the 
weapon across his face, and keep on hitting until she rendered 
him unconscious. 

She was truly petrified, her throat felt dry and parched and 
she was sure the imprint of his hands would mark her neck 
for ever. Yet her adrenalin was pumping. She knew she had 
to do it - had to be the winner in this deadly game. 

She heard Zane stumble and fall just as she’d hoped. The 
Uzi flew out of his hands clattering on to the hard cellar 
floor. 

Did she have time to go for it? She wasn’t sure. Had to be 
careful - couldn’t take any risks. This was a test of her 
strength. And she would pass the test because Bobby was 
waiting for her, and she didn’t intend to disappoint him. 
Bobby Rush was her future, and no insane psycho was going 
to rob her of the opportunity to be with him. 

She willed herself to stay perfectly still. It was imperative 
her timing was just right. 

He got up cursing and muttering. She heard him getting 
nearer and nearer. Soon she felt his presence hovering over 
her. 


Now was the moment for action. Now! Now! Now! 

Gapping the piece of wood tightly, she turned her body 
and struck out with a mighty lunge. 

The slab of wood cracked against his skull with a sickening 
thud, sending him flying back. 

the^tailT^ C ° hCr feCtl grabbed the can of dirt and ran for 


do^lT? e ^ ' fedons roar ’ blo °d coursing 

down his forehead into his eyes. He reached out, his muscled 
3011 once again encircling her leg. 
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She spun around, flinging the can of dirt into his face a 
eyes. 

He yelled and fell back. 

Heart pounding, she scrambled up the stairs, shot into t 
hallway and raced to the front door. 

He’d locked it. The sonofabitch had locked it! 

Stay calm. 

Don’t panic. 

Ton mil survive. 

Dashing into the kitchen, she picked up a chair a 
attempted to smash the window. It didn’t break. Desperate 
she tried a second time. The glass shattered, but it was t 
jagged for her to climb through. 

She turned around. He was at the door of the kitcht 
blood pouring down his face now, anger and fury contort! 
his features. 

Tucking bitch!’ he screamed. Tucking cunt bitch! You 
going to die now.’ 

She opened her mouth and let out a primal scream. Th 
she hurled the chair at him. 

It slammed into him, and she ran for the door of t 
kitchen, trying to dodge past him. 

He caught hold of her and dragged her down on to t 
floor. 

They struggled. She clawed at his eyes, bringing her kn 
up, pounding into his balls. 

^ He wresded her shoulders to the ground, turned her ov 
' and attempted to jam his lips down on hers. 

It was too grotesque. His blood was dripping on to h 
face, and to her horror and disgust she felt him growing ha 
against her thigh. 

“You sonofabitch!’ she screamed, striving to shove him o 
You piece of shit sonofabitch !’ 

There’s nowhere you can run to get away from me,’ I 
yelled triumphandy. ‘I had nowhere to run in prison, ai 
you’ve got nowhere to run here.’ 

Tuck you!’ she screamed. ‘FUCK YOU!’ 

He started pulling at her jeans, trying to get them off. 


She spat in his face and attempted to knee him again. 

He slapped her so hard she was momentarily stunned. 

She lay very still for a moment, desperately trying to 
remember everything she’d learned in self-defence class. 
Window of opportunity! 

Window of opportunity! 

The words screamed inside her head as she saw him going 
for his pants. But first he had to remove the pistol stuck in 


his belt. 

She watched as he reached for the gun, ready to lay it on 
the ground while he unzipped his pants. 

Window of opportunity! 

Fucking go for it! . 

With all her might she sat up, surprising him, smashing 
her head under his chin, causing him to grunt with pain. 

Twisting her body, she managed to wrestle the gun from 
his grasp, and point it at him. 

‘You wouldn’t dare use it,’ he said, taunting her. 

‘Oh, yes, I would,’ she said, clicking back the safety catch, . 
just as he’d done to her. 

And once more they were in the same position, only this 
rime she was in control, ready to blow him away for ever. 

But she hesitated just that moment too long, and he took 
advantage of the pause, jerking his hands upwards, knocking 
the gun out of her possession. 

They rolled around on the floor, each scrabbling to get 
the weapon. ° b 


Eventually the gun became wedged between them - 

locked in between their bodies as they continued the life and 
death struggle. 

And then the gun went off, 

bu° sut^ c cxpl ° sion thcrc was nothins 
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Chapter Fifty-Nine 

☆ — 


Bobby was swigging Coke from a can when he saw Boyd 
Keller rush for the door. He knew immediately something 
was going down. Grabbing the detective he said, Wherever 
you’re going, Fm coming, too.’ 

TSIo way. It’s against all regulations.’ 

1 don’t give a fuck about regulations.’ 

We’ll keep you informed - if anything happens you’ll 
know immediately.’ 

‘Screw it,’ Bobby said fiercely. ‘If you don’t want me to 
come you’ll have to arrest me.’ 

Boyd shrugged, sometimes rules were made to be broken, 
e’d had word from the Chief of Police to keep all the 
ots happy. 

EC,’ he said reluctandy. ‘As long as you stay outta my 
in’ keep a low profile.’ 

>u got it.’ 


☆ ☆ ☆ 

1 staggered into the street, desperately attempting to 
car down. There was a steady stream of traffic travelling 
d down Laurel Canyon, but nobody stopped, 
e waved her arms frantically in the air. Drivers averted 
:yes and kept going. 

t, God, they think Fm some kind of homeless person or 
* uru nk, she thought, running unsteadily down the hill. 



She couldn’t believe nobody would £**««*“ 
nxment she considered throwing herself m font of a or, 
but they’d probably knock her down and dnve off. Didn 

’The falling, but then she forced herself to 

keco going, until eventually she reached a small market. 

She ran up to the check-out stand, faltering, hardly able to 
put wo words together. ‘Call ... call the police/ she said to 
the woman. Tlease , . . hurry.’ 

‘What’s the matter with you, honey?’ the woman said, 
alarmed. Tou been raped? What happened?’ 

Cheryl collapsed on to the floor. 


☆ ☆ ☆ 


The cars containing Detective Carlyle, Luca, Reno, Mac, 
Michael and Quincy, met up with three unmarked police cars 
at the bottom of Laurel Canyon. 

Boyd Keller and Bobby joined Detective Carlyle, Reno 
and Luca in the first car, and the convoy roared off up the 
hill. ' 

The TV van with Rosa and her crew was right behind 
them, along with Kennedy. 

Reno sat in the front passenger seat giving directions. 
After a while he spotted the turning. It’s up here,’ he said. 
‘Keep on going, it’s way at the top.’ 

‘You got a number for the house?’ Boyd Keller asked. 

‘No, it’s kinda isolated.’ 

The terrain was getting rougher by the minute. c You 
positive there’s • another house up here?’ Boyd said 
impatiently. J 

direction.’ ^ ^ ^ 1 g0tta g0od sense of 

We passed the last house five minutes ago.’ 

I told you, we’ll get to it.’ 


☆ ☆ ☆ 




<Up the hill.’ 

Thanks,’ he said, sprinting up the bumpy road. 

They could all deal with the limo, he had a hunch that 
what was going on at the house was more important. 

☆ ☆ ☆ 

‘Oh, Jesus!’ Luca sighed mournfully, as he approached the 
bodies piled together by the side of the road. This shouldn’t 
have happened. This ain’t right.’ 

Detective Carlyle tried to wave him away, but Luca was 
having none of it. He bent down to touch Bosco, making 
sure he was dead. 

T>on’t do that,’ Boyd Keller barked. And then to Detective 
Carlyle, ‘Get this area roped off. This is a crime scene here, 
not a fucking picnic.’ 


☆ ☆ ☆ 

Rosa, her camera crew and Kennedy leaped out of the van. 
Rosa signalled her cameraman to start shooting before 
anyone could stop them. He began filming the grisly crime 
scene, while Rosa attempted to do a quick remote. 

‘Get that camera out of here,’ Boyd Keller yelled angrily. 

☆ ☆ ☆ 

Michael reached the house, pulled his gun and approached 
warily. First he tried the front door - it was locked, so he 
made his way around the side until he came to the back. The 
kitchen window was shattered, shards of broken glass 
everywhere. 

The air seemed very still. Heat and silence and nothing 
else. A fly buzzed into his free, startling him. 

He was nervous - since getting shot it wasn’t the same. 
He was no longer Superman running head first into any 
situation. A year ago he would have leaped through the 
kitchen window. Now he was more cautious, had to work 
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Epilogue 

* 





she’d been writing the threatening notes to herself to gain 
attention, t 

Her counsellor was a forty-eight-year-old German man 
with blond hair and big teeth. Much to her father’s fury 
Marjory married him in a secret ceremony and brought him 
back to Hollywood. 

At last she was happy. She had a man all to herself who 
truly loved her. 


☆ ☆ ☆ 

Shep finally came out of the closet with a Euro-trash count 
who designed women’s clothes. 

Taureen Worth almost had a heart attack. It was bad 
enough that she had a twenty-four-year-old son. But a gay 
one? 

This was not good karma for a reigning sex symbol. 

She paid for them to vacation in Portofino, and hoped 
they’d love it so much that they’d never come back. 

☆ ☆ ☆ 

Luca returned to New York with Reno, but not before 
visiting Bambi/Cheryl in the hospital, where she was recover- 
ing from her ordeal. 

‘My offer still stands,’ he told her, pacing around the 
hospital room. Tou’re some fuckin’ ballsy broad!’ • 

‘You think so?’ she asked wanly. 

He winked. T know so.’ 

She thanked him and declined his offer. 

‘Any time /change your mind,’ he said. Tli be waitin’.’ 
He handed her his card. ‘This is where /can find me. Any 
time, baby.’ 

Grant was by her side - a somewhat chastened Grant, who 
informed her he’d decided they made a talented team, and 
should put their energies into something more legitimate 
than running hookers. 

Was this the Grant she knew and loved? 



No, this was a different Grant, a more respect.V 
a man with his eye to die future. 

She took a good look at him and decided it w; 
move on. Grant had broken the spell between then 
ready for a more fulfilling relationship. Someone v 
incly eared about her. 

Maybe it would be Grant. 

Maybe not . . . 

She would just have to wait and see. 

Her illustrious, socially connected parents freal 
die news she was a madam. Estelle simply refused 
it. And Ethan gave her the usual if-you-nccdcd-moi 
why-didn’t-you-comc-to-mc speech. 

Fortunately, Donna Lacey, the English dircctoi 
ter, returned from London, and Cheryl handed bad 
black book. 

She was out of the hooker business for good. 

☆ ☆ ☆ 

Mac Brooks managed to keep his secret. No connc 
publicity. 

Sharlccn suggested it might be an interesting pi 
a mode. ‘Instead of a male protagonist make it a 
she said, really getting into the idea. T can play the 
added. Think of the fun we can have in our trailci 
break!’ 

After some thought, Mac decided she could be ri 
all, what better place than Hollywood to turn 
fiction? 


☆ ☆ ☆ 

Detective Carlyle finally left his wife. Or rather she tl 
out. 

He moved in with' his girlfriend. After two i 
realized his wife was a hetrrr u i u. 


She refused. 

He ended up living with the waitress from the bres 
joint he frequented. 

She gave great fried eggs. 

☆ ☆ ☆ 

Jordan Levitt’s fifth wife gave birth to a baby boy. Jc 
wanted to name the child Jordan Levitt, Junior. Jorc 
and Kim informed him it was the worst idea possible, ai 
finally acquiesced, calling the boy Sam. 

Jordanna was thrilled to have a brother again. 

☆ ☆ ☆ 

Charlie Dollar met Barbara Barr one fateful night at H 
base Central. 

One night of lust and she was pregnant. 

She moved into his house six weeks later. 

He was too laid-back to stop her. 

Their fights were the kind that fuelled tabloid dreams 

☆ ☆ * 

Three months after the occurrences on Laurel Can 
Quincy and Amber threw a party. 

‘Help me, Michael,’ Amber said, vainly trying to balai 
platter of raw hamburgers and a large salad bowl as she e 
the house into the backyard. 

‘You got it, gorgeous,’ he said, scooping the platter o 
her hands. 

He’d be for ever grateful to Quincy and Amber. T! 
dipped into their savings and come up with the ten thou 
dollars he’d borrowed from Marjory, enabling him to 
her a cheque. 

‘Call it an advance,’ Quincy had said. Til take it oi 
your share of the business.’ 


Fortunately business seemed to be ta* It would only 
take a year or two before he was out of debt. 

‘Quincy and his barbecues,’ Amber sighed. 1 do tb- 

work and he gets all the praise.’ _ 

‘It’s his birthday,’ Michael reminded her. n aggn^ on. 

his birthday.’ ■ , r r r __ 

‘Fat an’ fifty,’ she said, with a sly smile. After tonignitas- 

man goes on a strict diet or I am outta here! 

‘The truth, Amber. You’d never leave him, would your 
She beamed happily. ‘Not if he weighed four hundred 
pounds, but we won’t tell him that, will we, Michael?’ 

Tic ain’t hearin’ it from me.’ 

‘Let’s get this party going,’ she said. 

They walked into the backyard where twenty guests were 
gathered and Quincy was sharing the secrets of his famous 
barbecue sauce with Kennedy. 

Michael put down the platter, sliding his arm around 
Kennedy’s slim waist. Tou look sensational tonight,’ he 
whispered in her ear. ‘Not that tonight’s any different from 
any other night.’ 

‘I made a special effort,’ she murmured. ‘After all, it’s not 
every day I get to mix with real people.’ 

‘Aw, rimon,’ he said, grinning sheepishly. ‘You’re never 
gonna let me forget I said that, are you?’ 

Now it was her turn to smile. ‘Nope.’ 

He pulled her close, kissing her passionately. She melted 
into his arms. They’d been together twelve weeks and a day, 
and she loved him more ever)' hour. Six weeks ago they’d 
moved in together. It was working out just fine. 

After the tragedy they’d had a brief falling out, because 
she’d felt that once he’d found out she was writing about the 
murders he should have told her everything. T didn’t even 

he ’ d Ml tai to be 

Grudgingly she’ d agreed he was right 

shew “ pr0 ”* c !-° ul fc ® « V*.’ 
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Vs written in blood,’ he’d replied.: 
What could she do?. 

She loved him. 


☆ ☆ ☆ 

Jordanna and Bobby made a late entrance. Jordanna looked 
glowingly beautiful in a short white dress with white flowers 
in her long dark hair. 

Bobby was in jeans, T-shirt and an Armani sports jacket, 
his dirty blond hair curling over his collar. They held hands 
and whispered together like no one else existed. 

All signs of Jordanna’s ordeal had vanished - the only 
scars that remained were within. She would never forget 
Zane Ricca. His flat dead eyes, the coldness of his attitude, 
the inherent cruelty of the man. 

She would never forget the moment when the bullet 

:d his body, and the blood flowed from his chest, 

ling his tainted blood all over her. 
nnories. 
e bad kind. 

ut 3 'em out and get on with life. 

iere were no charges against her. It was a clear case of 
efence. 

le tabloids went crazy for a while, trailing her every- 
: she went. But eventually a new scandal took place - 
ira Barr got caught cheating on Charlie Dollar with 
y married senator - and Jordanna was off the front 

i 

e started work on Bobby’s movie, and soon realized 
For the first time she was doing something she truly 
. Acting was in her blood. 

e rented an apartment and happily moved in. Bobby 
: make a move, although he was totally there for. her. It 
s if he sensed she needed time to recover and he was 
red to give it to her. 

hen Michael called and invited her to Quincy’s birthday 
she’d said yes at once. Michael was a comforting 




“You have magic kisses, 5 she gasped, marvelling at he 
great he made her feel. 

‘Hey, you should see what else I got,’ he joked. 

‘Maybe it’s time I did,’ she murmured. 

‘In that case - ’ 

mat ? 5 

*1 have a gift for you. Something I’ve been saving for jv 
such an occasion.’ 

‘Show me!’ 

He opened the trunk of his car, reached inside and hand 
her a large, elaborately wrapped package. 

‘What is it?’ she demanded excitedly. 

‘Open it and see.’ 

Her black eyes gleamed. ‘OK - but it better be good.’ 

Trust me - it is.’ 

She ripped the package open, tore the lid off the tx 
and was confronted with seventy-five different makes 
condoms. 

‘Oh, no!’ she yelled, hysterical with laughter. ‘Bobby, yc 
are wnbelievable!’ 

He pulled her in close. ‘How come you feel so good, ar 
smell so good? And how come when Fm not with you 
think about you all the time?’ 

You do?’ 

‘Can’t stop.’ 

‘Neither can I.’ 

He kissed her gently. 

She kissed him back. 

‘And how come I walk around with a stupid grin on n 
face I can’t wipe off?’ 

'Bobby ... I do the same,’ she said, touching his face. 

‘Same grin, huh?’ 

fft looks better on me.’ 

‘Spoken like a true actress.’ 

Well . . .’ she teased You got me into the business.’ 

‘Let’s get out of here.’ 

‘Now?’ 

'Right now.’ 


‘Whatever you say, Mr Rush.’ 

The)’ got in his car and sped off into the night. Jordanna 
knew she’d found her soulmate and that ' ” ‘ ' 

again. It was a wonderful feeling. 




